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INTRODUCTION 


THE  CRITIC. 


’i'is  hard  to  say,  if  ^renter  want  of  skill 
Appear  iu  writing  or  in  judging  ill  ; 

But,  of  the  two,  less  dnng’rous  is  th’  offence 
To  tire  our  patience,  than  mislead  our  sense. 
Somo  few  in  that,  but  numbers  err  iu  this, 
Teu  censure  wrong  for  one  who  writes  amiss  ; 
A  fool  might  once  himself  nlouo  expose. 

Now  ono  in  verso  makes  many  more  in  prose. 
’Tis  with  our  judgments  as  our  watches,  none 
Go  just  aliko,  yet  each  believes  his  own. 

In  Poets  as  truo  genius  is  but  rare, 

Tine  Tasto  ns  seldom  is  tho  Critic’s  share ; 
Both  must  aliko  from  Heav’u  derive  their 
light, 

Theso  bom  to  judge,  ns  well  ns  those  to 
write. 

Let  such  teach  others  who  themselves  excel, 
And  censure  freely  who  Imvo  written  well. 
Authors  aro  partial  to  their  •wit,  ’tis  true, 

But  are  not  Critics  to  their  judgment  too? 

— I ’ope,  Alexander,  1709,  An  Essay  on 
Criticism,  v.  1-18. 

There  is  nothing  more  absurd,  than  for 
a  Man  to  set  up  for  a  Critick,  without  a 
good  insight  into  all  parts  of  learning. 
.  .  .  One  great  Mark  by  which  you 

may  discover  a  Critick  who  has  neither 
Taste  nor  Learning,  is  this,  that  he  seldom 
ventures  to  praise  any  passage  in  an 
Author  which  has  not  been  before  received 
and  applauded  by  the  Public,  and  that  his 
Criticism  turns  wholly  upon  little  Faults 
and  Errors.  ...  A  true  Critick  ought 
to  dwell  rather  upon  Excellences  than 
Imperfections,  to  discover  the  concealed 
Beauties  of  a  Writer  and  communicate  to 
the  World  such  things  as  are  worth  their 
Observation.  The  most  exquisite  words, 
and  finest  Strokes  of  an  Author,  are  those 
which  very  often  appear  the  most  doubt¬ 
ful  and  exceptionable  to  a  man  who  wants 
a  Relish  for  polite  Learning  ;  and  they  are 
these  which  a  sour  undistinguishing 
Critick  generally  attacks  with  the  greatest 
Violence.— Addison,  Joseph,  1711-12, 
The  Spectator,  No.  291. 

On  a  superficial  view  we  may  seem  to 
differ  very  widely  from  each  other  in  our 
reasonings,  and  no  less  in  our  pleasures: 


but,  notwithstanding  this  difference, 
which  I  think  to  be  rather  apparent  than 
real,  it  is  probable  that  the  standard 
both  of  reason  and  taste  is  the  same  in 
all  human  creatures.  .  .  .  The  cause 

of  a  wrong  taste  is  a  defect  of  judg¬ 
ment.  And  this  may  arise  from  a  natural 
weakness  of  understanding  (in  whatever 
the  strength  of  that  faculty  may  consist), 
or,  which  is  much  more  commonly  the 
case,  it  may  arise  from  a  want  of  a  proper 
and  well-directed  exercise,  which  alone 
can  make  it  strong  and  ready.  Besides, 
that  ignorance,  inattention,  prejudice, 
rashness,  levity,  obstinacy,  in  short,  all 
those  passions,  and  all  those  vices,  which 
pervert  the  judgment  in  other  matters, 
prejudice  it  no  less  in  this  its  more  refined 
and  elegant  province. — Burke,  Edmund, 
1756-57,  The  Sublime  and  Beautiful ,  In¬ 
troduction. 

Wit  certainly  is  the  property  of  those 
who  have  it,  nor  should  we  be  displeased 
if  it  is  the  only  property  a  man  sometimes 
has.  We  must  not  underrate  him  who 
uses  it  for  subsistence,  and  flies  from  the 
ingratitude  of  the  age  even  to  a  bookseller 
for  redress.  If  the  profession  of  an 
author  is  to  be  laughed  at  by  the  stupid, 
it  is  certainly  better  to  be  contemptibly 
rich  than  contemptibly  poor.  For  all  the 
wit  that  ever  adorned  the  human  mind 
will  at  present  no  more  shield  the  author’s 
poverty  from  ridicule,  than  his  high- 
topped  gloves  conceal  the  unavoidable 
omissions  of  his  laundress. — Goldsmith, 
Oliver,  1759,  Enquiry  into  the  Present 
State  of  Polite  Learning. 

The  science  of  rational  criticism  tends 
to  improve  the  heart  no  less  than  the 
understanding.  It  tends,  in  the  first 
place,  to  moderate  the  selfish  affections. 
By  sweetening  and  harmonizing  the 
temper,  it  is  a  strong  antidote  to  the 
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turbulence  of  passion,  and  violence  of 
pursuit.  It  procures,  to  a  man,  so 
much  mental  enjoyment,  that,  in  order 
to  be  occupied,  he  is  not  tempted  to 
deliver  up  his  youth  to  hunting,  gaming, 
drinking ;  nor  his  middle  age  to  ambition, 
nor  his  old  age  to  avarice.  Pride  and 
envy,  two  disgustful  passions,  find  in  the 
constitution  no  enemy  more  formidable 
than  a  delicate  and  discerning  taste. — 
Home,  Henry  (Lord  Kames),  1762-63, 
Elements  of  Criticism . 

This  age  may  be  best  characterised  as 
the  age  of  criticism— a  criticism  to  which 
everything  must  submit.  Religion,  on 
the  ground  of  its  sanctity,  and  law,  on 
the  ground  of  its  majesty,  often  resist 
this  sifting  of  their  claims.  But  in  so 
doing,  they  inevitably  awake  a  not  unjust 
suspicion  that  their  claims  are  ill-founded, 
and  they  can  no  longer  expect  the  un¬ 
feigned  homage  paid  by  reason  to  that 
hich  has  shown  itself  able  to  stand  the 
of  free  inquiry.— Kant,  Immanuel, 

81,  Critique  of  Pure  Reason. 

True  criticism  is  the  application  of  taste 
and  of  good  sense  to  the  several  fine  arts. 
The  object  which  it  proposes  is,  to  dis¬ 
tinguish  what  is  beautiful  and  what 
is  faulty  in  every  performance ;  from 
particular  instances  to  ascend  to  gen¬ 
eral  principles;  and  so  to  form  rules 
or  conclusions  concerning  the  several 
kinds  of  beauty  in  works  of  genius. 
The  rules  of  criticism  are  not  formed  by 
any  induction  &  priori,  as  it  is  called  ;  that 
is,  they  are  not  formed  by  a  train  of 
abstract  reasoning,  independent  of  facts 
and  observations.  Criticism  is  an  art 
founded  wholly  on  experience. — Blair, 
Hugh,  1783,  Lectures  on  Rhetoric  and 
BeUes-Letlres,  ed.  Mills,  Lecture  iii. 

To  regulate  our  intellectual  pleasures, 
to  free  literature  from  the  tyranny  of  the 
notion  that  there  ie  no  disputing  about 
tastes,  to  constitute  an  exact  science,  in¬ 
tent  rather  on  guiding  than  gratifying  the 
mind. — Nisard,  Jean  Marie  Napoleon 


DfciRfe,  1844,  Historie  de  la  Litterature 
Franqaise,  vol.  l. 

Those  who  consider  the  science  of 
criticism  as  nothing  more  than  a  collection 
of  arbitrary  rules,  and  the  art  of  criticism 
but  their  dextrous  or  declamatory  ap¬ 
plication,  rejoice  in  a  system  of  admirable 
simplicity  and  barren  results.  It  has  the 
advantage  of  judging  every  thing  and  ac¬ 
counting  for  nothing,  thus  gratifying 
the  pride  of  intellect  without  enjoin¬ 
ing  any  intellectual  exertion.  By  a 
steady  adherence  to  its  doctrines,  a  dunce 
may  exalt  himself  to  a  pinnacle  of  judg¬ 
ment,  from  which  the  first  authors  of  the 
world  appear  as  splendid  madmen,  whose 
enormous  writhings  and  contortions,  as 
they  occasionally  blunder  into  grace  and 
grandeur  of  motion,  show  an  undisciplined 
strength,  which  would,  if  subjected  to 
rule,  produce  great  effects.  A  Bond- 
street  exquisite  complacently  surveying  a 
thunder-scarred  Titan  through  an  opera- 
glass,  is  but  a  type  of  a  Grub-street  critic, 
measuring  a  Milton  or  a  Shakspeare  with 
his  three-foot  rule.— Whipple,  Edwin 
Percy,  1848,  Shakspeare's  Critics,  Essays 
and  Reviews,  vol.  ll,  p.  248. 

The  following  brief  remarks  on  the 
critical  faculty  are  chiefly  intended  to 
show  that,  for  the  most  part,  there  is  no 
such  thing.  It  is  a  rara  avis ;  almost  as 
rare,  indeed,  as  the  phoenix,  which  appears 
only  once  in  five  hundred  years. 

The  preceptive  critical  taste  is,  so  to 
speak,  the  female  analogue  to  the  male 
quality  of  productive  talent  or  genius. 
Not  capable  of  begetting  great  work  itself, 
it  consists  in  a  capacity  of  reception,  that 
is  to  say,  of  recognising  as  such  what  is 
right,  fit,  beautiful,  or  the  reverse;  in 
other  words,  of  discriminating  the  good 
from  the  bad,  or  discovering  and  appreci¬ 
ating  the  one  and  condemning  the  other. 

.  .  .  That  which  distinguishes  genius, 

and  should  be  the  standard  for  judging  it, 
is  the  height  to  which  it  is  able  to  soar 
when  it  is  in  the  proper  mood  and  finds  a 
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fitting  occasion— a  height  always  out  of 
the  reach  of  ordinary  talent. 

There  are  critics  who  severally  think  that 
it  rests  with  each  one  of  them  what  shall 
be  accounted  good,  and  what  bad.  They 
all  mistake  their  own  toy-trumpets  for  the 
trombones  of  fame.  A  drug  does  not 
affect  its  purpose  if  the  dose  is  too  large ; 
and  it  is  the  same  with  censure  and 
adverse  criticism  when  it  exceeds  the 
measure  of  justice.  —  SCHOPENHAUER, 
ARTHUR,  1851-91,  The  Art  of  Literature, 
tr.  Saunders,  pp.  87,  88. 

The  Supremo  Critic  on  the  errors  of  the 
past  and  the  present,  and  the  only  prophet 
of  that  which  must  be,  is  the  great  nature 
in  which  we  rest  as  the  earth  lies  in  the 
soft  arms  of  the  atmosphere  ;  that  Unity, 
that  Over-soul,  within  which  every  man's 
particular  being  is  contained  and  made 
one  with  all  other ;  that  common  heart  of 
which  all  sincere  conversation  is  the  wor¬ 
ship,  to  which  all  right  action  is  submis¬ 
sion  ;  that  overpowering  reality  which 
confutes  our  tricks  and  talents,  and  con¬ 
strains  every  one  to  pass  for  what  ho  is, 
and  to  speak  from  his  character  and  not 
from  his  tongue,  and  which  evermore  tends 
to  pass  into  our  thought  and  hand  and 
become  wisdom  and  virtue  and  power  and 
beauty. — EMERSON,  RALPH  WALDO,  1856- 
83,  The  Over-Soul,  Essays,  First  Scries; 
Complete  Works,  Riverside  ed.,  vol.  ii,  p.  252. 

Each  order  of  greatness  has  its  own 
eminence  and  should  not  be  contrasted 
with  another.  .  .  .  The  critical  sense 

is  not  inoculated  in  an  hour;  he  who  has 
not  cultivated  it  by  a  long  scientific  and 
intellectual  discipline  will  always  find 
adverse  arguments  to  oppose  to  the  more 
delicate  inductions.  .  .  .  Criticism 

displaces  admiration,  but  does  not  destroy 
it.  .  .  .  That  delicate  feeling  for 

shades  of  thought  which  we  call  criticism, 
without  which  there  is  no  insight  into  the 
past  and  consequently  no  extended  under¬ 
standing  of  human  affairs.  —  Renan, 
Joseph  Ernest,  1859-64,  Studies  of 


Religious  History  and  Criticism ,  tr.  Froth- 
ingham,  pp.  40,  217,  263,  310. 

It  is  of  the  last  importance  that  English 
criticism  should  clearly  discern  what  rule 
for  its  course,  in  order  to  avail  itself  of 
the  field  now  opening  to  it,  and  to  produce 
fruit  to  the  future,  it  ought  to  take. 
The  rule  may  be  summed  up  in  one  word, — 
disinterestedness.  And  how  is  criticism  to 
show  disinterestedness  ?  By  keeping  aloof 
from  practice;  by  resolutely  following 
the  law  of  its  own  nature,  which  is  to  be 
a  free  play  of  the  mind  on  all  subjects 
which  it  touches ;  by  steadily  refusing  to 
lend  itself  to  any  of  those  ulterior,  politi¬ 
cal,  practical  considerations  about  ideas 
which  plenty  of  people  will  be  sure  to  attach 
to  them,  which  perhaps  ought  often  to  be 
attached  to  them  which  in  this  country 
at  any  rate  are  certain  to  be  attached  to 
them  quite  sufficiently,  but  which  criticism 
has  really  nothing  to  do  with.  Its  busi¬ 
ness  is,  as  I  have  said,  simply  to  know  the 
best  that  is  known  and  thought  in  the 
world,  and,  by  in  its  turn  making  this 
known,  to  create  a  current  of  true  and 
fresh  ideas.  Its  business  is  to  do  this 
with  inflexible  honesty,  with  due  ability; 
but  its  business  is  to  do  no  more,  and  to 
leave  alone  all  questions  of  practical  con¬ 
sequences  and  applications,  questions 
which  will  never  fail  to  have  due  promi¬ 
nence  given  to  them.  .  .  .  It  is 

because  criticism  has  so  little  kept  in  the 
pure  intellectual  sphere,  has  so  little  de¬ 
tached  itself  from  practice,  has  been  so 
directly  polemical  and  controversial,  that 
it  has  so  ill  accomplished,  in  this  country, 
its  best  spiritual  work ;  which  is  to  keep 
man  from  a  self-satisfaction  which  is  re¬ 
tarding  and  vulgarizing,  to  lead  him 
towards  perfection,  by  making  his  mind 
dwell  upon  what  is  excellent  in  itself, 
and  the  absolute  beauty  and  fitness  of 
things. — Arnold,  Matthew,  1865,  The 
Function  of  Criticism  at  the  Present  Time, 
Essays  in  Criticism. 

Good  composition  is  far  less  dependent 
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upon  acquaintance  with  its  laws,  than 
upon  practice  and  natural  aptitude.  A 
clear  head,  a  quick  imagination,  and  a 
sensitive  ear,  will  go  far  towards  making 
all  rhetorical  precepts  needless. — Spen¬ 
cer,  Herbert,  1871,  The  Philosophy  of 
Style. 

Though  a  thousand  critics  determine 
that  a  book  ought  not  to  live,  if  it  is  a  real 
book  it  lives,  without  the  slightest  refer¬ 
ence  to  their  opinions  and  protests.  What 
the  critics  prove  by  their  work  is,  simply 
their  lack  of  power  to  comprehend  and 
appreciate  it.  They  prove  nothing  against 
the  book  whatever.  There  has  not  lived 
a  great  British  author  within  the  last 
century  whose  works  have  not  been  sub¬ 
jected  to  the  most  scorching  criticisms 
and  the  most  slashing  and  sweeping  con¬ 
demnations.  Yet  those  criticisms  and 
condemnations  have  passed  for  nothing. 
rhe  criticisms,  often  profoundly  ingen- 
ius,  and  full  of  learning  and  power,  die, 
hd  the  books  live.  They  are  often 
exceedingly  creditable  productions — so 
creditable,  indeed,  that  they  form  the 
basis  of  great  personal  reputations — but 
they  accomplish  absolutely  nothing  except 
the  revelation  of  the  men  who  produce 
them.  Criticism  thuB  becomes  a  form  of 
personal  expression,  and  is  just  as  thor¬ 
oughly  individualized  as  if  it  were  poetry, 
or  picture,  or  sculpture.  The  critic  takes 
a  book  in  one  hand,  and  uses  the  other  to 
paint  himself  with.  When  his  work  is 
done  we  may  fail  to  find  the  book  in  it, 
but  we  are  sure  to  find  him. — Holland, 
Josiah  Gilbert,  1876,  Every-Day  Topics , 
First  Series ,  p.  58. 

It  is  difficult  to  strike  the  balance 
between  the  educational  needs  of  passivity 
or  receptivity,  and  independent  selection. 
We  should  learn  nothing  without  the 
tendency  to  implicit  acceptance ;  but 
there  must  clearly  be  a  limit  to  such  men¬ 
tal  submission,  else  we  should  come  to  a 
stand-still.  The  human  mind  would  be  no 
better  than  a  dried  specimen,  representing 


an  unchangeable  type.  When  the  as¬ 
similation  of  new  matters  ceases,  decay 
must  begin.  In  a  reasoned  self-restrain¬ 
ing  deference  there  is  as  much  energy  as 
in  rebellion;  but  among  the  less  capable, 
one  must  admit  that  the  superior  energy 
is  on  the  side  of  the  rebels.  And  cer¬ 
tainly  a  man  who  dares  to  say  that  he  finds 
an  eminent  classic  feeblo  here,  extrava¬ 
gant  there,  and  in  general  overrated,  may 
chance  to  give  an  opinion  which  has  some 
genuine  discrimination  in  it  concerning  a 
new  work  or  a  living  thinker — an  opinion 
such  as  can  hardly  ever  be  got  from  the 
reputed  judge  who  is  a  correct  echo  of 
the  most  approved  phrases  concerning 
those  who  have  been  already  canonised. — 
Eliot,  George,  1880-83,  Leaves  from  a 
Note  Book,  Essays,  p.  365. 

Only  of  late  have  we  begun  to  look  for 
criticism  which  applies  both  knowledge 
and  self-knowledge  to  the  test ;  which  is 
penetrative  and  dexterous,  but  probes 
only  to  cure;  which  enters  into  the  soul 
and  purpose  of  a  work,  and  considers 
every  factor  that  makes  it  what  it  is ; — 
the  criticism  which,  above  all,  esteems  it  a 
cardinal  sin  to  suffer  a  verdict  to  be  tainted 
by  private  dislike,  or  by  partisanship  and 
the  instinct  of  battle  with  an  opposing 
clique  or  school. — Stedman,  Edmund 
Clarence,  1885,  Poets  of  America,  p.  25. 

The  whole  history  of  criticism  has  been 
a  triumph  of  authors  over  critics. — Moul¬ 
ton,  Richard  Green,  1885,  Shakespeare 
as  a  Dramatic  Artist. 

Our  true  critic  renounces  idiosyncratic 
whims  and  partialities,  striving  to  enter 
with  firm  purpose  into  the  understanding 
of  universal  goodness  and  beauty.  In  so 
far  as  he  finds  truth  in  Angelico  and 
Rubens,  will  he  be  appreciative  of  both. 
— Symonds,  John  Addington,  1886,  Re¬ 
naissance  in  Italy ,  The  Catholic  Reaction , 
vol.  ii,  p.  397. 

Learn  your  trade,  gentlemen,  or  your 
art,  if  it  be  an  art,  before  you  attempt  to 
practise  it.  Science  points  you  the  path, 
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not  whim  or  conceit  or  vain  glory.  It  is 
a  strait  path,  but  a  clear  one.  And  its 
first  foothold,  if  I  mistake  not,  is  humane 
courtesy. — Fawcett,  Edgar,  1887,  Should 
Critics  be  Gentlemen?  Lippincott’s  Maga¬ 
zine,  vol.  39,  p.  177. 

Our  criticism  is  disabled  by  the  unwil¬ 
lingness  of  the  critic  to  learn  from  an 
author,  and  his  readiness  to  mistrust  him. 
A  writer  passes  his  whole  life  in  fitting 
himself  for  a  certain  kind  of  performance ; 
the  critic  does  not  ask  why,  or  whether 
the  performance  is  good  or  bad,  but  if  he 
does  not  like  the  kind,  he  instructs  the 
writer  to  go  off  and  do  some  other  sort 
of  thing — usually  the  sort  that  has  been 
done  already,  and  done  sufficiently.  If  he 
could  once  understand  that  a  man  who  has 
written  the  book  he  dislikes,  probably, 
knows  infinitely  more  about  its  kind  and 
his  own  fitness  for  doing  it  than  any  one 
else,  the  critic  might  learn  something, 
and  might  help  the  reader  to  learn ;  but 
by  putting  himself  in  a  false  position,  a 
position  of  superiority,  he  is  of  no  use.— 
Howells,  William  Dean,  1887,  Editor’s 
Study ,  Harper’s  Magazine,  vol.  75,  p.  156. 

In  the  matter  of  literary  criticism  we 
need  to  guard  against  those  scientific 
methods  which  assume  that  culture  is 
mainly  a  thing  of  the  head,  and  that  the 
interpretation  of  literature  is  a  thing  to 
be  acquired  by  the  same  methods  as  the 
ability  to  demonstrate  Euclid.  An  age  of 
speculation  is  not  an  age  of  faith,  nor  is 
an  age  of  criticism  an  age  of  creation. 
A  system  has  prevailed  by  which  the 
critic  is  constituted  a  supreme  judge, 
who,  sitting  apart,  without  sympathy  or 
reverence,  is  to  pronounce  sentence  upon 
the  culprit  who  has  dared  to  violate  the 
judicial  standard.  In  his  charge  he  uses 
those  maxims  and  doctrines  which  have 
become  the  commonest  furniture  of  the 
commonest  minds ;  he  pronounces  the 
style  obscure,  affected,  or  classical,  the 
method  involved,  and  the  matter  puerile 
or  unintelligible,  but  does  not  explain 


what  he  means  by  these  terms;  “if  he 
would  only  give  us  the  law  by  which  we 
might  be  prevented  from  writing  or 
speaking  anything  that  is  not  simple, 
natural,  and  manly  ”  what  a  blessing  he 
would  confer! — George,  Andrew  J., 
1889,  ed.,  Selections  from  Wordsworth, 
Preface,  p.  vii. 

No  student  or  even  reader  of  the 
world’s  literature  can  afford  to  despise  the 
world’s  traditions  about  its  great  books. 
— Hardy,  Arthur  Sherburne,  1890, 
Letters  and  Life,  Andover  Review,  vol.  14, 
p.  522. 

Where  is  Burke  on  the  Sublime,  and 
where  is  Mr.  Morritt’s  “Vindication  of 
Homer,’ *  and  Blackwell’s  treatise  on  the 
Bame  author  ?  Quite  a  mild  little  poem  or 
a  third-rate  play  outlives  and  outlasts 
most  of  our  Criticisms,  and  the  critic’s 
lot,  on  the  whole,  is  not  a  happy  one. — 
Lang,  Andrew,  1891,  The  Science  of  Crit¬ 
icism,  The  New  Review ,  vol.  4,  p.  408. 

The  great  writers,  whose  names  are 
identified  with  criticism,  have  not  been 
drawn  to  the  work  of  other  men  by  force 
of  the  scholarly  instinct ;  they  have  sought 
and  found  in  the  study  of  literature  a 
revelation  of  the  soul  and  of  the  laws  of 
life  and  art.  The  survey  of  literature  as 
a  whole  has  disclosed  the  deep  unity  of  the 
human  mind  in  the  mind  and  art  of  many 
races,  and  the  unity  of  literature  as  an 
expression  of  that  mind.  As  a  result  of 
this  broad  and  comprehensive  study  of 
literature  we  are  fast  discovering  the 
secrets  of  race  inheritance,  temperament, 
and  genius;  the  characteristics  of  each 
family  of  races ;  the  political,  spiritual, 
and  social  forces  which  dominated  each 
literary  epoch  ;  and  the  fact  or  facts  of  ex¬ 
perience,  the  stage  or  process  of  vital 
change  and  growth  behind  each  great  lit¬ 
erary  form.—  M abie,  Hamilton  Wright, 
1891,  Short  Studies  in  Literature,  p.  174. 

The  critical  sense  is  so  far  from  fre¬ 
quent  that  it  is  absolutely  rare  and  that 
the  possession  of  the  cluster  of  qualities 
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that  minister  to  it  is  one  of  the  highest 
distinctions.  It  is  a  gift  inestimably 
precious  and  beautiful ;  therefore,  so  far 
from  thinking  that  it  passes  overmuch 
from  hand  to  hand,  one  knows  that  one 
has  only  to  stand  by  the  counter  an  hour 
to  see  that  business  is  done  with  baser 
coin.  We  have  too  many  small  school¬ 
masters;  yet  not  only  do  I  not  question 
in  literature  the  high  utility  of  criticism, 
but  I  should  be  tempted  to  say  that  the 
part  it  plays  may  be  the  supremely  benefi¬ 
cent  one  when  it  proceeds  from  deep 
sources,  from  the  efficient  combination  of 
experience  and  perception.  In  this  light 
one  sees  the  critic  as  the  real  helper  of 
mankind,  a  torch-bearing  outrider,  the 
interpreter  par  excellence. — James,  Henry, 
1891,  The  Science  of  Criticism,  The  New 
Review,  vol.  4,  p.  401. 

We  cannot  believe  that  he  criticiseth 
best  who  loveth  best  all  styles  both  great 
ind  small.  Surely  the  best  critic  is  he 
vho,  neither  ashamed  of  admiring  when 
he  can,  nor  afraid  of  reprehending  when 
he  ought,  does  not  ask  the  reader  to  take 
his  admiration  or  reprehension  on  trust, 
but  vindicates  both,  by  adducing  such 
reasons  as  in  all  ages  have  sufficed  to 
demonstrate  why  masterpieces  are  master¬ 
pieces,  and  why  failures  are  failures.— 
Watson,  William,  1893,  Excursions  in 
Criticism,  p.  88. 

Popular  objection  to  criticism  is,  how¬ 
ever,  senseless,  because  it  is  through  crit¬ 
icism — that  is,  through  discrimination 
between  two  things,  customs,  or  courses 
that  the  race  has  managed  to  come  out  of 
the  woods  and  lead  a  civilized  life.  The 
man  who  objected  to  the  general  naked¬ 
ness,  and  advised  his  fellows  to  put  on 
clothes,  was  the  first  critic.  All  genuine 
criticism  consists  in  comparison  between 
two  ways  of  doing  something,  and  it  is  by 
such  comparison  that  the  world  has 
advanced.— Godkin,  Edwin  Laurence, 
1894,  The  Duty  of  Educated  Men  in  a 
Democracy ,  The  Forum,  vol.  17,  p.  45. 


In  the  sight  of  a  picture,  in  the  sight 
of  a  building,  in  the  sound  of  music, 
although  there  is  aesthetic  pleasure,  yet 
the  aesthetic  pleasure  is  directly  depend¬ 
ent  upon  the  senses,  since  it  arises  imme¬ 
diately  from  a  sense-perception  and 
ceases  to  be  felt  when  the  external  stim¬ 
ulus  is  removed.  The  class  of  aesthetic 
pleasures  with  which  literature  is  con¬ 
cerned  do  not  depend  upon  any  external 
stimuli  except  those  which  convey  the 
symbols  of  thought  to  eye  or  ear.  The 
enjoyment,  therefore,  which  comes  from 
the  simulation  of  sensations  or  percep¬ 
tions  through  the  thoughts  of  others,  or 
through  the  co-operation  of  the  thoughts 
of  others  with  our  own  memory  and  imag¬ 
ination,  is  the  highest,  though  by  no  means 
the  most  complete  or  intense  form  of 
aesthetic  enjoyment.  It  is  the  most  inde¬ 
pendent  of  external  stimuli,  and  therefore 
the  most  remote  from  physical  impulse, 
and  the  most  closely  connected  with  the 
mind  of  the  individual.  Such  pleasures 
are  in  the  highest  degree  free  ;  they  can 
be  enjoyed  almost  without  reference  to 
external  circumstances,  and  they  are  in  a 
peculiar  sense  the  property  of  the  indi¬ 
vidual  himself:  indeed  they  become  part 
of  his  personality,  a  rich  possession  of 
which  nothing  short  of  the  decay  of  his 
mental  powers  can  deprive  him.- — Wors- 
fold,  W.  Basil,  1897,  The  Principles  of 
Criticisrii,  p.  13. 

As  the  principles  of  literary  judgment 
are  akin  to  all  aesthetic  principles,  are, 
in  fact,  only  the  application  in  a  particu¬ 
lar  field  of  the  general  laws  of  art,  so  the 
methods  by  which  these  principles  shall 
be  applied  in  the  process  of  critical  ap¬ 
praisement  are  the  adaptation  to  given 
conditions,  and  to  a  given  end,  of  the 
critical  method  that  characterizes  the 
larger  science  of  Discrimination. — Gay- 
ley,  Charles  Mills,  and  Scott,  Fred 
Newton,  1899,  An  Introduction  to  the 
Methods  and  Materials  of  Literary  Crit¬ 
icism,  Preface,  p.  iv. 
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Sir  Henry  Wotton 

1568  1639 

Born,  at  Boughton  Malherbe,  Kent,  30  March  1568.  Early  education  at  Winches¬ 
ter  College.  Matric.  New  College,  Oxford,  5  June  1584.  Removed  to  Queen’s  Col¬ 
lege  ;  13.  A.,  8  June  1588.  Travelled  on  Continent,  1588-95.  Student  of  Middle 
Temple,  1595.  Sec.  to  Earl  of  Essex,  1595-1601.  In  Italy,  1601-03.  Knighted, 
1603.  M.  P.  for  Appleby,  1614;  for  Sandwich,  1625.  Served  on  various  embassies 
abroad.  Provost  of  Eton,  1624-39.  Died,  at  Eton,  Dec.  1639.  Buried  there. 
Works:  “The  Elements  of  Architecture,”  1604;  “Epistola  ad  Marcum  Velserum 
Duumvirum,”  1612;  “Epistola  de  Caspare  Scioppio,”  1613;  “Ad  Regeme  Scotia  re- 
ducem  .  .  .  Plausus,  ”  1633.  Posthumous :  “Parallel  between  Robert,  late  Earl 

of  Essex,  and  George,  late  Duke  of  Buckingham,”  1641;  “Short  View  of  the  Life 
and  Death  of  George  Villiers,  Duke  of  Buckingham,”  1642;  “A  Panegyrick  of  King 
Charles,”  1649;  “Reliquiae  Wottonianje,”  ed.  by  Izaak  Walton,  1651  ;  “The  State  of 
Christendom,”  1657;  “Letters  to  Sir  Edmund  Baker,”  1661;  “Letters  to  the  Lord 
Zouch,”  1685.  Collected  Works :  “Poems,”  ed.  by  A.  Dyce,  1843. -Sharp,  R.  Far- 
quh  ARSON',  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  305. 

personal  And  thus  the  circle  of  Sir  Henry  Wot- 

So  well  he  understood  the  most  and  best  ton’s  life— that  circle  which  began  at 

Of  tongues  that  Babel  sent  into  the  West,  Bocton,  and  in  the  circumference  thereof 
Spoke  them  so  truly,  that  he  had  (you'd  did  first  touch  at  Winchester  School,  then 


swear) 

Not  only  liv’d,  but  been  bom  ev’ry  where. 
Justly  each  nation’s  speech  toliim  was  known, 
Who  for  the  world  was  made,  not  us  alone. 
Nor  ought  the  language  of  that  man  be  less, 
Who  in  his  breast  had  all  tilings  to  express. 
We  say  that  learning's  endless,  and  blame 
Fate 

For  not  allowing  life  ft  longer  date. 

He  did  the  utmost  bounds  of  Knowledge  find, 
He  found  them  not  so  large  as  was  his  mind. 
But,  like  the  brave  Pellmnn  youth,  did  moan, 
Because  that  Art  had  no  more  worlds  than 
one. 

And  when  he  saw  that  he  through  all  had 
past, 

He  dy’d,  lest  he  should  idle  grow  at  lost. 

—Cowley,  Abraham,  1639,  On  the  Death 
of  Sir  Henry  Wotton. 


at  Oxford,  and  after  upon  so  many  re¬ 
markable  parts  and  passages  in  Christen¬ 
dom — that  circle  of  his  Life  was  by  Death 
thus  closed  up  and  completed,  in  the  sev¬ 
enty  and  second  year  of  his  age,  at  Eton 
College;  where,  according  to  his  Will,  he 
now  lies  buried,  with  his  motto  on  a  plain 
Grave-stone  over  him :  dying  worthy  of 
his  name  and  family,  worthy  of  the  love 
and  favour  of  so  many  Princes,  and  per¬ 
sons  of  eminent  wisdom  and  learning, 
worthy  of  the  trust  committed  unto  him, 
for  the  service  of  his  Prince  and  Country. 
—Walton,  Isaac,  1651,  The  Life  of  Sir 
Henry  Wotton. 

On  the  15  July  1619,  he  returned  from 
his  Embassy  at  Venice  with  a  vain  hope 


18 


SrR  HENRY  WOTTON 


of  obtaining  the  office  of  Secretary  of 
State,  but  missing  his  design,  I  cannot 
yet  tell  to  the  contrary  but  that  he  was 
sent  to  Venice  again.  Sure  ’tis,  that 
about  1623  he  had  the  Provostship  of 
Eaton  Coll,  confer’d  upon  him,  which  he 
kept  to  his  dying  day,  being  all  the  re¬ 
ward  he  had  for  the  great  services  he  had 
done  the  Crown  of  England. — Wood,  An 
thony,  1691-1721,  Athence  Oxonienses, 
vol.  i,/.  623. 

Sir  Henry  Wotton  had  the  happiness  to 
possess  one  of  those  rare  characters  in 
which  it  is  difficult  to  say  whether  the 
useful  or  the  agreeable  was  most  to  be 
observed.  He  was  equally  remarkable 
for  a  keen  and  sober  sagacity,  a  brilliant 
wit,  and  a  lively  and  jocose  humour.  He 
was  not  only  a  profound  scholar,  but  well 
skilled  also  in  all  those  elegant  and  deli¬ 
cate  arts  a  just  judgment  in  which  has  ac¬ 
quired  since  his  time  the  appellation  of 
taste.  The  severity  of  his  studies,  and 
the  abstract  forms  of  an  academical  life, 
had  not  prevented  him  from  being  one  of 
the  best  bred  men  in  England. 

He  lived  beloved,  respected,  and  admired; 
and  descended  into  the  grave  with  a  char¬ 
acter  wholly  unimpeached,  and  without 
leaving  a  single  enemy. — Lodge,  Edmund, 
1821-34,  Portraits  of  Illustrious  Person¬ 
ages  of  Great  Britain ,  vol.  I v,p.  27. 

It  appears  to  have  been  the  peculiar 
privilege  of  sir  Henry  Wotton,  and  may 
be  regarded  by  posterity  as  the  most  con¬ 
clusive  evidence  of  his  merits,  to  have 
secured  to  himself  through  life,  and  amid 
all  the  vicissitudes  of  his  fortune,  the  af¬ 
fection,  the  esteem  and  the  cooperation 
of  the  master-spirits  of  the  age  in  which 
he  flourished. — Aikin,  Lucy,  1822,  Mem¬ 
oirs  of  the  Court  of  King  James  the  First, 
vol.  I. 

Eton  has  never  seen  within  her  walls  a 
more  accomplished  gentleman  in  the  best 
sense  of  the  word,  or  a  more  judicious 
ruler,  than  she  received  in  1625,  when  Sir 
Henry  Wotton  became  her  Provost. — 
Creasy,  Sir  Edward,  1850-75,  Memoirs 
qf  Eminent  Etonians,  p.  100. 

In  the  afternoons  he  had  always  a  hos¬ 
pitable  table,  at  which  there  was  a  per¬ 
petual  succession  of  guests  to  keep  up  nice 
philosophic  talk ;  and  on  these  occasions 
two  or  three  of  the  most  hopeful  pupils  of 
the  College  were  always  present.  His 
wit  and  his  great  store  of  reminiscences 


made  his  own  conversation  delightful. 
He  had  seen  or  known  intimately  not  only 
Essex,  Raleigh,  and  the  other  Elizabethan 
statesmen,  but  also  most  of  the  great  for¬ 
eigners  of  the  age— Beza,  Casaubon, 
Guarini,  Sarpi,  Arminius,  Kepler,  and 
princes  and  artists  without  number. 
Bacon  had  not  disdained  to  pick  up  anec¬ 
dotes  from  his  cousin  Wotton,  and  even 
to  register  his  apothegms;  and,  among 
Wotton's  most  interesting  letters,  is  one 
to  Bacon,  thanking  him  for  a  gift  of  three 
copies  of  his  “Organum,”  and  promising 
to  send  one  of  them  to  Kepler.  When 
any  one  within  the  circle  of  his  acquaint¬ 
ance  was  going  abroad,  nothing  pleased 
him  better  than  to  furnish  the  necessary 
advices  and  letters  of  introduction.  One 
of  his  amusements  in  summer  was  angling; 
and  Walton  speaks  of  his  delight  when 
the  month  of  May  came  and  he  could  go 
out  with  his  rod.  ...  All  in  all,  he 
deserved  his  reputation  as  one  of  the  most 
accomplished  and  benevolent  old  gentle¬ 
men  of  his  time;  and  it  is  pleasant  yet  to 
look  at  his  portrait,  representing  him 
seated  in  his  furred  and  embroidered 
gown,  as  Provost  of  Eton,  leaning  against 
a  table,  his  head  resting  on  his  left  hand, 
and  his  wise,  kind  face  looking  straight 
towards  you,  as  if  listening  so  courteously. 
— Masson,  David,  1858,  The  Life  of  John 
Milton,  vol.  i,  ck.  vi. 

He  is  the  type  of  the  successful  all¬ 
round  man,  trying  his  hand  at  the  educa¬ 
tion  of  boys.  That  one  of  the  most  dis¬ 
tinguished  diplomatists  in  his  latter  days 
should  undertake  the  control  of  a  school 
and  the-studyof  pedagogics,  is  an  experi¬ 
ment  little  likely  in  our  days  or  in  the 
future  to  be  repeated.  If,  therefore,  the 
attempt,  from  the  side  of  the  accomplished 
gentleman,  to  become  a  schoolmaster  has 
become  impossible  from  the  specialisation 
which  now  characterizes  or  is  destined  ap¬ 
parently  to  characterize  teaching,  it  only 
remains  for  the  schoolmasters  to  know 
their  own  work  thoroughly,  and  to  en¬ 
deavour  to  approach  Sir  Henry  Wotton  by 
their  grace  of  bearing,  their  culture,  not 
only  of  learning,  but  of  arts,  of  actions, 
of  conversation,  and  of  piety.  He  is  ac¬ 
curately  described  as  Sir  Henry  Wotton, 
Gentleman  and  Schoolmaster.  School¬ 
masters  have  before  them  still  the  desira¬ 
bility  of  the  same  combination.  The  cir¬ 
cumstances  of  the  age  may  demand  the 
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reversal  of  the  order.  Now  it  is  school¬ 
master  and  gentleman.  The  combination 
is  essential  for  high  work,  and  no  example 
would  more  pointedly  illustrate  this  than 
that  of  Sir  Henry  Wot  ton. — Watson, 
Foster,  1892,  Sir  Henry  I Votton:  Gentle¬ 
man  and  Schoolmaster,  The  Gentleman's 
Magazine,  vol.  272,  p.  289. 

GENERAL 

Sir  Edward  (Henry)  Wotton’s  verses  of 
a  happie  lyfe,  he  hath  by  heart. — Drum¬ 
mond.  William,  1619,  Notes  on  Ben  J on- 
son' $  Conversation. 

Though  he  was  justly  esteemed  an  ele¬ 
gant  scholar,  and  an  able  critic,  his  works 
abound  with  exotic  idioms ;  nor  has  he  es¬ 
caped  censure  for  his  pedantry.  But  it 
should  be  considered  that  he  wrote  in  an 
age,  when,  to  write  like  a  pedant,  was  to 
write  like  a  gentleman;  or,  to  speak 
more  properly,  like  a  king. — Granger, 
James,  1769-1824,  Biographical  History 
of  England ,  vol.  m,  p.  157. 

The  poetry  of  Wotton,  though  chiefly 
written  for  the  amusement  of  his  leisure, 
and  through  the  excitement  of  casual  cir¬ 
cumstances,  possesses  the  invaluable  at¬ 
tractions  of  energy,  simplicity,  and  the 
most  touching  morality ;  it  comes  warm 
from  the  heart,  and  whether  employed  on 
an  amatory  or  didactic  subject,  makes  its 
appropriate  impression  with  an  air  of  sin¬ 
cerity  which  never  fails  to  delight. — 
Drake,  Nathan,  1817,  Shakspeare  and 
his  Times,  vol.  i,  p.  672. 

There  is  a  vein  of  quiet  self-respect 
running  through  this  piece  of  profound 
and  yet  stately  homage, — this  distant  and 
restrained  adulation  of  a  royal  lady.*  It 
is  in  no  way  unworthy  of  the  man  who,  in 
his  last  years  of  peaceful  retirement  at 
his  beautiful  manor  of  Bocton,  wrote  that 
admirable  hymn,  happily  never  yet  suf¬ 
fered  to  drop  out  of  our  memories  and 
hymnals: — 

"How  happy  is  he  born  or  taught, 

Who  serve th  not  another’s  will,”  etc. 

— Preston,  Harriet  W.,  1879,  The 
Latest  Songs  of  Chivalry,  Atlantic  Monthly , 
vol.  43,  p.  18. 

Of  poetry  he  wrote  but  little;  but  of 
that  little  two  pieces  at  least  have  ob¬ 
tained  a  permanent  place  in  English  liter¬ 
ature,  his  “Character  of  a  Happy  Life,” 
written  probably  circ.  1614 ;  and  the  lines, 

•Queen  of  Bohemia. 


“On  his  mistress  the  Queen  of  Bohemia,” 
circ.  1620.  Of  the  apophthegm  ‘ '  the  style 
is  of  the  man,”  it  would  be  difficult  to 
find  better  illustrations.  As  in  a  mirror, 
they  reflect  the  high  refined  nature  of  one 
who,  living  in  the  world,  and  a  master  of 
its  ways  and  courtesies,  was  yet  never  of 
it — was  never  a  worldling. — Hales,  John 
W.,  1880,  English  Poets,  ed.  Ward,  vol.  ii, 

p.  108. 

The  spirit  of  “The  State  of  Christen¬ 
dom”  written  shortly  before  the  death  of 
Queen  Elizabeth,  and  the  largest  and 
most  important  of  Wotton’s  extant  prose 
writings,  is  that  of  a  self-confident 
aggressiveness  without  arritrepensles. — 
Ward,  Adolphus  William,  1893,  English 
Prose,  ed.  Craik,  vol.  II,  p.  76. 

The  poem,  [“Elizabeth  of  Bohemia,”] 
first  appeared  (with  music),  in  1624,  in 
Michael  Este’s  “Sixt  Set  of  Bookes,  ”  etc.  : 
was  afterwards  printed  in  “Wit’s  Recrea¬ 
tions,”  1640,  in  “Wit’s  Interpreter,” 
1671,  and  in  “Songs  and  Fancies  to  Sev- 
erall  Musicall  parts,  both  apt  for  Voices 
and  Viols,”  Aberdeen,  1682.  It  also 
found  its  way,  with  variations,  among 
Montrose’s  “Poems;”  and  Robert  Cham¬ 
bers  (ignorant  of  Wotton’s  claim  to  the 
authorship)  printed  it  in  his  “Scottish 
Songs”  as  “written  by  Darnley  in  praise 
of  the  beauty  of  Queen  Mary  before  their 
marriage.  *  *  It  has  been  a  favourite  mark 
for  the  second-rate  imitator;  and  “addi¬ 
tional  verses”  are  common.  .  .  . 

“How  happy  is  he  born  and  taught.” 
These  lines  were  printed  by  Percy  from  the 
“Reliqui©  Wottonian© believed  to  have 
been  first  printed  in  1614.  Ben  Jonson 
admired  and  had  them  by  heart,  and  in 
1619  quoted  them  to  Drummond  as  Wot- 
ton’s.  They  are  also  said  to  be  almost 
identical  with  a  German  poem  of  the  same 
age.  .  .  .  Wotton  may  have  seen  the 

original  in  one  of  hie  several  embassies  to 
Germany  on  behalf  of  Elizabeth  of  Bohe¬ 
mia.  -^Quiller-Couch,  A.  T.,  1894,  The 
Golden  Pomp,  pp.  342,  358,  notes. 

Wotton  was  an  amiable  dilettante  or 
literary  amateur,  with  a  growing  inclina¬ 
tion  to  idleness  in  his  later  years.  .  .  , 
Wotton’s  literary  occupations  at  Eton  led 
to  little  practical  result.  His  history  of 
England  did  not  progress  beyond  the  ac¬ 
cumulation  of  a  few  notes  on  the  charac¬ 
ters  of  William  I  and  Henry  VI.  .  .  . 

He  contemplated  a  life  of  Martin  Luther, 
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but  never  began  it,  and  he  promised, 
shortly  alter  Donne’s  death  in  1631,  to 
write  a  life  of  the  dean  as  introduction  to 
“Eighty  Sermons”  by  Donne.  The  publi¬ 
cation  was  delayed  until  Wotton’s  life 
should  be  ready.  Wotton  applied  to  Izaak 
Walton,  whose  acquaintance  he  had  made 
through  Donne,  to  collect  materials,  and 
Walton  says  that  he  “did  but  prepare 


them  in  a  readiness  to  be  augmented,  and 
rectified  by  Wotton's  powerful  pen” 
(1640),  but  Wotton  never  worked  upon 
Walton’s  draft,  and  Walton’s  biography 
of  Donne  alone  survives.  .  .  Wot¬ 

ton’s  poems  are  the  most  valuable  of  his 
literary  remains.  —Lee,  Sidney,  1900, 
Dictionary  of  Xational  Biography ,  vol. 
LXlll,  pp.  54,  56. 


Thomas  Carew 

15897-1639? 


A  poet  of  the  reign  of  Charles  I.,  descended  from  an  old  family  in  Gloucestershire, 
was  born  1589.  Having  been  educated  at  Oxford,  he  traveled  abroad  for  some  time, 
and  on  his  return  was  received  at  court,  and  patronized  by  Charles  I.  Carew  deserves 
mention  chiefly  as  the  precursor  and  representative  of  what  maybe  called  the  courtier 
and  conventional  school  of  poetry,  whose  chief  characteristic  was  scholarly  ease  and 
elegance,  with  a  spice  of  indelicacy,  and  even  indecency  Carew ’s  poems,  mostly 
lyrical,  and  treating  of  trifling  subjects,  are  among  the  best  of  their  kind,  and  exhibit 
much  fancy  and  tenderness.  He  died  1639.  Several  editions  of  his  poems,  which  first 
appeared  in  1640,  have  been  published. — Peck,  Harry  Thurston,  cd.,  1898,  The 
International  Cyclopaedia,  vol.  in,  p.  451. 


PERSONAL 

His  glory  was,  that  after  fifty  years  of 
his  life,  spent  with  less  severity  or  exact¬ 
ness  than  it  ought  to  have  been,  he  died 
with  the  greatest  manifestations  of  Chris¬ 
tianity,  that  his  best  friends  could  desire. 
—Clarendon,  Lord  (Edward  Hyde), 
1674  ?  Life,  p .  9. 

Then  was  told  this  by  Mr.  Anthony  Far- 
ingdon,  and  have  heard  it  discourst  by 
others,  that  Mr.  Thomas  Cary,  a  poet  of 
note,  and  a  great  libertine  in  his  life  and 
talke,  and  one  that  had  in  his  youth  bein 
acquainted  with  Mr.  Ha.,  sent  for  Mr.  Hales 
to  come  to  him  in  a  dangerous  fit  of  sick¬ 
ness,  and  desired  his  advice  and  absolution, 
which  Mr.  Hales,  upon  a  promise  of  amend¬ 
ment,  gave  him,(thiswas  I  think  in  thecoun- 
try).  But  Mr.  Cary  came  to  London,  fell  to 
his  old  company,  and  into  a  more  visible 
scandalous  life,  and  especially  in  his  dis¬ 
course,  and  be  (being?)  taken  very  sick, 
that  which  proved  his  last,  and  being 
much  trowbled  in  mind,  procured  Mr.  Ha. 
to  come  to  him  in  this  his  sickness  and 
agony  of  minde,  desyring  earnestly,  after 
a  confession  of  many  of  his  sins,  to  have 
his  prayers  and  his  absolution.  Mr.  Ha. 
told  him  he  shoold  have  his  prayers,  but 
woold  by  noe  meanes  give  him  then  either 
the  sacrament  or  absolution. — Walton, 
Isaac,  1683?  MSS.  Collections  for  the  Life 
of  Hales,  Fulman  MSS.,  Corpus  Chris ti 


College,  Oxford;  Xotcs  and  Queries,  2 d 
Series,  vol .  6,  p.  12. 

He  became  reckon’d  among  the  chiefest 
of  his  time  for  delicacy  of  wit  and  poetic 
fancy.  About  which  time  being  taken 
into  the  Royal  Court  for  his  most  admira¬ 
ble  ingenuity,  was  made  Gentleman  of 
the  Privy  Chamber  and  Sewer  in  Ordinary 
to  Iv.  Ch.  I.  who  always  esteemed  him  to 
the  last  one  of  the  most  celebrated  wits  in 
his  Court,  and  therefore  by  him  as  highly 
valued,  so  afterwards  grieved  at  his  un¬ 
timely  death.  He  was  much  respected,  if 
not  ador’d  by  the  poets  of  his  time,  espe¬ 
cially  by  Ben  Johnson. — Wood,  Anthony, 
1691-1721,  Athcnce  Oxonienses,  vol.  I,  /. 
630. 

As  an  amatory  pcet,  he  is  far  superior 
to  Waller:  he  had  equal  smoothness  and 
fancy,  and  much  more  variety,  tenderness, 
and  earnestness ;  if  his  love  was  less  am¬ 
bitiously,  and  even  less  honourably  placed, 
it  was,  at  least,  more  deep  seated,  and 
far  more  fervent.  The  real  name  of  the 
lady  he  has  celebrated  under  the  poetical 
appellation  of  Celia,  is  not  known— it  is 
only  certain  that  she  was  no  “fabled  fair,” 
— and  that  his  love  was  repaid  with  false¬ 
hood.— Jameson,  Anna  Brownell,  1829, 
The  Loves  of  the  Poets,  vol.  II,  p.  4. 

The  writings  of  Carew  abound  with  con¬ 
ceits,  but,  unlike  the  conceits  of  some 
of  his  less  noted  contemporaries,  they 
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generally  reconcile  themselves  to  us  by 
good  taste  in  the  treatment  and  delicacy 
of  execution.  We  look  back  with  changed 
feelings  and  different  eyes  upon  these 
things;  time  has  wrought  a  powerful  al¬ 
teration  in  the  position  before  the  world 
of  old  Sir  Matthew  Carew,  the  respectable 
and  ill-fated  Master  in  Chancery :  his  gal¬ 
lant  son  Sir  Matthew,  who  was  doubtless 
viewed  as  the  hope  and  mainstay  of  the 
family :  and  the  scapegrace  youth  to  whom 
no  one  would  have  anything  to  say,  and  of 
whom  his  relatives  despaired.  For  while 
the  lives  and  fortunes  of  the  high  judicial 
functionary  and  the  brave  young  knight- 
banneret  are  forgotten,  while  the  persons 
of  rank,  fashion  and  influence  with  whom 
they  mixed  have  passed,  for  the  most  part, 
completely  away,  and  while  even  Sir  Dud¬ 
ley  Carleton  is  familiar  only  to  a  few  an¬ 
tiquaries,  the  lustre  which  one  man  of 
genius  has  shed  on  the  name  of  Carew  re¬ 
mains  unfaded,  and  can  never  decline. — 
Hazlitt,  W.  Carew,  1S70,  ed.,  The  Poems 
of  Thomas  Carew,  p.  xlviii. 

There  is  an  uncertainty  about  the  time 
of  Carew ’s  death.  It  looks  as  if  his  life 
had  been  shortened  by  his  irregular  habits. 
When  he  was  stricken  down  by  mortal 
sickness,  he  sent  for  Hales  of  Eton  to  ad¬ 
minister  to  him  the  consolations  of  relig¬ 
ion.  Hales  seems  to  have  thought  very 
meanly  of  him,  and  made  no  secret  of  his 
low  opinion.  Carew  has  left  some 
wretched  attempts  at  versifying  a  few  of 
the  Psalms;  these  Mr.  Hazlitt  has  printed. 
They  have  not  a  single  merit.  Carew 
probably  died  in  1639,  but  no  entry  of  his 
burial  has  been  found.  The  illness  that 
led  him  to  a  maudlin  kind  of  repentance 
sesms  to  have  come  upon  him  when  he 
was  in  the  country.  If  he  recovered 
enough  from  it  to  return  to  London,  he 
probably  died  at  his  house  in  King  Street, 
St.  James's.  —Jessopr,  Augustus,  1887, 
Dictionary  of  Xational  Biography,  vol.  IX, 
p ■  63. 

GENERAL 

Poems.  |  By  I  Thomas  Carew  1  Esquire. 

!  One  of  the  Oentlemen  of  the  !  Privie- 
Chamber,  and  Sewer  in  |  Ordinary  to  His 
Majesty.  |  London,  |  Printed  by  I.  D.  for 
Thomas  Walhlry,  |  and  are  to  be  sold 
at  the  signe  of  the  flying  Horse,  be- 
tweene  Brittains  |  Burse,  and  York- 
House.  [  1640. — Title  Page  op  First 
Edition. 


Tom  Carew  was  next,  but  he  had  a  fault 
That  would  uot  well  stand  with  a  laurcat; 

His  muse  was  hide-bouud,  and  the  issue  of ’s 
brain 

Was  seldom  brought  forth  but  with  trouble 
and  pain. 

And 

All  that  were  present  there  did  agree, 

A  laureate  muse  should  be  easy  and  free, 

Yet  sure  ’twos  uot  that,  but  ’twos  thought 
that,  his  grace 

Considered,  he  was  well  he  had  a  cup-bearer's 
place. 

—Suckling,  Sir  John,  1637,  A  Sessions 
of  the  Poets. 

He  was  a  person  of  a  pleasant  and  fa¬ 
cetious  wit,  and  made  many  poems,  espe¬ 
cially  in  the  amorous  way,  which,  for  the 
sharpness  of  the  fancy,  and  the  elegancy 
of  the  language  in  which  that  fancy  was 
spread,  were  at  least  equal,  if  not  supe¬ 
rior  to  any  of  that  time. — Clarendon, 
Lord  (Edward  Hyde),  1674?  Life,  p.  9. 

One  of  the  famed  poets  of  his  time  for 
the  charming  sweetness  of  his  lyric  odes 
and  amorous  sonnets.  ...  By  the 
strength  of  his  curious  fancy  hath  written 
many  things  which  still  ' maintain  their 
fame  amidst  the  curious  of  the  present 
age.  Wood,  Anthony,  1691-1721, 
At  hence  Oxonienses,  vol.  i,  /.  630. 

This  elegant  and  almost  forgotten 
writer,  whose  poems  have  been  deservedly 
revived.— Percy,  Thomas,  1765,  Rehques 
of  Ancient  English  Poetry. 

The  consummate  elegance  of  this  gen¬ 
tleman  entitles  him  to  very  considerable 
attention.  Sprightly,  polished,  and  per¬ 
spicuous,  every  part  of  his  works  displays 
the  man  of  sense,  gallantry  and  breeding. 
Indeed,  many  of  his  productions  have  a 
certain  happy  finish,  and  betray  a  dexter¬ 
ity  both  of  thought  and  expression  much 
superior  to  any  thing  of  his  contempora¬ 
ries,  and  (on  similar  subjects)  rarely  sur¬ 
passed  by  his  successors.  Carew  has  the 
ease  without  the  pedantry  of  Waller,  and 
perhaps  less  conceit.  He  reminds  us  of  the 
best  manner  of  Lord  Lyttelton.  Waller  is 
too  exclusively  considered  as  the  first  man 
who  brought  versification  to  any  thing  like 
its  present  standard.  Carew 's  pretensions 
to  the  same  merit  are  seldom  sufficiently 
either  considered  or  allowed.  Though 
Love  had  long  before  softened  us  into 
civility,  yet  it  was  of  a  formal,  ostenta¬ 
tious  and  romantic  cast ;  and,  with  a  very 
few  exceptions,  its  effects  on  composition 
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were  similar  to  those  on  manners.  Some¬ 
thing  more  light,  unaffected,  and  alluring 
was  still  wanting ;  in  everything  but  sin¬ 
cerity  of  intention  it  (Poetry)  was  defi¬ 
cient.  .  .  .  Carew  and  Waller  jointly 

began  to  remedy  these  defects.  In  them 
Gallantry,  for  the  first  time  was  accom¬ 
panied  by  the  Graces. — Headley,  Henry, 
1787,  Select  Beauties  of  Ancient  English 
Poetry,  vol.  I. 

The  want  of  boldness  and  expansion  in 
Carew’s  thoughts  and  subjects,  excludes 
him  from  rivalship  with  great  poetical 
names ;  nor  is  it  difficult,  even  within  the 
narrow  pale  of  his  works,  to  discover  some 
faults  of  affectation,  and  of  still  more  ob¬ 
jectionable  indelicacy.  But  among  the 
poets  who  have  walked  in  the  same  limited 
path,  he  is  pre-eminently  beautiful,  and 
deservedly  ranks  among  the  earliest  of 
those  who  gave  a  cultivated  grace  to  our 
lyrical  strains.  His  slowness  in  composi¬ 
tion  was  evidently  that  sort  of  care  in  the 
poet,  which  saves  trouble  to  his  reader. 
His  poems  have  touches  of  elegance  and 
refinement,  which  their  trifling  subjects 
could  not  have  yielded  without  a  delicate 
and  deliberate  exercise  of  the  fancy ;  and 
he  unites  the  point  and  polish  of  later  times 
with  many  of  the  genial  and  warm  tints  of 
the  elder  muse.  Like  Waller,  he  is  by  no 
means  free  from  conceit;  and  one  regrets 
to  find  him  addressing  the  surgeon  bleed¬ 
ing  Celia,  in  order  to  tell  him  that  the 
blood  which  he  draws  proceeds  not  from 
the  fair  one’s  arm,  but  from  the  lover’s 
heart.  But  of  such  frigid  thoughts  he  is 
more  sparing  than  Waller ;  and  his  con¬ 
ceptions,  compared  to  that  poet’s,  are  like 
fruits  of  a  richer  flavour,  that  have  been 
cultured  with  the  same  assiduity. — Camp¬ 
bell,  Thomas,  1819,  Specimens  of  the 
British  Poets. 

Carew  was  an  elegant  court  trifler. — 
Hazlitt,  William,  1820,  Lectures  on  the 
Literature  of  the  Age  of  Elizabeth ,  p .  192. 

More  of  a  poet  than  Corbet,  and  ac¬ 
counted  the  prince  of  the  amorous  versifi¬ 
ers  of  his  day,  waa  Thomas  Carew.  .  .  . 
There  is  a  light  French  spirit  in  his  love 
poems,  a  grace  and  even  a  tenderness  of 
sentiment,  and  a  lucid  softness  of  style, 
that  make  them  peculiarly  pleasing,  and 
that,  even  when  he  becomes  licentious, 
help  to  save  him.  .  .  .  Spenser  and 

Shake peare  seem  to  have  been  his  favor¬ 
ites  for  private  reading,  and  he  seems  to 


have  formed  his  style  partly  from  them 
and  partly  from  the  light  artificial  French 
poets  with  whom  he  had  become  ac¬ 
quainted  in  his  travels. — Masson,  David, 
1858,  The  Life  of  John  Milton,  vol.  I,  ch. 
vi. 

No  one  touches  dangerous  themes  with 
so  light  and  glove-guarded  a  hand. — Gil- 
fillan,  George,  1860,  Specimens  of  the 
Less-Known  British  Poets,  vol.  I,  p.  270. 

In  polish  and  evenness  of  movement, 
combined  with  a  diction  elevated  indeed 
in  its  tone,  as  it  must  needs  be  by  the 
very  necessities  of  verse,  above  that  of 
mere  good  conversation,  but  yet  in  ease, 
lucidity,  and  directness  rivalling  the  lan¬ 
guage  of  ordinary  life,  Carew’s  poetry  is 
not  inferior  to  Waller’s;  and,  while  his 
expression  is  as  correct  and  natural,  and 
his  numbers  as  harmonious,  the  music  of 
hia  verse  is  richer,  and  his  imagination  is 
warmer  and  more  florid.  But  the  texture 
of  his  composition  is  in  general  extremely 
slight,  the  substance  of  most  of  his  pieces 
consisting  merely  of  the  elaboration  of 
some  single  idea ;  and,  if  he  has  more 
tenderness  than  Waller,  he  is  far  from 
having  so  much  dignity,  variety,  or  power 
of  sustained  effort. — Craik,  George  L., 
1861,  A  Compendious  History  of  English 
Literature  and  of  The  English  Language , 
vol.  II,  p.  25. 

Among  the  Royalist  lyrists  of  the  sev¬ 
enteenth  century  Carew  takes  a  foremost 
place.  In  genius  he  is  surpassed  by  Her¬ 
rick  only,  and  in  age  he  is  the  first  of 
that  gallant  band  of  cavalier  song-writers 
of  whom  Rochester  is  the  last.  Born  in 
the  flush  of  the  Elizabethan  summer,  when 
the  whole  garden  of  English  poetry  was 
ablaze  with  blossom,  he  lived  to  hand 
down  to  his  followers  a  tradition  of  per¬ 
fume  and  dainty  form,  that  vivified  the 
autumn  of  the  century  with  a  little  Mar¬ 
tin’s  summer  of  his  own.  .  .  .  Carew 

was  far  too  indolent  to  trouble  himself 
with  the  rhetoric  of  the  schools  or  to  spec¬ 
ulate  upon  the  conduct  of  the  mind.  He 
loved  wine,  and  roses,  and  fair  florid 
women,  to  whom  he  could  indite  joyous  or 
pensive  poems  about  their  beauty,  adoring 
it  while  it  lasted,  regretting  it  when  it 
faded.  .  .  .  The  claim  of  Carew  to  a 

place  among  the  artificers  of  our  language 
muBt  not  be  overlooked.  In  his  hands 
English  verse  took  a  smooth  and  flexible 
character  that  had  neither  the  splendours 
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nor  the  discords  of  the  great  Elizabethan 
school,  but  formed  an  admirable  medium 
for  gentle  thought  and  florid  reverie.  The 
praise  that  Voltaire  gave  to  Waller  might 
be  transferred  to  Carew  if  it  were  not 
that  to  give  such  praise  to  anyone  writer 
is  uncritical.  But  Waller  might  never 
have  written,  and  the  development  of  Eng¬ 
lish  verse  would  be  still  unbroken,  whereas 
Carew  is  a  necessary  link  between  the 
Elizabethans  and  Prior.  He  represents 
the  main  stream  of  one  of  the  great  rivers 
of  poetic  influence  proceeding  from  Ben 
Jonson,  and  he  contrived  to  do  so  much 
because  he  remained  so  close  to  that  mas¬ 
ter  and  yet  in  his  particular  vein  excelled 
him. — Gosse,  Edmund,  1880,  English 
Poets,  ed.  Ward,  vol.  ll,  pp.  Ill,  112,  113. 

He  is  one  of  the  most  perfect  masters 
of  lyrical  form  in  English  poetry.  He 
possesses  a  command  of  the  overlapped 
heroic  couplet,  which  for  sweep  and  rush 
of  rhythm  cannot  be  surpassed  anywhere. 
He  has,  perhaps  in  a  greater  degree  than 
any  poet  of  that  time  of  conceits,  the 
knack  of  modulating  the  extravagances  of 
fancy  by  the  control  of  reason,  so  that  he 
never  falls  into  the  unbelieveableness  of 
Donne,  or  Crashaw,  or  Cleveland.  He 
had  a  delicacy,  when  he  chose  to  be  deli¬ 
cate,  which  is  quintessential,  and  a  vigour 
which  is  thoroughly  manly.  Best  of  all, 
perhaps,  he  had  the  intelligence  and  the 
self-restraint  to  make  all  his  poems 
wholes,  and  not  mere  congeries  of  verses. 
There  is  always,  both  in  the  scheme  of  his 
meaning  and  the  scheme  of  his  metre,  a 
definite  plan  of  rise  and  fall,  a  concerted 
effect.  That  these  great  merits  were  ac¬ 
companied  by  not  inconsiderable  defects 
is  true.  Carew  lacks  the  dewy  freshness, 
the  unstudied  grace  of  Herrick.  He  is 
even  more  frankly  and  uncontrolledly  sen¬ 
sual,  and  has  paid  the  usual  and  inevitable 
penalty  that  his  best  poem,  “The  Rap¬ 
ture,”  is,  for  the  most  part,  unquotable, 
while  another,  if  he  carried  out  its  prin¬ 
ciples  in  this  present  year  of  grace,  would 
run  him  the  risk  of  imprisonment  with 
hard  labour.  His  largest  attempt— the 
masque  called  “Coelum  Britannicum”— is 
heavy.  His  smaller  poems,  beautiful  as 
they  are,  suffer  somewhat  from  want  of 
variety  of  subject.  There  is  just  so  much 
truth  in  Suckling’s  impertinence  that  the 
reader  of  Carew  sometimes  catches  him¬ 
self  repeating  the  lines  of  Carew'a  master, 


“Still  to  be  neat,  still  to  be  drest,”  not 
indeed  in  full  agreement  with  them,  but 
not  in  exact  disagreement.  One  misses 
the  “wild  civility”  of  Herrick.  This  ac¬ 
knowledgment,  I  trust,  will  save  me  from 
any  charge  of  overvaluing  Carew. — 
Saintsbury,  George,  1887,  History  of 
Elizabethan  Literature ,  p.  360. 

It  was  Carew,  indeed,  who  first  sounded 
these  “courtly  amorous  strains”  through¬ 
out  the  English  land  ;  who  first  taught  hia 
fellow-poets  that  to  sing  of  love  was  not 
the  occasional  pastime,  but  the  serious  oc¬ 
cupation  of  their  lives.  Yet  what  an  easy, 
indolent  suitor  he  is !  What  lazy  raptures 
over  Celia’s  eyes  and  lips!  What  finely 
poised  compliments,  delicate  as  rose 
leaves,  and  well  fitted  for  the  inconstant 
beauty  who  listened,  with  faint  blushes 
and  transient  interest,  to  the  song  ! — Rep- 
plier,  AGNES,  1891,  English  Love-Songs , 
Points  of  View ,  p.  36. 

Instead  of  Carew’s  poetry  being  char¬ 
acteristically  euphuistic,  licentious,  triv¬ 
ial,  and  sporadic,  the  exact  opposite  is  the 
truth.  It  is  true  that  he  has  his  concetti, 
like  the  other  poets  of  his  day,  but  they 
are  relatively  to  the  whole  of  his  verse 
but  a  small  proportion.  .  .  .  With  a 

very  slight  deduction,  his  volume  is  good 
throughout.  There  are  few  pages  on 
which  one  is  not  struck  by  something  fine. 
Carew  was  an  artist  as  well  as  a  poet. 
If  he  in  some  slight  degree  misses  the  gay, 
artless  charm  of  Suckling,  he  has  a  more 
serious  attractiveness.  There  is  a  rich¬ 
ness  and  dignity,  likewise  an  intellec¬ 
tual  force,  in  his  verse  which  lifts  him  to 
the  rank  of  a  serious  poet,  and  makes  one 
regret  that,  with  such  natural  gifts  and 
artistic  acquirements,  he  did  not  devote 
himself  to  poetry  more  continuously  and 
of  set  purpose.  For,  to  a  considerable 
degree,  he  shared  with  Waller  the  gift  of 
the  stately  line,  and  his  verse  has  that 
body  and  glamour  in  which  for  the  most 
part  Waller's  is  deficient.  There  was  in¬ 
deed  a  drop  of  the  ruddy  Elizabethan 
blood  in  Carew.— Le  Gallienne,  Richakd, 
1894-95,  Retrospective  Reviews,  vol.  ll,  pp. 
77,  79. 

Carew  has  been  unjustly  condemned  by 
Hazlitt  as  “an  elegant  Court  trifler”  in 
poetry.  But  it  must  be  granted  that  he 
was  a  master  of  lyrical  form,  and  that  he 
had  a  rare  sense  of  delicacy,  which  he 
combined  too  seldom  with  a  manly  glow 
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and  vigor  of  passion.  He  just  misses 
being  the  equal  of  Herrick. — Robertson, 
J.  Logie,  1894,  A  History  qf  English  Lit¬ 
erature,  p.  10G. 

Carew’s  largest  work  was  the  masque, 
“Coelum  Britannicum,  ”  with  the  produc¬ 
tion  of  which  the  court  had  tried,  in  1634, 
to  outrival  the  magnificance  of  the  per¬ 
formance  of  Shirley’s  “Triumph  of  Peace” 
at  the  Inns  of  Court.  It  is  of  but  slight 
literary  interest,  the  words  being  subordi¬ 
nated  to  elaborate  scenic  effects.  But 
Carew  also  wrote  a  small  number  of 
poems,  almost  all  short,  in  the  style  of 
amorous  addresses  then  coming  into 


vogue ;  and  it  is  on  these  that  his  claim 
to  a  high  place  among  lyrical  poets  rests. 
They  are  polished  with  the  utmost  care, 
and  are  marked  by  a  cultivated  grace  ex¬ 
ceeding  that  of  most,  if  not  all,  the  lyrical 
poets  of  his  time.  They  are  also  “rea¬ 
sonable,”  in  a  sense  in  which  those  of 
Donne  or  Crawshaw  are  not.  ...  It 
is  true  that  in  Carew’s  verses  there  is  lit¬ 
tle  of  Herrick’s  freshness  and  unstudied 
grace,  but  there  is  a  self-restraint  and 
balance  that  is  almost,  if  not  quite,  an 
adequate  compensation. — Masterman,  J. 
Howard  B.,  1897,  The  Age  of  Milton,  pp. 
95,  96. 


John  Spotiswood 

1565-1639 


John  Spotswood  (Spotiswood),  Scotch  prelate ;  born  at  Mid-Calder,  near  Edinburgh, 
1565 ;  died  in  London,  Dec.  26,  1639.  He  was  educated  at  Glasgow  University,  and 
succeeded  his  father  as  Parson  at  Calder,  in  1583,  when  only  eighteen.  In  1601  be 
accompanied  the  Duke  of  Lennox  as  chaplain  in  his  embassy  to  France,  and  in  1602 
James  VI.  to  England.  In  1603  he  was  made  Archbishop  of  Glasgow,  and  privy- 
councillor  for  Scotland.  In  1615  he  was  transferred  to  St.  Andrews,  so  that  he  became 
primate  and  metropolitan.  On  June  IS,  1633,  he  crowned  Charles  I.  at  Holyrood. 
in  1635  he  was  made  chancellor  of  Scotland.  He  was  the  leader  in  the  movement  tc« 
introduce  the  Liturgy  into  the  church  of  Scotland,  which  occasioned  the  rebellion 
(1637).  When  the  Covenant  was  signed  (1638),  he  retired  in  disappointment  tc» 
London.  He  wrote  “The  History  of  the  Church  and  State  of  Scotland”  (203-1625), 
London,  1655;  best  ed.,  Edinburgh,  1847-51.  3  vols.,  with  life  of  the  Author. — 
Schaff-Herzog,  1883,  Encyclopaedia  of  Religious  Knowledge ,  vol.  hi,  p.  2232. 

fanatics,  was  supposed  to  disgrace.— 


PERSONAL 


In  prosperity  his  behaviour  was  without 
moderation,  in  adversity  without  dignity; 
but  the  character  of  a  leading,  aspiring 
prelate  has  either  been  unduly  extolled, 
or  unjustly  degraded.  As  a  scholar  and 
an  historian  he  excelled  his  contempora¬ 
ries;  and  it  was  his  peculiar  felicity,  that 
his  erudition  was  neither  infected  with  the 
pedantry,  nor  confined  to  the  polemical 
disputes,  of  the  age.  His  abilities  recom¬ 
mended  him  first  to  preferment;  but  his 
ambitious  views  were  chiefly  promoted  by 
the  supple,  insinuating  habits  of  craft  and 
intrigue.  His  revenge  was  formidable  to 
the  nobility  and  officers  of  state,  oppres¬ 
sive  to  the  clergy,  and.  joined  with  an  in¬ 
ordinate  ambition,  ultimately  ruinous  to 
his  own  order.  At  an  happier  period, 
when  no  temptation  was  presented  to  his 
inordinate  ambition,  the  same  talents 
might  have  rendered  him  a  distinguished 
ornament  to  that  church,  which  his  disre¬ 
gard  of  the  gloomy  decorum  exacted  by 


Laixg,  Malcolm,  1800-4,  The  History  <f 
Scotland ,  vol.  ill,  p.  154. 


HISTORY  OF  SCOTLAND 


Archbishop  Spotiswoode  was  author  of 
the  “History  of  Scotland,”  a  work  com¬ 
piled  from  scanty  materials,  but  with 
great  impartiality.  There  is  throughout 
the  whole  an  air  of  probity  and  candour, 
which  was  the  peculiar  character  of  th© 
writer.  This  history  was  undertaken  by 
the  command  of  James  I.  who  had  a  high 
opinion  of  the  author’s  abilities.  Upom 
expressing  a  diffidence  to  James  aboutt 
that  part  of  it  which  relates  to  his  mother,, 
and  which  had  been  the  stumbling-block 
of  former  historians,  he  replied,  “Speak 
the  truth,  man,  and  spare  not.” —  Gran¬ 
ger,  James,  1769-1824.  Biographical 
History  of  England,  vol.  II,  p.  342. 

Archbishop  Spotsw^ood’s  “Church  Hii*- 
tory”  was  penned  at  the  special  command 
of  K.  James  the  Sixth;  who,  being  tohd 
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that  some  passages  in  it  might  possibly 
bear  too  hard  upon  the  memory  of  his 
Majesty’s  mother,  bid  him  “write  the 
truth  and  spare  not and  yet  he  ventured 
not  so  far  with  a  commission  as  Buchanan 
did  without  one. — Nicolson,  William, 
1696-1714,  Scottish  Historical  Library. 

Is  considered  to  be,  on  the  whole,  a 
faithful  and  impartial  narrative  of  the 
events  of  which  it  treats.  —Mills,  Abra¬ 
ham,  1851,  Literature  and  Literary  Men 
of  Great  Britain  and  Ireland ,  vol.  I,  p.  467. 

It  is  an  honest  book,  written  by  a 
strong  upholder  of  Episcopacy. — MORLEY, 
Henry,  1873,  A  First  Sketch  of  English 
Literature,  p.  566. 

If  he  was  a  courtier,  he  had  all  the 
graces,  and  far  more  than  the  virtues,  of 
the  Court.  It  is  natural  to  compare  his 
work  with  that  of  Knox.  Readers  will 
declare  for  or  against  the  sentiments  of 
either  according  to  their  prepossessions. 


In  energy,  in  narrative  power,  and  in  the 
general  impression  of  genius  produced, 
the  earlier  writer  must  be  pronounced  by 
far  the  superior.  Spottiswoode'B  merits 
are  of  a  different  order.  HiB  Btyle  is 
smooth,  but  seldom  strikes  any  high  note. 
There  is  no  display  of  enthusiasm ;  the 
reader  is  rarely  warmed  into  strong  ap¬ 
proval  or  censure ;  the  tone  is  that  of 
gentlemanly  compromise  or  bland  remon¬ 
strance.  The  really  notable  point  about 
the  book  is  the  breadth  of  its  charity.  In 
this  Christian  virtue  it  must  be  acknowl¬ 
edged  that  the  earlier  Scottish  Reformers 
were  sadly  deficient.  Knox  was  most  in¬ 
tolerant  of  opposition.  Spottiswoode,  in 
the  whole  of  his  “History,  ”  has  not  a  bit¬ 
ter  word  for  foe  or  friend,  unless  it  be 
one  about  Andrew  Melville,  who  had  in¬ 
deed  been  a  Bore  thorn  in  His  Grace’s 
flesh. — Dodds,  James  Miller,  1893,  Eng¬ 
lish  Prose ,  e d.  Craik,  vol.  II,  p.  68. 


John  Ford 

PI.  1639 


Born  at  Ilsington,  Devonshire,  England,  1586  (baptized  April  17) :  died  after  1639. 
An  English  dramatist.  Little  is  known  of  his  life  except  that  he  was  a  member  of 
the  Middle  Temple  and  not  dependent  on  his  pen  for  his  living,  and  that  he  was 
popular  with  playgoers.  He  apparently  retired  to  Ilsington  to  end  his  days.  His 
principal  plays  are  “The  Lover’s  Melancholy”  (printed  1629),  “’Tie  Pity  She’s  a 
Whore”  (1633),  “The  Broken  Heart”  (1633),  “Love's  Sacrifice”  (1633),  “The 
Chronicle  History  of  Perkin  Warbeck”  (1634),  “The  Fancies  Chaste  and  Noble” 
(16.38),  “The  Lady’s  Trial”  (1639),  “The  Sun’s  Darling”  (withDekker,  1656),  “The 
Witch  of  Edmonton”  (with  Dekker,  Rowley,  etc.,  1658).  His  works  were  collected 
by  Weber  in  1811,  by  Gifford  in  1827,  and  by  Dyce  (Gifford)  in  1869.— Smith, 
Benjamin  E.,  ed.,  1894-97,  The  Century  Cyclopedia  (f  Names ,  p.  400. 


PERSONAL 

A  Gentleman  of  the  Middle-Temple,  who 
liv'd  in  the  Reign  of  King  Charles  the 
First:  Who  was  a  Well-wisher  to  the 
Muses,  and  a  Friend  and  Acquaintance  of 
most  of  the  Poets  of  his  Time. — Lang- 
baine,  Gerard,  1691,  An  Account  of  the 
English  Dramatick  Poets ,  p.  219. 

Of  his  Bocial  habits  there  little  can  be 
told  with  certainty.  There  is  sufficient, 
however,  to  Bhow  that  he  lived,  if  not  fa¬ 
miliarly,  yet  friendlily,  with  the  dramatic 
writers  of  his  day,  and  neither  provoked 
nor  felt  personal  enmities.  He  speaks, 
indeed,  of  opposition ;  but  this  is  merely 
the  language  of  the  stage ;  opposition  is 
experienced  by  every  dramatic  writer 
worth  criticism,  and  has  nothing  in  com¬ 
mon  with  ordinary  hostility.  In  truth, 
with  the  exception  of  an  allusion  to  the 


“voluminous”  and  rancorous  Pryune, 
nothing  can  be  more  general  than  his 
complaints.  Yet  Ford  looked  not  much 
to  the  brighter  Bide  of  life  \  he  could, 
like  Jaques,  “suck  melancholy  out  of  a 
song  as  a  weasel  Bucks  eggs ;”  but  he  was 
unable,  like  this  wonderful  creation  of  our 
great  poet,,  to  extract  mirth  from  it. 
When  he  touched  a  lighter  string,  the 
tones,  though  pleasingly  modulated,  were 
still  sedate ;  and  it  must,  I  think,  be  ad¬ 
mitted  that  his  poetry  is  rather  that  of  a 
placid  and  serene  than  of  a  happy  mind : 
he  was  in  truth,  an  amiable  ascetic  amidst 
a  busy  world. — Gifford,  William,  1827, 
ed.  Dramatic  Works  qf  John  Ford ,  Intro¬ 
duction. 

He  seems  to  have  been  a  proud,  re¬ 
served,  austere  kind  of  man,  of  few  and 
warm  attachments,  with  but  slender  gifts 
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in  the  way  of  ebullient  spirits  or  social 
flow.  He  was  a  barrister,  with  a  respect¬ 
able-ancestry  to  look  back  to  ;  and  though 
he  wrote  several  plays,  and  did  not  dis¬ 
dain  to  work  in  conjunction  with  such  a 
professional  playwright  as  Dekker,  he 
was  nervously  anxious  lest  it  should  be 
supposed  that  he  made  his  living  by  play- 
writing.  In  his  first  Prologue  he  spoke 
contemptuously  of  such  as  made  poetry  a 
trade,  and  he  took  more  than  one  oppor¬ 
tunity  of  protesting  that  his  plays  were 
the  fruits  of  leisure,  the  issue  of  less  seri¬ 
ous  hours.  Some  of  his  plays  he  dedi¬ 
cated  to  noblemen,  but  he  was  careful  to 
assure  them  that  it  was  not  his  habit  to 
court  greatness,  and  that  his  dedication 
was  a  simple  offering  of  respect  without 
mercenary  motive. — Minto,  William, 
1874-85,  Characteristics  of  English  Poets , 
p.  360. 

Ford  drops  from  sight  after  the  publi¬ 
cation  of  the  “Ladies  Trial”  in  1639; 
but  in  Gifford’s  time  “faint  traditions  in 
the  neighbourhood  of  his  birth-place”  led 
to  the  supposition  that,  having  obtained 
competency  from  his  professional  prac- 
'ce,  he  retired  to  Devonshire  to  end  his 
ays.  In  the  “Time-Poets”  (“Choice 
Jrollery,”  1656)  occurs  the  couplet — 
Deep  in  a  damp  John  Forde  was  nlone  got, 
With  folded  arms  and  melancholy  hnt. 

— Bullen,  A.  H.,  1889,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography ,  voL  xix,  p.  421. 

THE  LOVER’S  MELANCHOLY 
IG2S-2P 

“The  Lover’s  Melancholy ;  Contention  of 
a  Bird  and  a  Musician.” — This  Story, 
which  is  originally  to  be  met  with  in 
Strada’s  Prolusions,  has  been  paraphrased 
in  rhyme  by  Crashaw,  Ambrose  Philips, 
and  others:  but  none  of  those  versions 
can  at  all  compare  for  harmony  and  grace 
with  this  blank  verse  of  Ford’s.  It  is  as 
fine  as  anything  in  Beaumont  and  Fletcher ; 
and  almost  equals  the  strife  which  it  cele¬ 
brates. — Lamb,  Charles,  1808,  Specimens 
of  Dramatic  Poets. 

“The  Lover’s  Melancholy”  has  been  to 
almost  all  its  critics  a  kind  of  lute-case 
for  the  very  pretty  version  of  Strada’s 
fancy  about  the  nightingale,  which  Cra¬ 
shaw  did  better ;  otherwise  it  is  naught. 
— Saintsbury,  George,  1887,  History  of 
Elizabethan.  Literature ,  p.  403. 

Gifford  rightly  pronounces  the  comic 
portions  of  “The  Lovers  Melancholy”  to 


be  despicable ;  but  it  contains  some  choice 
poetry,  notably  the  description  (after 
8trada)  of  the  contention  between  the 
nightingale  and  the  musician. — Bullen, 
A.  H.,  1889,  Dictionary  of  National  Biog- 
rapky,  vol.  xix,  p.  420. 

■TIS  PITY  SHE'S  A  WHORE 
1R33 

Thence  to  Salisbury  Court  play  house, 
where  was  acted  the  first  time  “’Tis  Pity 
She’s  a  Whore,”  a  simple  play  and  ill 
acted,  only  it  was  my  fortune  to  sit  by  a 
most  pretty  and  most  ingenious  lady  which 
pleased  me  much. — Pepys,  Samuel,  1661, 
Diary,  Sept.  9. 

All  we  can  say  in  favour  of  Ford  is,  to 
wish  he  had  employed  his  beautiful  writ¬ 
ing  to  a  more  laudable  purpose.  — Dibdin, 
Charles,  1795,  A  Complete  History  of  the 
Stage,  vol.  ill,  p.  280. 

Ford  was  of  the  first  order  of  poets. 
He  sought  for  sublimity,  not  by  parcels, 
in  metaphors  or  visible  images,  but  di¬ 
rectly  where  she  has  her  full  residence  in 
the  heart  of  man  ;  in  the  actions  and  suf¬ 
ferings  of  the  greatest  minds.  There  is 
a  grandeur  of  the  soul  above  mountains, 
seas,  and  the  elements.  Even  in  the  poor 
perverted  reason  of  Giovanni  and  Anna- 
bella,  in  the  play  which  stands  at  the  head, 
of  the  modern  collection  of  the  works  of 
this  author,  we  discern  traces  of  that, 
fiery  particle,  which,  in  the  irregular 
starting  from  out  the  road  of  beaten  ac¬ 
tion,  discovers  something  of  a  right  liny 
even  in  obliquity,  and  shows  hints  of  an 
improvable  greatness  in  the  lowest  de¬ 
scents  and  degradations  of  our  nature. 
^Lamb,  Charles,  1808,  Specimens  f 
Dramatic  Poets. 

It  has  been  lamented  that  the  play  off 
his  which  has  been  most  admired  (“  ’Ti» 
Pity  She’s  a  Whore”)  had  not  a  less  ei  - 
ceptionable  subject.  I  do  not  know,  butt 
I  suspect  that  the  exceptionableness  of  th* 
subject  is  that  which  constitutes  thte 
chief  merit  of  the  play.  The  repulsivt*- 
ness  of  the  story  is  what  gives  it  its  crit¬ 
ical  interest;  for  it  is  a  studiously  prosaic 
statement  of  facts,  and  naked  declaration 
of  passions.  It  was  not  the  least  c*f 
Shakspeare’s  praise,  that  he  never  tam¬ 
pered  with  unfair  subjects.  His  genius 
was  above  it ;  his  taste  kept  aloof  from  it. 
I  do  not  deny  the  power  of  simple  paint¬ 
ing  and  polished  style  in  this  tragedy  in 
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general,  and  of  a  great  deal  more  in  some 
few  of  the  scenes,  particularly  in  the  quar¬ 
rel  between  Annabella  and  her  husband, 
which  is  wrought  up  to  a  pitch  of  demo¬ 
niac  scorn  and  phrensy  with  consummate 
art  and  knowledge  ;  but  I  do  not  find  much 
other  power  in  the  author  (generally 
speaking)  than  that  of  playing  with  edged 
tools,  and  knowing  the  use  of  poisoned 
weapons. — Hazlitt,  William,  1820,  Lec¬ 
tures  on  the  Literature  of  the  Age  of  Eliza¬ 
beth ,  p.  136. 

It  is  not  easy  to  speak  too  favourably 
of  the  poetry  of  this  play  in  the  more  im¬ 
passioned  passages;  it  is  in  truth  too  se¬ 
ductive  for  the  subject,  and  flings  a  soft 
and  soothing  light  over  what  in  its  natural 
state  would  glare  with  salutary  and  repul¬ 
sive  horror.— Gifford,  William,  1827, 
ed.,  Dramatic  IForA-a  of  John  Ford,  Intro¬ 
duction. 

In  spite  of  the  harsh,  affected,  and  of¬ 
fensive  levity  of  the  title,  is  Ford’s  mas¬ 
terpiece, — the  play  that  justifies  Mr. 
Swinburne’s  eloquent  panegyric,  and  will 
always  be  most  in  the  critic’s  mind  in  all 
attempts  to  fix  Ford’s  place  among  the 
dramatists.— Minto,  William,  1874-85, 
Characteristics  of  English  Poets,  p.  362. 

It  is  somewhat  unfortunate  that  the 
very  title  of  Ford’s  masterpiece  should 
sound  so  strangely  in  the  ears  of  a  gener¬ 
ation  “whose  ears  are  the  chastest  part 
about  them.’’  For  of  these  great  twin 
tragedies  the  first-born  is  on  the  whole 
the  greater.  The  subtleties  and  varieties 
of  individual  character  do  not  usually  lie 
well  within  the  reach  of  Ford’s  handling; 
but  in  the  part  of  Giovanni  we  find  more 
of  this  power  than  elsewhere.  Here  the 
poet  has  put  forth  all  his  strength ;  the 
figure  of  his  protagonist  stands  out  com¬ 
plete  and  clear.  There  is  more  ease  and 
life  in  it  than  in  his  other  sculptures; 
though  here  as  always  Ford  is  rather  a 
sculptor  of  character  than  a  painter.  But 
the  completeness,  the  consistency  of  design 
is  here  all  the  worthier  of  remark,  that 
we  too  often  find  this  the  most  needful 
quality  for  a  dramatist  wanting  in  him  as 
in  other  great  writers  of  his  time. — Swin¬ 
burne,  Alcernon  Charles,  1875,  John 
Ford,  Essays  and  Studies,  p.  278. 

Never  has  genius  more  miserably  mis- 
us^l  its  gifts.  If,  as  the  title  of  “Tis 
Pity  She’s  a  Whore”  implies,  this  tragedy 
be  intended  to  awaken  a  feeling  akin  to 


sympathy,  or  bordering  upon  it,  on  behalf 
of  the  heroine  of  its  story  of  incest,  the 
endeavour,  so  far  as  I  can  judge,  fails  in 
achieving  the  purpose  insinuated.  In 
truth,  the  dramatist’s  desire  is  to  leave 
an  impression  far  other  and  more  perilous 
than  that  of  a  mere  feeling  of  compassion 
for  a  fair  sinner ; — his  purpose  is  to  per¬ 
suade  us  that  passion  is  irresistible.  But 
his  efforts  are  vain,  and  so  too  is  the  soph¬ 
istry  of  those  who  seek  to  explain  away 
their  chief  force ;  for  while  recognising 
their  charm,  the  soul  revolts  against  the 
fatalism  which,  in  spite  of  the  Friar’s 
preaching  and  Annabella’s  repentance,  the 
sum-total  of  the  action  of  this  drama  im¬ 
plies.— Ward,  Adolphus  William,  1875- 
99,  A  History  of  English  Dramatic  Liter¬ 
ature,  v ol.  III.  p.  78. 

English  poets  have  given  us  the  right 
key  to  the  Italian  temperament.  .  . 

The  love  of  Giovanni  and  Annabella  in 
Ford's  tragedy  is  rightly  depicted  as  more 
imaginative  than  sensual.- — Symonds,  JOHN 
Addington,  1875,  Renaissance  in  Italy , 
vol.  I,  p.  412. 

The  man  who  thus  conceived  the  hor¬ 
rors  of  the  Italian  Renaissance  in  the 
spirit  in  which  they  were  committed  is 
Ford.  In  his  great  play  he  has  caught 
the  very  tone  of  the  Italian  Renaissance : 
the  abominableness  of  the  play  consisting 
not  in  the  coarse  slaughter  scenes  added 
merely  to  please  the  cockpit  of  an  Eng¬ 
lish  theatre,  but  in  the  superficial  inno¬ 
cence  of  tone ;  in  its  making  evil  lose  its 
appearance  of  evil,  even  as  it  did  to  the 
men  of  the  Renaissance. — Lee,  Vernon, 
1884,  Euphorion,  vol.  I,  p.  99. 

After  repeated  readings  and  very  care¬ 
ful  weighings  of  what  has  been  said,  I 
come  back  to  my  first  opinion — to  wit, 
that  the  Annabella  and  Giovanni  scenes, 
with  all  their  perversity,  all  their  availing 
themselves  of  what  Hazlitt,  with  his  un¬ 
erring  instinct,  called  “unfair  attrac¬ 
tions,”  are  among  the  very  best  things  of 
their  kind.  Of  what  may  be  thought  un¬ 
fair  in  them  I  shall  speak  a  little  later; 
but  allowing  for  this,  the  sheer  effects  of 
passion — the  “All  for  love  and  the  world 
well  lost,”  the  shutting  out,  not  instinc¬ 
tively  or  stupidly,  but  deliberately,  and 
with  full  knowledge,  of  all  other  consid¬ 
erations  except  the  dictates  of  deBire — 
have  never  been  so  rendered  in  English 
except  in  “Romeo  and  Juliet”  and  “Antony 
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and  Cleopatra.”  The  comparison  of 
course  brings  out  Ford’s  weakness,  not 
merely  in  execution,  but  in  design ;  not 
merely  in  accomplishment,  but  in  the 
choice  of  means  for  accomplishment. 
Shakespere  had  no  need  of  the  haut  gotit 
of  incest,  of  the  unnatural  horrors  of  the 
heart  on  the  dagger.  But  Ford  had  ;  and 
he  in  a  way  (I  do  not  say  fully)  justified 
his  use  of  these  means. — Saintsbury, 
George,  1887,  History  of  Elizabethan  Lit¬ 
erature,  p.  404. 

Unlike  most  of  his  Elizabethan  brethren, 
was  ever  a  deliberate,  cool,  calculating 
literary  workman,  and  while  he  is  weaving 
this  story  of  abnormal  passion  and  invest¬ 
ing  it  with  all  the  grace  and  charm  at  his 
command,  it  is  manifest  that  he  is  nowise 
carried  away  by  the  imaginative  contem¬ 
plation  of  it  himself,  but  is  all  the  while 
curiously  studying  the  monstrous  growth 
of  his  own  diseased  fancy  in  a  cold  ana¬ 
tomical  fashion  that  rouses  our  moral  re¬ 
pugnance  in  direct  proportion  as  it  ex¬ 
cites  our  Eesthetic  admiration.  He  is  al¬ 
ways  the  craftsman,  possessing  a  faculty 
)f  self-criticism  rare  among  his  compeers 
f  that  age.— Watson,  William,  1893, 
Excursions  in  Cnticism,  p.  10. 

Here  Ford  is  at  his  best — and  worst. 
He  is  the  dramatist  of  passion— passion 
that  neither  inspires  or  ennobles ;  but 
drives  on  its  victims  with  the  awful  force 
of  irresistible  destiny.  Lost  souls,  strug¬ 
gling  in  the  maelstrom  of  over-mastering 
fate,  with  no  issue  possible  but  self- 
destruction;  and  here  and  there  a ‘'des¬ 
picable  buffoon”  to  make  coarse  and  in¬ 
sane  jests — these  are  the  elements  of 
Ford's  tragedy.  The  theme  of  the  play 
is  repulsive;  it  affords  the  most  charac¬ 
teristic  example  of  that  straining  after 
the  fantastic  and  extraordinary,  which 
marked  the  close  of  a  literary  period  that 
seemed  to  have  exhausted  the  simpler 
possibilities  of  tragedy. — Masterman,  J. 
Howard  B.f  1897,  The  Age  of  Milton ,  p. 
81. 

THE  WITCH  OF  EDMONTON 
1622?-58 

It  is  very  easy  to  sneer  at  the  super¬ 
natural  portions  of  this  play  ...  I  con¬ 
sider  creditable  to  the  talents  and  feel¬ 
ings  of  both  poets.  I  believe  in  witch¬ 
craft  no  more  than  the  critics;  neither, 
perhaps,  did  Ford  and  Decker,  but  they 
dealt  with  those  who  did  ;  and  we  are  less 


concerned  with  the  visionary  creed  of  our 
forefathers  than  with  the  skill  and  dex¬ 
terity  of  those  who  wrote  in  conformity  to 
it,  and  the  moral  or  ethical  maxims  which 
they  enable  us  to  draw  from  it.  The  se¬ 
rious  part  of  this  drama  is  sweetly  written. 
The  character  of  Susan  is  delineated  in 
Ford’s*  happiest  manner;  pure,  affec¬ 
tionate,  confiding,  faithful,  and  forgiving; 
anxious  as  a  wife  to  prove  her  love,  but 
fearful  to  offend,  there  is  a  mixture  of 
warmth  and  pudency  in  her  language, 
particularly  in  the  concluding  scene  of 
the  second  act,  which  cannot  fail  to  please 
the  most  fastidious  reader.  Winnifrede 
is  only  second  to  her  unfortunate  rival ; 
for,  though  highly  culpable  before  mar¬ 
riage,  she  redeems  her  character  as  a 
wife,  and  insensibly  steals  upon  our  pity 
and  regard.  Even  Katherine  with  any 
other  sister  would  not  pass  unnoticed. — 
Gifford,  William,  1827,  ed.,  Dramatic 
Works  of  John  Ford. 

“The  Witch  of  Edmonton”  is  a  play  of 
rare  beauty  and  importance  both  on  poet¬ 
ical  and  social  grounds.  It  is  perhaps  the 
first  protest  of  the  stage  against  the  hor¬ 
rors  and  brutalities  of  vulgar  superstition ; 
a  protest  all  the  more  precious  for  the 
absolute  faith  in  witchcraft  and  deviltry 
which  goes  hand  in  hand  with  compassion 
for  the  instruments  as  well  as  the  vic¬ 
tims  of  magic. — Swinburne,  Algernon 
Charles,  1875,  John  Ford,  Essays  and 
Studies,  p.  300. 

This  remarkable  play  .  .  was 

when  first  published  attributed  to  the 
joint  authorship  of  Dekker,  Ford,  Rowley, 
“&c.” — safety  being  evidently  sought  in 
numbers ;  but  critical  opinion  has  agreed 
in  ascribing  it  in  the  main  to  Dekker  and 
Ford.  I  confess  at  the  same  time  that  it 
is  not  obvious  to  me  why  the  supposition 
should  be  excluded  that  William  Rowley, 
whose  literary  identity  seems  to  admit  of 
so  easy  a  treatment,  had  a  substantial 
share  in  the  play.  In  any  case,  there 
cannot  be  much  likelihood  of  mistake  in 
assuming  Ford  to  have  written  at  all 
events  the  earlier  scenes,  treating  of  the 
woes  of  Frank.  Winnifrede  and  Susan. 
And  assuredly  the  English  drama  includes 
very  few  domestic  tragedies  more  harrow¬ 
ing  than  this  play,  of  which  its  authors 
doubtless  owed  the  immediate  suggestion 
to  a  topic  of  the  day,  but  which  furnished 
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Ford  with  an  opportunity  such  as  he  would 
never  have  found  by  searching  for  it. — 
Ward,  Adolphus  William,  1875-99,  A 
History  of  English  Dramatic  Literature, 
vol.  in,  p.  74. 

THE  SUN'S  DARLING 
1(523-57 

Is  he,  then,  found?  Phcrbus,  make  holiday, 
Tie  up  thy  steeds,  and  let  (he  Cyclops  plivy ; 
Mulciber,  leave  thy  anvil,  mid  be  trim, 

Comb  thy  blnck  muzzle,  bo  no  longer  grim ; 
Mercury,  be  quick,  with  mirth  furnish  the 
heavens : 

Jove,  this  day  let  all  run  at  six  and  sevens; 
Aud,  G:  my  me  do,  be  nimble,  to  the  brim 
Fill  bowls  of  nectar,  tlint  the  gods  may  swim, 
To  solemnise  their  healths  tlmt  did  discover 
The  obscure  being  of  the  Sun's  fond  lover; 
That  from  th'  example  of  their  liberal  mirth 
We  may  enjoy  like  freedom  (here)  on  earth. 

— Tatiiam,  John,  1640?  Upon  the  Sun's 
Darling. 

I  know  not  on  what  authority  Langbaine 
speaks,  but  lie  expressly  attributes  the 
greater  part  of  this  moral  masque  to 
Ford.  As  far  as  concerns  the  last  two 
acts,  I  agree  with  him ;  and  a  long  and 
clear  examination  of  this  poet’s  man¬ 
ner  enables  me  to  speak  with  some  de¬ 
gree  of  confidence.  But  I  trace  Decker 
perpetually  in  the  other  three  acts,  and 
through  the  whole  of  the  comic  part.  I 
think  well  of  this  poet,  and  should  pause 
before  I  admitted  the  inferiority  of  his 
genius— as  far,  at  least,  as  imagination  is 
concerned — to  that  of  Ford:  but  his 
rough  vigour  and  his  irregular  metre  gen¬ 
erally  enable  us  to  mark  the  line  between 
him  and  his  more  harmonious  coadjutor. 
— Gifford,  William,  1827,  ed.,  Dramatic 
Works  of  John  Ford. 

The  greater  part  of  the  masque  as  we 
have  it,  or  at  all  events  the  last  two  acts, 
have  been  thought  attributable  to  Ford; 
but  the  ground  is  unsafe,  the  more  so  as 
the  partial  inconsistency  of  the  allegory 
favours  the  notion  of  the  work  having 
been  subjected  to  a  revision.  Much  of 
the  dialogue  is  very  beautiful ;  the  lyrics 
— in  so  far  as  they  are  original — seem  to 
me  less  excellent. — Ward,  Adolphus 
William,  1875-99,  A  History  of  English 
Dramatic  Literature,  vol.  Ill,  p.  75. 

THE  BROKEN  HEART 
1638 

I  do  not  know  where  to  find,  in  any 
play,  a  catastrophe  so  grand,  so  solemn. 


and  so  surprising  as  in  this.  .  .  . 

What  a  noble  thing  is  the  soul  in  its 
strengths  and  its  weaknesses!  Who 
would  be  less  weak  than  Calantha?  Who 
can  be  so  strong?  The  expression  of  this 
transcendent  scene  almost  bears  us  in 
imagination  to  Calvary  and  the  Cross;  and 
we  seem  to  perceive  some  analogy  between 
the  scenical  sufferings  which  we  are  here 
contemplating,  and  the  real  agonies  of 
that  final  completion  to  which  we  dare  no 
more  than  hint  a  reference.— Lamb, 
Charles,  1808,  Specimens  of  Dramatic 
Poets. 

Except  the  last  scene  of  the  “Broken 
Heart1  *  (which  I  think  extravagant- 
others  may  think  it  sublime,  and  he  right) 
they  are  merely  exercises  of  style  and  ef¬ 
fusions  of  wire-drawn  sentiment.— Haz- 
litt,  William,  1820,  Lectures  on  the  Lit¬ 
erature  of  the  Age  of  Elizabeth,  p.  137. 

The  “Broken  Heart”  has  generally  been 
reckoned  his  finest  tragedy ;  and  if  the  last 
act  had  been  better  prepared,  by  bringing 
the  love  of  Calantha  for  Ithocles  more 
fully  before  the  reader  in  the  earlier  part 
of  the  play,  there  would  be  very  few  pas¬ 
sages  of  deeper  pathos  in  our  dramatic 
literature. — Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39, 
Introduction  to  the  Literature  of  Europe, 
pt.  iii,  ch.  vi,  par.  97. 

Ford  can  fill  the  ear  and  soul  singly, 
with  the  trumpet-note  of  his  pathos ;  and 
in  its  pauses  you  shall  hear  the  murmur¬ 
ing  voices  of  nature, — such  a  nightingale, 
for  instance,  as  never  sang  on  a  common 
night.  Then  that  death  scene  in  the 
“Broken  Heart!”  who  has  equalled  that? 
It  is  single  in  the  drama,— the  tragic  of 
tragedy  and  the  sublime  of  grief. 
Browning,  Elizabeth  Barrett,  1842-63, 
The  Book  of  the  Poets. 

Even  in  that  single  play  of  Ford’s  which 
comes  nearest  to  the  true  pathetic,  “The 
Broken  Heart,”  there  is  too  much  appar¬ 
ent  artifice,  and  Charles  Lamb’s  comment 
on  its  closing  scene  is  worth  more  than  all 
Ford  ever  wrote.  But  a  critic  must  look 
at  it  minus  Charles  Lamb.  We  may  read 
as  much  of  ourselveB  into  a  great  poet  as 
we  will ;  we  shall  never  cancel  our  debt 
to  him.  In  the  interests  of  true  litera¬ 
ture  we  should  not  honor  fraudulent  drafts 
upon  our  imagination. — Lowell,  James 
Russell,  1887-92,  Massinger  and  Ford, 
The  Old  English  Dramatists,  ed.  Norton, 
p.  129. 


30 


JOHN  FORD 


LOVE'S  SACRIFICE 
1(133 

Unto  this  altar,  rich  with  thy  own  spice, 

I  bmiR  one  pram  to  thy  “Love’s  Sacrifice;’’ 
And  boast  to  see  thy  flames  ascending,  while 
Perfumes  enrich  our  nir  from  thy  sweet  pile. 
Look  here,  thou  t-llllt  hast  malice  to  the  stage, 
And  impudence  enough  for  the  whole  age; 
I'ofu in i noual y-ignorant,  be  vest 
To  read  this  tragedy,  and  thy  own  be  next. 

— Shirley,  James,  1633?  To  my  Friend, 
A  faster  John  Ford . 

Thou  cheat’st  us,  Ford ;  inak’st  one  seem  two 
by  art : 

Wliat  is  Love's  Sacrifice  but  the  Broken 
Heart? 

— Crashaw,  Richard,  1646,  The  Delights 
qf  the  Muses. 

From  the  “high-tuned  poem,”*  as  he 
justly  calls  it,  which  he  had  here  put 
forth  in  evidence  of  his  higher  and  purer 
part  of  power,  the  fall, or  collapse  rather, 
in  his  next  work  was  singular  enough.  I 
trust  that  I  shall  not  be  liable  to  any 
charge  of  Puritan  prudery  though  I  avow 
that  this  play  of  “Love’s  Sacrifice”  is 
to  me  intolerable.  In  the  literal  and 
genuine  sense  of  the  word,  it  is  utterly 
indecent,  unseemly  and  unfit  for  handling. 
The  conception  is  essentially  foul  because 
it  is  essentially  false ;  and  in  the  sight  of 
art  nothing  is  so  foul  as  falsehood. — 
Swinburne,  Algernon  Charles,  1875, 
John  Ford ,  Essays  and  Studies,  p.  287. 

Its  theme  is  a  tissue  of  passion  and 
revenge,  into  which  too  many  coarse 
threads  are  allowed  to  enter.  .  .  . 

The  dramatist  has  drawn  so  wavering  a 
line  between  Bin  and  self-restraint,  guilt 
and  innocence,  that  he  may  be  suspected 
of  having  wished  to  leave  unsettled  the 
“problem”  which  he  proposes.  If  so,  he 
stands  from  every  point  of  view  self-con¬ 
demned.  The  bye-plot  of  the  play  is 
utterly  revolting,  and  in  the  character  of 
d'Avolos,  and  the  passages  in  which  he 
excites  the  jealousy  of  the  Duke  against 
Fernando,  Ford  has  most  palpably  copied 
Iago. — Ward,  Ajx>lphus  William,  1875- 
997  A  History  of  English  Dramatic  Litera¬ 
ture,  vol.  iii,  p.  82. 

PERKIN  WARBECK 
1634 

It  is  indeed  the  best  specimen  of  the 
historic  drama  to  be  found  out  of  Shak- 
spe&re ;  and,  as  a  compact  consecutive 

*  Broken  Heart." 


representation  of  a  portion  of  English 
history,  excels  King  John  or  the  two  Partts 
of  Henry  IV.  it  has  as  much  unity  as  tine 
dramatic  history  admits  or  requires;  a 
clearly  defined  catastrophe,  to  which  every 
incident  contributes,  and  every  scene  ad¬ 
vances.  Ford  showed  great  judgment  in 
selecting  a  manageable  episode  of  history, 
instead  of  a  reign  or  a  “life  and  death,’" 
which  no  one  but  Shakspeare  could  ever 
make  practicable. — COLERIDGE,  Hartley, 
1840,  The  Dramatic  HorA's  of  Massinger 
and  Ford ,  Introduction,  p.  lviii. 

As  the  last  attempt  at  historical  drama 
it  suffers  by  contrast  with  the  master¬ 
pieces  of  Shakespeare,  but  its  merits  are 
considerable,  and  entirely  different  from 
those  of  Ford’s  other  works.  The  tragedy 
is  founded  on  Bacon's  “Life  of  Henry  the 
Seventh,”  and  the  character  of  the  mon¬ 
arch  is  developed  with  skill  and  discretion. 
The  play,  interesting,  dignified  and  oc¬ 
casionally  humorous,  seems  to  indicate 
that  Ford’s  genius  was  capable  of  a  wider 
range  than  his  prevailing  melancholj 
allowed.  We  doubt,  indeed,  whether  more 
to  wonder  that  he  should  have  written 
one  such  play,  or  that,  having  written  one!, 
he  should  have  written  no  more.  Mastef,:- 
man,  J.  Howard  B.,  1897,  The  Age 
Milton,  p.  82. 

GENERAL 

The  author  has  not  much  of  the  orator¬ 
ical  stateliness  and  imposing  flow  Gf 
Massinger  ;  nor  a  great  deal  of  the  smooth 
and  flexible  diction,  the  wandering  fancy,, 
and  romantic  sweetness  of  Beaumont  and 
Fletcher  ;  and  yet  he  comes  nearer  to  thes® 
qualities  than  to  any  of  the  distinguish¬ 
ing  characteristics  of  Jonson  or  Shake¬ 
speare.  He  excels  most  in  representing 
the  pride  and  gallantry,  and  high-tonel 
honour  of  youth, and  the  enchanting  soft¬ 
ness,  or  the  mild  and  graceful  magna¬ 
nimity  of  female  character.  There  is  u 
certain  melancholy  air  about  his  moal, 
striking  representations;  and,  in  the 
tender  and  afflicting  pathetic,  he  appearc 
to  us  occasionally  to  be  second  only  tc* 
him  who  has  never  yet  had  an  equal.  Tbd 
greater  part  of  every  play,  however,  u. 
bad;  and  there  is  not  one  which  does  nos 
contain  faults  sufficient  to  justify  the  • 
derision  even  of  those  who  are  incapable 
of  comprehending  its  contrasted  beauties. 
The  diction  we  think  for  the  most  part 
beautiful,  and  worthy  of  the  inspired  agt 
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which  produced  it. — Jeffrey,  Francis, 
1811-44,  Contributions  to  the  Edinburgh 
Review,  vol.  II,  301. 

Ford  possesses  nothing  of  the  energy 
and  majesty  of  Massinger,  and  but  little 
of  the  playful  gaiety  and  picturesque  fancy 
of  Fletcher,  yet  scarcely  Shakspeare 
himself  has  exceeded  him  in  the  excite¬ 
ment  of  pathetic  emotion.  Of  this,  his 
un?  Tragedies  of  “Tis  Pity  She’s  a 
Whore,”  and  the  “Broken  Heart,”  bear 
the  most  overpowering  testimony.  Though 
too  much  loaded  in  their  fable  with  a  wild¬ 
ness  and  horror  often  felt  as  repulsive, 
they  are  noble  specimens  of  dramatic 
genius;  and  who  that  has  a  heart  to  feel, 
or  an  eye  to  weep,  can,  in  the  first  of 
these  productions,  view  even  the  un¬ 
hallowed  loves  of  Giovanni  and  Annabella  ; 
or  in  the  second,  the  hapless  and  unmerited 
fates  of  Calantha  and  Penthea,  with  a 
cheek  unbathed  in  tears!  —  Drake, 
Nathan,  1817,  Shakspeare  and  His  Times, 
vol.  ii,  p.  563. 

He  has  no  great  body  of  poetry,  and 
has  interested  us  in  no  other  passion  ex¬ 
cept  that  of  love;  but  in  that  he  displays 
a  peculiar  depth  and  delicacy  of  romantic 
feeling.— Campbell,  Thomas,  1819,  An 
Essay  on  English  Poetry. 

Ford  is  not  so  great  a  favorite  with 
me  as  with  some  others,  from  whose  judg¬ 
ment  1  dissent  with  diffidence. — Hazlitt, 
William,  1820,  Lectures  on  the  Literature 
of  the  Age  of  Elizabeth,  p.  135. 

I  know  few  things  more  difficult  to 
account  for  than  the  deep  and  lasting 
impression  made  by  the  more  tragic  por¬ 
tions  of  Ford’s  poetry.  Whence  does  it 
derive  that  resistless  power  which  all 
confess,  of  afflicting,  I  had  almost  said 
harassing,  the  better  feelings?  It  is  not 
from  any  peculiar  beauty  of  language, — 
for  in  this  he  is  equalled  by  his  contem¬ 
poraries,  and  by  some  of  them  surpassed ; 
nor  is  it  from  any  classical  or  mytholog¬ 
ical  allusions  happily  recollected  and  skil¬ 
fully  applied, — for  of  these  he  seldom 
avails  himself :  it  is  not  from  any 
picturesque  views  presented  to  the 
mind, — for  of  imaginative  poetry  he  has 
little  or  nothing ;  he  cannot  conjure  up  a 
succession  of  images,  whether  grave  or 
gay,  to  flit  across  the  fancy  or  play  in 
the  eye.  Yet  it  is  hardly  possible  to 
peruse  his  passionate  scenes  without  the 
most  painful  interest,  the  most  heart- 


thrilling  delight.  This  can  only  arise — 
at  least  I  can  conceive  nothing  else  ade¬ 
quate  to  the  excitement  of  such  sensations 
— from  the  overwhelming  efficacy  of  in¬ 
tense  thought  devoted  to  the  embodying 
of  conceptions  adapted  to  the  awful  situa¬ 
tions  in  which  he  has,  imperceptibly  and 
with  matchless  felicity,  placed  his 
principal  characters.— Gifford, William, 
1827,  ed..  Dramatic  I  Yorks  of  John  Ford, 
Introduction. 


Ford,  with  none  of  the  moral  beauty 
and  elevation  of  Massinger,  has,  in  a  much 
higher  degree,  the  power  over  tears :  we 
smypathize  even  with  his  vicious  charac¬ 
ters,  with  Giovanni  and  Annabella  and 
Bianca.  Love, and  love  in  guilt  or  sorrow, 
is  almost  exclusively  the  emotion  he 
portrays :  no  heroic  passion,  no  sober 
dignity,  will  be  found  in  his  tragedies. 
But  he  conducts  his  stories  well  and  with¬ 
out  confusion;  his  scenes  are  often 
highly  wrought  and  effective;  his  char¬ 
acters,  with  no  striking  novelty,  are  well 
supported ;  he  is  seldom  extravagant  or 
regardless  of  probability.—  Hallam, 
Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction  to  the 
Literature  of  Europe,  pt.  iff,  ch.  vi,  par. 


97. 

It  would  be  unfair  ...  to  conclude 
that  he  delighted  in  the  contemplation  of 
vice  and  misery  as  vice  and  misery. 
He  delighted  in  the  sensation  of  intellec¬ 
tual  power,  he  found  himself  strong  in 
the  imagination  of  crime  and  of  agony; 
his  moral  sense  was  gratified  by  indig¬ 
nation  at  the  dark  possibilities  of  sin, 
by  compassion  for  rare  extremes  of 
suffering.  He  abhorred  vice— he  admired 
virtue  ;  but  ordinary  vice  or  modern  virtue 
were,  to  him,  as  light  wine  to  a  dram 
drinker.  His  genius  was  a  telescope,  ill- 
adapted  for  neighbouring  objects,  but 
powerful  to  bring  within  the  sphere  of 
vision,  what  nature  has  wisely  placed  at 
an  unsociable  distance.  Passion  must  be 
incestuous  or  adulterous;  grief  must  be 
something  more  than  martyrdom,  before 
he  could  make  them  big  enough  to  be 
seen.  Unquestionably  he  displayed  great 
power  in  these  horrors,  which  was  all  he 
desired;  but  had  he  been  “of  the  first 
order  of  poets,”  he  would  have  found  and 
displayed  superior  power  m  fan lihar 
matter  of  to-day,  ”  in  failings  to  which  all 
are  liable, virtues  which  all  may  practise, 
and  sorrows  for  which  all  may  be  the 
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better.— Coleridge,  Hartley,  1840,  The 
Dramatic  Works  of  Massinger  and  Ford, 
Introduction ,  p.  lviii. 

His  most  splendid  successes  are  in  the 
handling  of  subjects  which  are,  in  them¬ 
selves,  unwritten  tragedies — the  deepest 
distresses  of  the  heart  and  the  terrible 
aberrations  of  the  passions.  His  works 
make  a  sad,  deep,  and  abiding  impression 
on  the  mind,  though  hardly  one  that  is 
pleasing  or  healthy.  He  had  little  of  that 
stalwart  strength  of  mind,  and  heedless 
daring,  which  characterize  the  earlier 
dramatists. — Whipple,  Edwin  P.,  1846, 
Old  English  Dramatists,  Essays  and  Re¬ 
views,  vol.  II,  p .  70. 

In  fulness  and  fine  equability  Ford 
was  far  below  Massinger ;  but  in  intensity, 
in  the  power  of  making  an  audience 
miserable  and  moving  them  to  tears,  he 
was  thought  to  excel  him.  Indeed  the 
reputation  of  lugubriousness  had  attached 
itself  to  him  personally. — Masson,  David, 
1858,  The  Life  of  John  Milton,  vol.  I,  ch.  vi. 

By  Ford,  incidents  of  the  most  revolt¬ 
ing  kind  are  laid  down  as  the  foundation 
of  his  plots,  upon  which  he  wastes  a 
pathos  and  tenderness  deeper  than  is  else¬ 
where  found  in  the  drama.  -Botta,  Anne 
C.  Lynch,  1860-84,  Hand-Book  of  Univer¬ 
sal  Literature,  p.  481. 

Ford’s  blank  verse  is  not  so  imposing 
as  Massinger’s ;  but  it  has  often  a  delicate 
beauty,  sometimes  a  warbling  wildness 
and  richness,  beyond  anything  in  Massin¬ 
ger’s  fuller  swell. — Craik,  George  L., 
1861,  .4  Compendixms  History  of  English 
Literature  and  of  The  English  Language, 
vol.  I,  p.  606. 

He  would  not  seem  to  have  looked  at 
his  plays  from  the  point  of  view  of  his 
audience,  or  to  have  exerted  himself  to 
stir  their  interest  or  to  keep  it  from  flag¬ 
ging.  There  is  a  certain  haughtiness  of 
touch  even  in  his  language ;  sometimes  a 
repudiation  of  emphasis,  as  if  he  did  not 
care  to  be  impressive  on  a  slight  oc¬ 
casion;  sometimes  a  wilful  abstruseness, 
a a  if  it  mattered  nothing  though  his  words 
were  misunderstood.  This  alone  is  often 
the  cause  of  considerable  reaches  of  dull 
dialogue — dull,  that  is  to  say,  for  the 
poses  of  the  stage. — Minto,  William, 
4-85,  Characteristics  of  English  Poets, 
p.  361. 

He  stands  apart  among  his  fellows, 


without  master  or  follower;  he  has 
learnt  little  from  Shakespeare  or  Mar¬ 
lowe,  Jonson  or  Fletcher.  .  .  .  The 

poetry  of  Ford  is  no  branch  or  arm  of  that 
illimitable  sea;  it  might  rather  be  likened 
to  a  mountain  lake  shut  in  by  solitary 
highlands,  without  visible  outlet  or  inlet, 
seen  fitlier  by  starlight  than  by  sunlight; 
much  such  an  one  as  the  Lac  de  Gaube 
above  Cauterets,  steel-blue  and  sombre, 
with  a  strange  attraction  for  the  swimmer 
in  its  cold  smooth  reticence  and  breath¬ 
less  calm.  For  nothing  is  more  noticeable 
in  this  poet  than  the  passionless  reason 
and  equable  tone  of  style  with  which  in 
his  greatest  works  he  treats  of  the  deepest 
and  most  fiery  passions,  the  quiet  eye 
with  which  he  searches  out  the  darkest 
issues  of  emotion,  the  quiet  hand  with 
which  he  notes  them  down.  At  all  times 
his  verse  is  even  and  regular,  accurate 
and  composed  ;  never  specially  flexible  or 
melodious,  always  admirable  for  precision, 
vigour,  and  purity.  ...  No  poet  is 
less  forgetable  than  Ford ;  none  fastens 
(as  it  were)  the  fangs  of  his  genius  and 
his  will  more  deeply  in  your  memory.  You 
cannot  shake  hands  with  him  and  pass  by; 
you  cannot  fall  in  with  him  and  out  again 
at  pleasure  ;  if  he  touch  you  once  he  takes 
you,  and  what  he  takes  he  keeps  his  huld 
of ;  his  work  becomes  part  of  your  thought 
and  parcel  of  your  spiritual  furniture  for 
ever ;  he  signs  himself  upon  you  as  with 
a  seal  of  deliberate  and  decisive  power. 
His  force  is  never  the  force  of  accident; 
the  casual  divinity  of  beauty  which  falls 
as  though  direct  from  heaven  upon  stray 
lines  and  phrases  of  some  poets  falls  never 
by  any  such  heavenly  chance  on  his;  his 
strength  of  impulse  is  matched  by  his 
strength  of  will ;  he  never  works  more 
by  instinct  than  by  resolution.  .  .  . 

By  the  might  of  a  great  will  seconded 
by  the  force  of  a  great  hand  he  won 
the  place  he  holds  against  all  odds 
of  rivalry  in  a  race  of  rival  giants.  In 
that  gallery  of  monumental  men  and 
mighty  memories,  among  or  above  the 
fellows  of  his  godlike  craft,  the  high 
figure  of  Ford  stands  steadily  erect;  his 
name  is  ineffaceable  from  the  scroll  of  our 
great  writers ;  it  is  one  of  the  loftier 
landmarks  of  English  poetry. — Swin¬ 
burne,  Algernon  Charles,  1875,  John 
Ford,  Essays  and  Studies,  pp.  276,  277, 
312. 
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He  carried  to  an  extreme  the  tendency 
of  the  drama  to  unnatural  and  horrible 
subjects,  but  he  did  so  with  very  great 
power.  He  has  no  comic  humour,  but  no 
man  has  described  better  the  worn  and 
tortured  human  heart. — Brooke,  Stop- 
ford,  1876,  English  Literature  Primer , 
p.  92. 

What  Ford  especially  imitated  from 
Greene  was  the  art  of  writing  romantic 
tales  with  plenty  of  adventures,  unexpected 
meetings  and  discoveries,  much  love,  and 
improbabilities  enough  to  enchant  Eliza¬ 
bethan  readers  and  sell  the  book  up  to  any 
number  of  editions.  In  this  he  rivalled 
his  model  very  successfully,  and  his 
romances  were  among  the  most  popular 
of  the  time  of  Shakespeare.  The  number 
of  their  editions  was  extraordinary,  and 
they  were  renewed  at  almost  regular  in¬ 
tervals  up  to  the  eighteenth  century ; 
there  was  a  far  greater  demand  for  them 
than  for  any  play  of  Shakespeare. — Jus- 
serand,  J.  J.,  1890,  The  English  Novel  in 
the  Time  of  Shakespeare,  p.  193. 

He,  too,  was  borne  down  by  enslavement 
to  the  red  splendors  of  crime ;  his  very 
titles  carry  such  foretaste  of  foulness  we 
do  not  name  them.  There  are  bloody 
horrors  and  moral  ones.  Few  read  him 
for  love.  Murder  makes  room  for  incest, 
and  incest  sharpens  knives  for  murder. 
Animal  passions  run  riot ;  the  riot  is 
often  splendid,  but  never — to  my  mind — 
making  head  in  such  grand  dramatic 
utterance  as  crowns  the  gory  numbers  of 
Webster.  There  are  strong  passages, 
indeed,  gleaming  out  of  the  red  riotings 
like  blades  of  steel ;  now  and  then  some 
fine  touch  of  pathos — of  quiet  contem¬ 
plative  brooding  lying  amid  the  fiery 
wrack,  like  a  violet  on  banks  drenched 
with  turbid  floods;  but  they  are  rare,  and 
do  not  compensate — at  least  do  not  com¬ 
pensate  me — for  the  wadings  through 
bloody,  foul  quagmires  to  reach  them. — 
Mitchell,  Donald  G.,  1890,  English 
Lands  Letters  and  Kings,  From  Elizabeth 
to  Anne,  p.  91. 

In  reading  him  again  after  a  long  in¬ 
terval,  with  elements  of  wider  comparison, 
and  provided  with  more  trustworthy  tests, 
I  find  that  the  greater  part  of  what  I  once 
took  on  trust  as  precious  is  really  paste 
and  pinchbeck.  His  plays  seem  to  me 
now  to  be  chiefly  remarkable  for  that 
filigree-work  of  sentiment  which  we  call 


sentimentality.  The  word  “alchemy"  once 
had  a  double  meaning.  It  was  used  to 
signify  both  the  process  by  which  lead 
could  be  transmuted  into  gold,  and  the 
alloy  of  baser  metal  by  which  gold  could 
be  adulterated  without  losing  so  much  of 
its  specious  Hemblance  as  to  be  readily 
detected.  The  ring  of  the  true  metal  can 
be  partially  imitated,  and  for  a  while  its 
glow,  but  the  counterfeit  grows  duller  as 
the  genuine  grows  brighter  with  wear. 
The  greater  poets  have  found  out  the 
ennobling  secret,  the  lesser  ones  the  trick 
of  falsification.  Ford  seems  to  me  to  have 
been  a  master  in  it.  He  abounds  especially 
in  mock  pathos.  I  remember  when  he 
thoroughly  imposed  on  me. — Lowell, 
James  Russell,  1892,  Massinger  and 
Ford,  The  Old  English  Dramatists ,  cd. 
Norton,  p.  128. 

In  the  delineation  of  the  strongest 
human  passions— love,  grief,  revenge  * 
Ford  is  without  a  peer  among  the  later 
Elizabethan  dramatists.  He  Beeks,  in  own 
words,  to 

“Sing  out  a  lamentable  tale  of  thingB, 

Done  long  ago,  and  ill  done;  and  when  sighs 
Are  wearied,  piece  np  what  remains  behind 
With  weeping  eyes  and  heartB  that  bleed  to 
death.” 

He  has  no  dramatic  reserve,  and  shrinks 
from  no  touch  of  horror  that  caD  add  in¬ 
tensity  to  the  situation.  It  is  in  this  that 
his  want  of  due  restraint  betrays  itself. 
A  sane  and  healthy  mind  revolts  instinc¬ 
tively  from  such  scenes  as  that  in  which 
the  reaking  heart  of  Annabella  is  borne 
into  the  banquet-hall  on  the  dagger  of 
Giovanni ;  they  awaken  neither  pity  nor 
indignation,  nor  that  purifyiDg  rest  in 
aceompished  purpose,  which  is  the  highest 
end  of  tragedy.  We  are  first  stunned,  then 
repelled,  by  the  morbid  fatalism  of  his 
greatest  tragedies;  they  are  like  the  hos¬ 
pital-museums  where  human  deformities 
and  distortions  are  catalogued  and  ex¬ 
hibited,  and  from  which  we  long  to  escape 
into  the  fresh  air  and  sunshine. — Master- 
man,  J.  Howard  B.,  1897,  The  Age  of 
Milton,  p.  83. 

Last  of  all,  in  a  final  brief  blaze  of  the 
sinking  embers,  we  encounter  John  Ford, 
perhaps  as  genuine  a  tragic  poet  as  any  one 
of  his  forerunners,  Shakespeare  alone  ex¬ 
cepted,  reverting  for  a  moment  to  the  old 
splendid  diction,  the  haughty  disregard  of 
convention,  the  contempt  for  ethical 
restrictions.  And  so  the  brief  and 
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magnificent  school  of  English  drama,  begun 
by  Marlowe  scarcely  more  than  a  genera¬ 
tion  before, having  blazed  and  crackled  like 
a  forest  fire  fed  with  resinous  branches, 


sinks  almost  in  a  moment,  and  lingers  only 
as  a  heap  of  white  ash  and  glowing  char¬ 
coal. — Gosse,  Edmund,  1897,  Short  His¬ 
tory  of  Modern  English  Literature,  p.  138. 


Sir  William  Alexander 


Earl  of  Stirling 

15677-1640 

William  Alexander,  Earl  of  Sterling  minor  Scottish  poet,  born  about  1567  at 
Menstrie  House,  Alva,  studied  at  Glasgow  and  Leyden,  travelled  in  France,  Spain, 
and  Italy,  and  published  his  “Tragedie  of  Darius'’  (1603),  “Aurora”  (sonnets,  1604), 
“Croesus”  (1604),  “The  Alexandraean”  (1605),  and  “Julius  Caesar”  (1607).  He  was 
knighted  by  1609;  in  1613  was  attached  to  the  household  of  Prince  Charles;  in  1614 
was  made  Master  of  Requests  for  Scotland,  and  published  part  i.  of  his  huge  poem 
“Doomesday”  (part  ii.  1637).  He  received  in  1621  the  grant  of  “Nova  Scotia”  a  vast 
tract  in  Canada  and  what  now  is  United  States;  in  1631  he  was  made  sole  printer  of 
King  James’s  version  of  the  Psalms.  From  1626  till  his  death  he  was  the  (unpopular) 
Secretary  of  State  for  Scotland;  and  in  1627-31  he  was  also  made  Keeper  of  the 
Signet,  a  Commissioner  of  Exchequer,  and  a  Judge  of  the  Court  of  Session.  The 
French  pushed  their  conquests  in  America,  and  Alexander’s  grant  of  lands  became 
valueless.  In  1630  he  was  created  Viscount  and  in  1633  Earl  of  Stirling,  in  1639 
also  Earl  of  Dovan.  but  he  died  insolvent  in  London,  12th  September  1640. — Patrick 


and  Groom e,  1897,  erf.,  Chambers  s 
PERSONAL 
As  to  my  long  stay  in  these  parts,  ye 
shall  impute  it  [rather]  to  so  sociable  a 
company,  from  whom  I  am  even  loth  to 
depart,  than  to  a  wilful  neglect  of 
promised  coming  to  you.  Fortune  this 
last  day  was  so  favourable  as  by  plain 
blindness  to  acquaint  me  with  that  most 
excellent  spirit  and  rarest  gem  of  our 
North,  S.  W.  A.  [Sir  William  Alexander] ; 
for,  coming  near  his  house.  I  had  almost 
been  a  Christian  father  to  one  of  his 
children.  He  accepted  me  so  kindly, 
aod  made  me  so  good  an  entertainment 
(which,  whatsomever,  with  him  I  could 
not  have  thought  but  good), that  I  cannot 
well  show.  Tables  removed,  after  Homer's 
fashion  well  satiate,  he  honoured  me  so 
much  as  to  show  me  his  books  and  papers. 
This  much  I  will  say,  and  perchance  not 
without  reason  dare  say:  he  hath  done 
more  in  one  day  than  Tasso  did  all  his  life 
and  Bartas  in  his  two  weeks,  though  both 
one  and  the  other  be  most  praiseworthy. 
I  esteemed  of  him,  before  I  was  acquaint 
with  him,  because  of  his  works ;  but  I  pro¬ 
test  henceforth  I  will  esteem  of  his  works 
because  of  his  own  good,  courteous,  meek 
disposition.  He  entreated  me  to  have  made 
longer  stay ;  and,  believe  me,  I  was  as  sorry 
to  depart  as  a  new  enamoured  lover  would 
be  from  his  mistress.— Drummond,  Will¬ 
iam,  1614,  Letter,  Life  by  Matson,  p.  41. 


Dictionary ,  p.  88o. 

So  Scotland  sent  us  hither  for  our  owu 
That  man  whose  name  I  ever  would  have 
known 

To  stand  by  miuo,  that  most  ingenious  knight, 
My  Alexander,  to  whom  in  his  right 
I  want  extremely,  yet  in  speaking  thus 
I  do  but  show  the  love  that  was  ’twixt  ub, 
And  not  his  numbers,  which  were  brave  and 
high, 

So  like  his  mind  was  his  clear  poesie. 
—Drayton,  Michael,  C1627,  Of  Poeit 
and  Poesie. 

The  purity  of  this  gentleman’s  vein  was. 
quite  spoiled  by  the  corruptness  of  his. 
courtiership ;  and  so  much  the  greater 
pity;  for  by  all  appearance,  had  he  beet, 
contented  with  that  mediocrity  of  fortune 
he  was  born  unto,  and  not  aspired  to  those 
grandeurs  of  the  court,  which  could  not 
without  pride  be  prosecuted,  nor  main¬ 
tained  without  covetousness,  he  might 
have  made  a  far  better  account  of  himself.. 
It  did  not  satisfie  his  ambition  to  have  a 
laurel  from  the  Muses,  and  to  be  esteemed 
a  king  amongst  poets,  but  he  must  be  king 
of  some  new-found-land  ;  and,  like  another 
Alexander  indeed,  searching  after  new 
worlds,  have  the  soveraignty  of  Nova 
Scotia. — Urquhart,  Sir  Thomas,  1652„ 
2.K<TKv/3a\avpov ;  or,  the  Discovery  of  a  most 
exquisite  Jewel,  p.  207. 

So  this  the  end  of  our  long  acquaintance 
with  Alexander  of  Menstrie.  On  tbe 
whole,  we  must  pronounce  him  about  tbe 
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most  unfortunate  Scot  of  his  time.  Better 
for  his  memory  had  he  died  long  ago,  when 
he  was  still  only  Alexander  of  Menstrie, 
or  at  least  no  more  than  that  Sir  William 
Alexander, "the  rarest  gem  of  ournorth," 
with  whom  it  had  been  such  a  delight  to 
Drummond  to  have  that  first  meeting  in 
the  Clackmannanshire  mansion  in  1614, 
when  they  revelled  over  books  and  papers, 
and  became  Damon  and  Alexis  to  each 
other.  What  had  all  the  intermediate 
courtiership  and  climbing,  with  the 
Scottish  Secretaryship,  the  Novia  Scotia 
Charter,  the  Viscountcy,  the  Earldom, 
the  splendid  new  family  edifice  at  Stirling, 
been  really  worth?  It  had  been  all  per 
metre ,  per  turners,  all  by  a  dirty  applica¬ 
tion  of  talent,  all  at  the  expense  of  the 
growing  hatred  of  his  countrymen  at  every 
step,  and,  what  was  worst,  with  no  such 
countervailing  consciousness  of  right,  nor 
even  such  iron  wilfulness  in  wrong,  as  have 
borne  up  better  or  stronger  men  through 
that  form  of  calamity.  If  the  hatred  had 
lessened  at  the  end.  it  had  only  been 
because  much  of  it  had  been  turned  into 
contemptuous  pity.  Broken  down  by  the 
loss  of  two  of  his  sons,  deep  in  debt,  and 
with  the  future  of  his  family  overclouded, 
he  had  persevered  through  the  First 
Bishop’s  War  in  the  routine  of  his  fatal 
Secretaryship,  to  become  a  kind  of  under¬ 
ling  at  last  of  Hamilton  and  Traquair  in 
arranging  the  new  onslaught  on  Scotland 
which  the  King  had  decreed.  That  was  his 
final  appearance  in  the  world.  All  that 
one  sees  more  is  the  ship  toiling  along  the 
eastern  coast  with  the  leaden  coffin  in  her 
hold,  and  the  farther  conveyance  of  the 
same  up  the  windings  of  the  Forth,  to  be 
laid,  at  dead  of  night,  beside  the  other 
coffins  in  the  vault  in  Stirling  Church. 
There  he  lies,  I  suppose,  to  this  day, 
vaguely  remembered  as  the  second-rate 
Scottish  sycophant  of  an  inglorious  des¬ 
potism,  and  the  author  of  a  larger  quan¬ 
tity  of  fluent  and  stately  English  verse 
which  no  one  reads. — Masson,  David, 
1873,  Drummond  of  Hawthornden,  p.  328. 

GENERAL 

Thy  Phoenix -Muse  still  wing’d  with  wonders 
flyes, 

Praise  of  our  brookes,  staine  to  old  Pin  das' 
springs, 

And  who  thee  follow  would,  scarce  with 
their  eyes 

Can  reach  the  sphere  where  thou  most  sweet¬ 
ly  sings. 


Though  string’d  with  starres  heavens  Or¬ 
pheus'  harpe  enroll  e, 

More  worthy  thine  to  blaze  about  the  Pole. 
— Drummond,  William,  1614,  To  Sir 
William  Alexander,  Verse*  Prefixed  to 
Doomesday. 

The  Occasion  of  his  being  mention’d  in 
our  Catalogue,  is,  from  "four  Moriarchick 
Tragedies,"  (as  he  stiles  them,)  which 
are  in ‘print  under  his  Name,  viz.  '‘The 
Alexandrian  Tragedy,"  "Croesus," 
“Darius,"  and  "Julius  Caesar.”  These 
Plays  seem  to  be  writ  with  great  Judg¬ 
ment,  and  (if  I  mistake  not)  the  Author 
has  propos’d  the  Ancients,  for  his  Pattern ; 
by  bringing  in  the  Chorus  between  the 
Acts.  They  are  grave,  and  sententious, 
throughout,  like  the  Tragedies  of  Seneca; 
and  yet  where  the  softer,  and  more  tender 
Passions  are  touch’ t,  they  seem  as  moving, 
as  the  Plays  so  much  in  vogue  with  the 
Ladies  of  this  Age.  The  greatest  objec¬ 
tion  that  I  know  against  them,  is  the 
Choice  the  Author  has  made  of  his  Verse, 
which  is  alternate,  like  the  Quatrains  of 
the  French  Poet  Pibrach;  or  Sr.  William 
Davenant’ s  Heroick  Poem,  call’d  "Gondi- 
bert."— Langbaine,  Gerard,  1691,  An 
Account  of  the  Eiiglisk  Dramatick  Poets. 

Enjoyed  a  higher  reputation  than  Drum¬ 
mond  in  his  time.  His  monarchical  trag¬ 
edies  are  full  of  ostentatious  morality, 
diffused  through  smooth,  rhetorical  stan¬ 
zas,  without  a  single  spark  of  celestial 
fire.— Laing,  Malcolm,  1800-4,  The  His¬ 
tory  of  Scotland,  vol.  in,  p.  477. 

Wrote  some  very  heavy  tragedies ;  but 
there  is  elegance  of  expression  in  a  few  of 
his  shorter  pieces.— Campbell,  Thomas, 
1819,  Specimens  of  the  British  Poets. 

He  is  rather  the  poet  of  sentiment  than 
of  imagination:  his  works  are  less  fre¬ 
quently  distinguished  by  bold  flights  of 
fancy,  than  by  a  philosophical  vein  of  re¬ 
flection  ;  but  he  often  displays  considera¬ 
ble  vigour  of  conception,  and  expresses 
his  thoughts  with  suitable  force  and  dig¬ 
nity.  The  Earl  of  Orford  has  character¬ 
ized  him  as  a  poet  "greatly  superior  to 
the  age;"  and  if  we  compare  him  with 
such  writers  as  Donne  and  Cowley,  he  cer¬ 
tainly  appears  to  no  small  advantage.  Hia 
style,  though  not  entirely  free  from  Scot- 
icisms,  and  from  harsh  combinations,  is 
frequently  conspicuous  for  its  nervous 
simplicity.— Irving,  David,  1861,  History 
qf  Scotish  Poetry,  ed.  Carlyle,  p.  522. 
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The  chief  literary  beauties  of  these 
plays  consist  in  their  lyrical  passages, 
which  however  are  unequal  in  excellence, 
and  weary  by  the  sameness  of  their 
themes.  The  cadence  of  the  quatrains 
which  build  up  the  dialogue  is  frequently 
pleasing,  and  its  turns  are  often  felicitous ; 
but  the  general  effect  remains  that  of  a 
volume  of  speech  extremely  prolix,  and 
marred  by  affectations  of  style  as  well  as 
by  defects  of  construction  and  by  occa¬ 
sional  lapses  into  baldness  of  expression. 
The  aid  of  antithesis  and  of  alliteration  is 
frequently  called  in.  without  any  signal 
advantage  being  gained  in  the  way  of  va¬ 
riety  of  effect.  Elevated  in  tone,  and 
often  vigorous  as  well  as  dignified  in  sen¬ 
timent,  and  manifesting  the  operation  of 
an  observing  mind  together  with  the  in¬ 
fluence  of  a  carefully  trained  taste,  these 
tragedies  retain  no  interest  for  anybody 
but  the  literary  student,  whom  alone  they 
can  be  supposed  to  have  been  originally 
intended  to  please. — Ward,  Adolphus 
William,  1875-99,  A  History  of  English 
Dramatic  Literature ,  vol.  II,  p.  625. 
Broadly,  his  poems  are  weighty  with 
lought  after  the  type  of  Fulk  Greville, 
ord  Brooke,  though  scarcely  so  obscure 
as  his.  His  tragedies  have  “brave  trans- 
lunary  things,”  if  laboured  and  dull  as  a 
whole.  His  “Avrora”  and  minor  pieces 
are  elegant  and  musical.  There  is  less 
of  conceit  in  the  merely  conceitful  sense 
than  was  common  with  contemporaries, 
and  if  you  only  persevere,  opalescent  hues 
edge  long  passages  otherwise  comparable 
with  mist  and  fog.  As  a  man  he  grows 
in  our  regard  the  nearer  one  gets  at  the 
facts.  Manlier  speech  never  was  ad¬ 
dressed  to  kings  than  by  him  in  his  “Pa- 
raenesis”  and  “Tragedies”  and  elsewhere. 
His  “noble  poverty”  is  the  best  vindica¬ 
tion  of  his  integrity.  He  stands  above 
any  contemporary  Scot,  alike  in  many- 
sidedness  and  strenuousness  of  character. 
— Grosart,  A.  B.,  1885,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography ,  vol.  I,  p.  280. 

Alexander  had  indeed  more  power  of 
sustained  versification  than  his  friend 
Drummond,  though  he  hardly  touches  the 
latter  in  point  of  the  poetical  merit  of 
short  isolated  passages  and  poems. — 
Salisbury,  George,  1887,  Histoi-y  of 
Elizabethan  Literature,  p.  311. 

The  sonnets  never  reach  a  high  level. 
They  betray  in  numerous  ingenuities  of 


fancy  and  expression  the  “conceitie 
braine,”  and  have  all  the  artificiality  and 
more  than  all  the  monotony  to  be  looked 
for  in  so  long  a  series  devoted  to  the 
praises  of  a  mistress  and  lamentations  of 
her  cruelty.  .  .  The  “Monarchicke 

Tragedies”  are  of  all  dramas  the  least 
dramatic.  They  are  slow  in  movement, 
full  of  repetitions,  destitute  of  living 
human  characters,  unfit  alike  for  the 
stage  and  the  study.  Little  or  nothing  is 
given  as  enacted ;  there  is  not  even  vig¬ 
orous  and  progressive  narrative,  but,  in¬ 
stead,  windy  commonplace  reflections. 

.  They  stand  apart  from  the  true 
Elizabethan  play  with  its  abounding  life, 
its  vigorous  action,  its  fulness  of  present 
interest.  As  little,  perhaps  even  less, 
have  they  any  vital  relation  to  the  clas¬ 
sical  drama.  ...  If  Alexander  sug¬ 
gests  anybody  in  the  annals  of  dramatic 
composition  it  is  Lorde  Brooke ;  and  that 
because  of  common  defects  rather  than 
common  merits.  The  works  of  both  are 
equally  preposterous  as  plays;  but  Alex¬ 
ander's  have  not  the  power  and  weight  of 
thought  which  half  redeems  Lord  Brooke’s 
tragedies.  .  .  .  “Paraenesis  to  Prince 

Henry,”  a  poem  of  considerable  length  on 
the  duties  of  a  king.  It  has  been  extrav¬ 
agantly  praised;  but  the  grounds  of  the 
panegyric  are  hard  to  discover.  There  is 
evidence  of  considerable  learning,  of  keen 
intelligence,  and  on  the  whole  of  more  in¬ 
dependence  of  mind  than  was  to  be  ex¬ 
pected  from  a  courtier  in  the  court  of 
James.  .  .  “Doomesday,”  which 

in  length  almost  rivals  the  other  works  of 
its  author  collectively  and  in  dreariness, 
surpasses  all. — Walker,  Hugh,  1893, 
Three  Centuries  of  Scottish  Literature,  vol. 
l,  pp.  135,  136,  137,  138. 

An  undue  neglect  has  hitherto  been  Alex¬ 
ander’s  fortune  at  the  hands  of  literary 
appraisers.  For  this  the  great  extent  of 
his  writings  is  largely  to  blame,  hiding 
the  grains  of  gold  in  an  earthen  bed.  But 
the  insight,  wisdom,  and  independent 
spirit,  apart  from  the  frequent  beauties 
of  his  work,  must  always  make  even  his 
longest  poems  worth  perusal,  and  among 
the  monuments  of  his  time  and  of  Scotland 
a  niche  of  high  honour  of  his  own  must 
remain  to  the  Earl  of  Stirling  as  distinc¬ 
tively  the  poet-counsellor  of  kings.— 
Ey re-Todd,  George,  1895,  Scottish  Poetry 
of  the  Seventeenth  Century,  p.  74. 
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1577-1640 

Robert  Burton,  author  of  the  “Anatomy  of  Melancholy,”  was  born  at  Lindley, 
Leicestershire,  on  the  8th  February  1576.  He  attended  the  grammar  schools  ot 
Nuneaton  and  Sutton  Goldfields,  and  at  the  age  of  seventeen  entered  Brasenose 
College,  Oxford.  In  1599  he  was  elected  student  of  Christ  Church,  and  in  1614  took 
the  degree  of  B.  D.  In  1616  he  was  presented  to  the  vicarage  of  St.  Thornas, 

1636  to  the  rectory  of  Segrave.  He  died  on  the  25th  of  January  1639-40.  Ihe 
Anatomy  of  Melancholy,  what  it  is,  with  all  the  kinds,  causes,  symptoms,  prognostics, 
and  several  cures  of  it:  In  three  partitions,  with  their  several  sections,  members, 
and  sub-sections,  philosophically,  medicinally,  historically  opened  and  cut  up :  By  De¬ 
mocritus  Junior,  with  a  satyrical  preface  conducing  to  the  following  discourse,  was 
published  in  1621.  Our  information  with  regard  to  the  strange  author  of  this 
strange  book  is  very  scanty. — Baynes,  Thomas  Spencer,  1875,  ed.,  Encyclopedia 
Britannica.  Ninth  ed..  vol.  iv.  v.  571. 


PERSONAL 

He  was  an  exact  mathematician,  a 
curious  calculator  of  nativities,  a  general 
read  scholar,  a  thoro’-pac’d  philologist, 
and  one  that  understood  the  surveying  of 
lands  well.  As  he  was  by  many  accounted 
a  severe  student,  a  devourer  of  authors,  a 
melancholy  and  humorous  person ;  so  by 
others,  who  knew  him  well,  a  person  of 
great  honesty,  plain  dealing  and  charity. 
I  have  heard  some  of  the  ancients  of  Ch. 
Ch.  often  say  that  his  company  was  very 
merry,  facete  and  juvenile,  and  no  man  in 
his  time  did  surpass  him  for  his  ready  and 
dexterous  interlarding  his  common  dis¬ 
courses  among  them  with  verses  from  the 
poets  or  sentences  from  classical  authors. 
Which  being  then  all  the  fashion  in  the  uni¬ 
versity,  made  his  company  more  accepta¬ 
ble.  .  .  .  He  the  said  R.  Burton  paid 

his  last  debt  to  nature,  in  his  chamber  in 
Ch.  Ch.  at,  or  very  near  that  time,  which 
he  had  some  years  before  foretold  from 
the  calculation  of  his  own  nativity. 
Which  being  exact,  several  of  the  students 
did  not  forbear  to  whisper  among  them¬ 
selves,  that  rather  than  there  should  be  a 
mistake  in  the  calculation,  he  sent  up  his 
soul  to  heaven  thro’  a  slip  about  his  neck. 
His  body  was  afterwards  with  due  solem¬ 
nity  buried  near  that  of  Dr.  Rob.  Weston, 
in  the  north  aisle  which  joyns  next  to  the 
choir  of  the  Cath.  of  Ch.  Church,  on  the 
27  of  January  in  sixteen  hundred  thirty 
and  nine.  Over  his  grave  was  soon  after 
erected  a  comely  monument  on  the  upper 
pillar  of  the  said  isle,  with  his  bust  painted 
to  the  life :  On  the  right  hand  of  which, 
is  the  calculation  of  his  nativity,  and 
under  the  bust  this  inscription  made  by 
himself;  all  put  up  by  the  care  of  William 


Burton  his  brother.  Paucis  notus,  pau- 
cioribus  ignotus,  hie  jacet  Democritus  jun¬ 
ior ,  cui  vitam  dedit,  &c.,  mortem  Melan¬ 
cholia.  Obiit  viii.  Id.  Jan.  A.  C.  M. 
DCXXXIX.  He  left  behind  him  a  very 
choice  library  of  books,  many  of  which  he 
bequeathed  to  that  of  Bodley,  and  a  hun¬ 
dred  pounds  to  tyiy  five  pounds  yearly  for 
the  supplying  of  Ch.  Ch.  library  with 
books. — Wood,  Anthony,  1691-1721, 
Athene  Oxonienses,  vol.  I,  f.  628. 

The  earl  of  Southampton  went  into  a 
shop  and  inquired  of  the  bookseller  for 
Burton’s  “Anatomy  of  Melancholly.” 
Mr.  Burton  sate  in  a  corner  of  the  shop  at 
that  time.  Says  the  bookseller,  My  lord, 
if  you  please,  I  can  shew  you  the  author. 
He  did  so.  Mr.  Burton,  says  the  earl, 
your  servant.  Mr.  Southampton,  says  Mr. 
Burton,  your  servant,  and  away  he  went. 
— Hearne,  Thomas.1713,  Reliquiae  Bearn- 
ianae,  ed.  Bliss,  Aug.  2,  vol.  I,  p.  282. 

Mr.  Burton  was  one  of  the  most  face¬ 
tious  and  pleasant  companions  of  that  age, 
but  his  conversation  was  very  innocent. 
It  was  the  way  then  to  mix  a  great  deal 
of  Latin  in  discoursing,  at  which  he  was 
wonderfull  ready,  (in  the  manner  his  book 
is  wrote,)  which  is  now  looked  upon  as 
pedantry.  Ant  4  Wood  was  a  great  ad¬ 
mirer  of  Mr.  Burton,  and  of  the  books  he 
bequeathed  to  the  Bodleian  library,  a  great 
many  of  which  were  little  historicall  di¬ 
verting  pamphlets,  now  grown  wonderfull 
scarce,  which  Mr.  Burton  used  to  divert 
himself  with,  as  he  did  with  other  little 
merry  books,  of  which  there  are  many  in 
his  benefaction,  one  of  which  is  “The  His¬ 
tory  of  Tom  Thumb.  "—Hearne,  Thomas, 
1733-34,  Reliquiae  Heamiance,  ed.  Bliss, 
Jan.  28,  vol.  HI,  p.  115. 
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ANATOMY  OF  MELANCHOLY 
1G2I 

Wherein  he  hath  piled  up  variety  of 
much  excellent  Learning.  .  .  Scarce 
any  Book  of  Philology  in  our  Land  hath  in 
so  short  a  time  passed  so  many  Impres¬ 
sions. — -Fuller,  Thomas,  1662,  The  ITor- 
thics  of  England,  erf.  Nichols,  vol.  I,  p.  571. 

'Tis  a  book  so  full  of  variety  of  read¬ 
ing,  that  gentlemen  who  have  lost  their 
time  and  are  put  to  a  push  for  invention, 
may  furnish  themselves  with  matter  for 
common  or  scholastical  discourse  and  writ¬ 
ing.  Several  authors  have  unmercifully 
Btolen  matter  from  the  said  book  without 
any  acknowledgment. — Wood,  Anthony, 
16*91  1721,  Athcnce  Oxonicnses,  vol.  I,  /. 
628. 

If  you  never  saw  Burton  upon  Melan¬ 
choly,  printed  1676,  pray  look  into  it, 
and  read  the  ninth  page  of  his  Preface, 
“Democritus  to  the  Reader.”  There  is 
something  there  which  touches  the  point 
we  are  upon ;  but  I  mention  the  author  to 
you,  as  the  pleasantest,  the  most  learned, 
and  the  most  full  of  sterling  sense.  The 
vits  of  Queen  Anne’s  reign,  and  the  begin- 
jng  of  George  the  First,  were  not  a  little 
bholden  to  him. — Herring,  Thomas, 
f 28-57,  Letters  to  William  Duncombe. 
Jan .  23.  No  book  sold  better  formerly 
than  Burton’s  “Anatomy  of  Melancholy, ” 
in  which  there  is  great  variety  of  learn¬ 
ing,  so  that  it  hath  been  a  common-place 
for  filchers.  It  hath  a  great  many  im¬ 
pressions,  and  the  bookseller  got  an  estate 
by  it;  but  now  ’tis  disregarded,  and  a 
good  fair  perfect  copy  (altho’  of  the  7th 
impression)  may  be  purchased  for  one  shil¬ 
ling,  well  bound,  which  occasion’d  a  gen¬ 
tleman  yesterday  (who  observ’d  how  many 
books,  that  were  topping  books  formerly, 
and  were  greedily  bought  at  great  prices, 
were  turn’d  to  wast  paper)  to  say,  that 
sir  Isaac  Newton  he  believ’d,  would  also 
in  time  be  turned  to  wast  paper;  an  ob¬ 
servation  which  is  very  likely  to  prove 
true.— Hearne,  Thomas,  1733*34,  Re¬ 
liquiae  Hearniunce ,  vol.  ill,  p.  113. 

He  compiled  “The  Anatomy  of  Melan¬ 
choly,”  a  book  which  has  been  universally 
read  and  admired.  This  work  is,  for  the 
most  part,  what  the  author  himself  styles 
it  “a  Cento;”  but  it  is  a  very  ingenious 
one.  His  quotations,  which  abound  in 
every  page,  are  pertinent ;  but  if  he  had 
made  more  use  of  his  invention,  and  less 


of  his  common-place  book, his  work  would 
perhaps  have  been  more  valuable  than  it 
is.  He  is  generally  free  from  the  affected 
language,  and  ridiculous  metaphors,  which 
disgrace  most  of  the  books  of  his  time. — 
Granger,  James,  1769- 1824,  Biographical 
History  of  England,  vol.  II,  p.  70. 

Burton’s  “Anatomy  of  Melancholy,”  he 
said,  was  the  only  book  that  ever  took  him 
out  of  bed  two  hours  sooner  than  he 
wished  to  rise. — Johnson,  Samuel,  1770, 
Life  by  Boswell,  vol.  Ill,  ch.  v. 

It  will  be  no  detraction  from  the  power 
of  Milton's  original  genius  and  invention, 
to  remark,  that  he  seems  to  have  borrowed 
the  subject  of  “L’Allegro”  and  “11  Pen- 
seroso,  ”  together  with  some  particular 
thoughts,  expressions,  and  rhymes,  more 
especially  the  idea  of  a  contrast  between 
these  two  dispositions,  from  a  forgotten 
poem  prefixed  to  the  first  edition  of  Bur¬ 
ton’s  Anatomy  of  Melancholy,  entitled, 
“The  Author’s  Abstract  of  Melancholy ; 
or,  A  Dialogue  between  Pleasure  and 
Pain.”  Here  pain  is  Melancholy.  It  was 
written,  as  I  conjecture,  about  the  year 
1600.  I  will  make  no  apology  for  ab¬ 
stracting  and  citing  as  much  of  this  poem 
as  will  be  sufficient  to  prove, to  a  discern¬ 
ing  reader,  how  far  it  had  taken  possession 
of  Milton’s  mind.  The  measure  will  ap¬ 
pear  to  be  the  same ;  and  that  our  author 
was  at  least  an  attentive  reader  of  Bur¬ 
ton’s  book,  may  be  already  concluded  from 
the  traces  of  resemblance  which  I  have 
incidentally  noticed  in  passing  through 
the  “L’Allegro”  and  “II  Penseroso.”  .  .  . 
As  to  the  very  elaborate  work  to  which 
these  visionary  verses  are  no  unsuitable 
introduction,  the  writer’s  variety  of 
learning,  his  quotations  from  scarce  and 
curious  books,  his  pedantry  sparkling  with 
rude  wit  and  shapeless  elegance,  miscel¬ 
laneous  matter,  intermixture  of  agreeable 
tales  and  illustrations,  and,  perhaps,  above 
all,  the  singularities  of  his  feelings, 
clothed  in  an  uncommon  quaintness  of 
style,  have  contributed  to  render  it,  even 
to  modern  readers,  a  valuable  repository 
of  amusement  and  information. — War- 
ton,  Thomas,  1785,  erf.  Milton's  Poems  on 
several  occasions,  p.  94. 

The  book,  in  my  opinion,  most  useful  to 
a  man  who  wishes  to  acquire  the  reputa¬ 
tion  of  being  well  read,  with  the  least 
trouble,  is  Burton’s  “Anatomy  of  Melan¬ 
choly,”  the  most  amusing  and  instructive 
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medley  of  quotations  and  classical  anec¬ 
dotes  1  ever  perused.  But  a  superficial 
reader  must  take  care,  or  his  intricacies 
will  bewilder  him.  If,  however,  he  has 
patience  to  go  through  his  volumes,  he 
will  be  more  improved  for  literary  con¬ 
versation  than  by  the  perusal  of  any 
twenty  other  works  with  which  I  am  ac¬ 
quainted, — at  least  in  the  English  lan¬ 
guage.  -Byron,  Lord,  1807,  Life,  Letters 
and  Journals,  c<L  Moore,  p.  48. 

After  all,  we  know  little  or  nothing  of 
the  extraordinary  author  of  this  extraor¬ 
dinary  production  -which,  it  has  been  said, 
was  the  only  work  that  could  force  Dr. 
Johnson  from  his  bed  two  hours  earlier 
than  he  wished  to  rise.  This  might  have 
happened  once  in  his  life  :  for  Burton’s 
book  is,  in  a  great  measure,  a  task  to  peruse. 
You  can  scarcely  travel  through  thirty 
pages,  without  taking  at  least  a  good 
long  breathing  pause.  The  multiplicity, 
the  redundancy,  the  faint  forced  analogy, 
of  the  quotations — the  utter  absurdity  of 
the  physical  illustrations— and  the  limited 
knowledge  of  pathology,  are  heavy  clogs 
to  a  free  and  unrestrained  perusal. 
Dibdin,  Thomas  Frognall,  1824,  The 
Library  Companion,  p.  599,  note. 

Mary  bids  me  warn  you  not  to  read  the 
“Anatomyof  Melancholy"  inyour  present 
low  way.  You’ll  fancy  yourself  a  pipkin 
or  a  headless  bear,  as  Burton  speaks  of. 
You'll  be  lost  in  a  maze  of  remedies 
for  a  labyrinth  of  diseasements — a  pleth¬ 
ora  of  cures. — Lamd,  Charles,  1826, 
Letter  to  J.  B.  Dibdin,  Letters,  ed.  Ainger, 
vol.  II. 

He  is  clogged  by  excess  cf  reading, 
like  others  of  his  age ;  and  we  may  peruse 
entire  chapters  without  finding  more  than 
a  few  lines  that  belong  to  himself.  This 
becomes  a  wearisome  style ;  and,  for  my 
own  part,  I  have  not  found  much  pleasure 
in  glancing  over  the  "Anatomy  of  Melan¬ 
choly."  It  may  be  added,  that  he  has 
been  a  collector  of  stories,  far  more 
strange  than  true,  from  those  records  of 
figments,  the  old  medical  writers  of  the 
sixteenth  century,  and  other  equally  de¬ 
ceitful  sources. — Hallam,  Henry,  1837- 
39, Introduction  to  the  Literature  of  Europe, 
pt.  iii,  eh.  vii,  par.  38. 

The  book  was,  in  truth.no  mere  literary 
feat,  but  the  genuine  counterpart,  in  a 
strange  literary  form, of  a  mind  as  unusual. 
Burton’s  place  iB  in  that  extraordinary 


class  of  humorists,  of  which,  in  modern 
times,  Rabelais,  Swift,  and  Jean  Paul  are, 
though  with  obvious  mutual  difference!}, 
the  other  best  known  examples. — Masson, 
David,  1858,  The  Life  of  John  Mi  Urn,  vol. 
I,  ch.  vi. 

As  a  writer,  Burton  ranks,  in  some 
points, with  Montaigne,  and  in  others  with 
Sir  Thomas  Browne.  He  resembles  the 
first  in  simplicity,  bon/iommie,  and  mis¬ 
cellaneous  learning,  and  the  other  in 
rambling  manner,  quaint  phraseology,  and 
fantastic  imagination.  Neither  of  the 
three  could  be  said  to  write  books,  but 
they  accumulated  vast  storehouses,  whence 
thousands  of  volumes  might  be,  and  have 
been  compiled.  There  is  nothing  in  Bur¬ 
ton  so  low  as  in  many  of  the  ‘‘Essays’’  of 
Montaigne,  but  there  is  nothing  so  lofty 
as  in  passages  of  Browne’s  "Religio 
Medici"  and  “Urn-Burial.”  Burton  has 
been  a  favourite  quarry  to  literary  thieves, 
among  whom  Sterne,  in  his  "Tristram 
Shandy,”  stands  pre-eminent. — Gilfil- 
lan,  George,  1860,  ed .,  Specimens  of  the 
Less-Known  British  Poets,  vol.  I,  p.  267. 

It  is  an  extraordinary  accumulation  of 
out-of-the-way  learning,  interspersed, 
somewhat  in  the  manner  of  Montaigne’s 
"Essays,"  with  original  matter,  but  with 
this  among  other  differences, — that  in 
Montaigne  the  quotations  have  the  air  of 
being  introduced,  as  we  know  that  in  fact 
they  were,  to  illustrate  the  original 
matter,  which  is  the  web  of  the  discourse, 
they  but  the  embroidery ;  whereas  in  Bur¬ 
ton  the  learning  is  rather  the  web,  upon 
which  what  he  has  got  to  say  of  his  own 
is  worked  in  by  way  of  forming  a  sort  of 
decorative  figure.  Burton  is  far  from 
having  the  variety  or  abundance  of  Mon¬ 
taigne ;  but  there  is  considerable  point  and 
penetration  in  his  style,  and  he  says  many 
striking  things  in  a  sort  of  half-splenetic, 
half-jocular  humor,  which  many  readers 
have  found  wonderfully  stimulating. — 
Craik,  George  L.,  1861,  A  Compendious 
History  of  English  Literature  and  of  the 
English  Language,  vol.  I,  p.  618. 

Burton  had  an  odd  sort  of  humor,  and 
an  idle  hour  may  be  whiled  away  pleasantly 
enough  by  opening  his  book  almost  any¬ 
where  ;  but,  as  for  science,  it  is  not  to 
writers  of  his  stamp  that  one  must  go  for 
that.— Arnold,  Thomas,  1862-87,  A 
Manual  of  English  Literature,  p.  123. 

An  ecclesiastic  and  university  recluse, 
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who  passed  his  life  in  libraries,  and 
dabbled  in  all  the  sciences,  as  learned  as 
Rabelais,  of  an  inexhaustible  and  over- 
flowing  memory ;  unequal,  moreover, gifted 
with  enthusiasm,  and  spasmodically  gay, 
but  as  a  rule  sad  and  morose,  to  the  extent 
of  confessing  in  his  epitaph  that  melan¬ 
choly  made  up  his  life  and  his  death;  in 
the  first  place  original,  enamoured  of  his 
own  intelligence,  and  one  of  the  earliest 
models  of  that  singular  English  mood 
which,  withdrawing  man  within  himself, 
develops  in  him,  at  one  time  imagination, 
at  another  scrupulousness,  at  another 
oddity,  and  makes  of  him,  according  to 
circumstances,  a  poet,  and  eccentric,  a 
humorist,  a  madman,  or  a  puritan.  He 
read  on  for  thirty  years,  put  an  encyclo¬ 
paedia  into  his  head,  and  now,  to  amuse 
and  relieve  himself,  takes  a  folio  of  blank 
paper.  Twenty  lines  of  a  poet,  a  dozen 
lines  of  a  treatise  on  agriculture,  a  folio 
column  of  heraldry,  the  patience,  the  rec¬ 
ord  of  the  fever  fits  of  hypochondria,  the 
history  of  the  particle  que,  a  scrap  of 
metaphysics,  — this  is  what  passes  through 
his  brain  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour  :  it  is  a 
carnival  of  ideas  and  phrases, Greek, Latin, 
German,  French,  Italian,  philosophical, 
geometrical,  medical,  poetical,  astrolog¬ 
ical,  musical,  pedagogic,  heaped  one  on 
the  other  ;  an  enormous  medley,  a  pro¬ 
digious  mass  of  jumbled  quotations,  jos¬ 
tling  thoughts  with  the  vivacity  and  the 
transport  of  a  feast  of  unreason. — Taine, 
H.  A.,  1871,  History  of  English  Literature, 
tr.  Van  Laun,  vol.  I,  bk.  ii,  ch.  i,  p.  209. 

One  of  the  most  fascinating  books  in 
literature.  .  .  .  Commonplace  writers 
have  described  the  “Anatomy”as  a  mere 
collection  of  quotations,  a  piece  of  patch- 
work.  The  description  is  utterly  untrue. 
On  every  page  is  the  impress  of  a  singu¬ 
larly  deep  and  original  genius.  As  a 
humorist  Burton  bears  some  resemblance 
to  Sir  Thomas  Browne ;  this  vein  of  semi- 
serious  humour  is,  to  his  admirers,  one  of 
the  chief  attractions  of  his  style. — Bul- 
len,  A.  H.,  1886,  Dictionary  of  National 
Biography,  vol.  vin,  pp.  12,  14. 

An  excellent  book  to  steal  from— 
whether  quotations  or  crusty  notions  of 
the  author’s  own.— Mitchell,  Donald 
G., 1S90,  English  Lands  Letters  and  Kings , 
From.  Elizabeth  to  Anne,  p.  144,  note. 

Burton  occupied  rather  more  than 
twenty  years,  from  the  time  of  his  election 


to  a  position  of  learned  ease,  in  shaping 
his  book  for  its  first  appearance  in  1621 : 
he  spent  rather  less  than  another  twenty 
in  refashioning  and  perfecting  the  work. 
Frequently  as  it  has  been  reprinted, no  at¬ 
tempt  has  ever  yet  been  made  to  execute 
a  critical  edition,  indicating  the  varia¬ 
tions  which  were  thus  introduced  by  him 
on  the  four  occasions  when  reissues  were 
called  for  in  his  own  lifetime.  These 
alterations  and  additions  are  very  numer¬ 
ous  and  very  considerable,  and  the  author 
not  unfrequently  draws  attention  to  them 
in  the  text.  But  lie  has  never,  in  making 
them,  broken  through  the  singular  unity 
and  control  of  treatment  which  the  book 
shows.  As  far  as  the  minutiae  of  style 
are  concerned,  Burton’s  characteristics 
are  well  marked,  and  not  very  numerous. 
His  method  of  quotation  obliges  him  of 
necessity  to  immense  sentences,  or  rather 
clauseheaps.  But  it  is  noteworthy  that 
when  he  intermits  citation  and  narrates 
or  argues  in  his  own  person  he  is  less,  not 
more,  given  than  his  contemporaries  to 
the  long  sentence,  and  frequency  has  a 
distinctly  terse  and  crisp  arrangement  of 
the  members  of  his  paragraph. — Saints- 
bury,  George,  1893,  English  Prose,  ed. 
Craik ,  vol.  II,  p.  116. 

There  is  entertainment  in  old  Burton, 
because  the  man  sometimes  gets  the  better 
of  his  memory. — Mabiu,  Hamilton 
Wright,  1896,  My  Study  Fire,  Second 
Series,  p.  30. 

It  is  in  his  consolatory  chapters  that 
Burton’s  true  worth  shines  forth,  and 
compels  our  admiration.  He  is  here  no 
longer  the  disappointed,  churlish  cynic, 
nor  does  he  in  these  pages,  as  he  often 
seems  to  do  elsewhere,  exhibit  a  longing, 
Paracelsus-like,  to  save  mankind,  while  he 
yet  tramples  on  it,  but,  throwing  off  his 
ill-fitting  disguise,  shows  himself  the  good 
honest  fellow  he  really  is — a  comforter  of 
the  distressed,  a  sympathiser  with  the 
afflicted,  a  compassionate  friend,  a  true, 
staunch  champion  of  the  oppressed  and 
sorrowful. — Adams,  Edward  W.,  1896, 
Robert  Burton ,  Gentleman's  Magazine ,  vol. 
281,  p.  53. 

Accumulates  epithets  and  multiplies 
quotations,  until  it  is  these,  and  not  his 
theme,  that  engage  the  amused  and  be¬ 
wildered  mind.  -Tovey,  Duncan  C.,1897, 
Reviews  and  Essays  in  English  Literature, 
p.  39. 
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Philip  Massinger 

1583  1640 

Born,  at  Salisbury,  1583;  baptised  24  Nov.  Possibly  page  to  Earl  of  Pembroke  in 
boyhood,  Matric.,  St.  Alban  Hall,  Oxford,  14  May  1602.  Left  Oxford,  1606;  took  no 
degree.  To  London  ;  took  to  writing  plays.  Collaborated  with  Nathaniel  Field, Cyril 
Tourneur,  Daborne  and  others;  with  Fletcher,  1613-25.  Wrote  plays  for  King’s  Com¬ 
pany  of  Players,  1616-23,  1625  40;  for  Queen’s  Company,  1623-25.  Married.  Died, 
suddenly,  in  London,  March  1640;  buried,  in  St.  Saviour’s,  Southwark,  18  March. 
Il'orto;  “The  Virgin  Martir”  (with  T.  Dekker),  1622;  “The  Duke  of  Millaine,” 
1623;  “The  Bondman, ”  1624;  “The  Homan  Actor,’’  1629;  “The  Picture,”  1630; 
“The  Kenegado,”  1630;  “The  Emperor  of  the  East,”  1632;  “The  Maid  of  Honour,” 
1632;  “The  Fatal  Dowry”  (with  N.  Field;  anon  ),  1632;  “A  New  Way  to  pay  Old 
Debts,”  1633;  “The  Great  Duke  of  Florence,”  1636;  “The  TInnaturall  Combat,” 
1639.  (Several  plays  known  to  have  been  printed  are  lost.)  Posthumous:  “Three 
new  Hayes ;  viz.,  The  Bashful  Lover,  Guardian,  Very  Woman,”  1655;  “The  Old  Law” 
(with  Middleton  and  Rowley),  1656;  “The  City  Madam,”  1658;  “The  Parliament  of 
Love,”  ed.  by  Gifford,  1805;  “Believe  as  You  List,”  ed.  for  Percy  Soc.,  1849.  Col¬ 
lected  Works:  ed.  by  Coxeter  (4  vols.),  1759;  ed.  by  Monck  Mason  (4  vols.,)  1779; 
ed.  by  Gifford  (4  vols.),  1805.-  Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  Eng¬ 


lish  Authors,  p.  190. 

PERSONAL 

Buried,  Philip  Massinger,  a  stranger. — 
Parish  Register,  Church  of  St.  Saviour's, 
March  20,  1640. 

This  day  I  searched  the  register  of  St. 
Saviour’s,  Southwark,  by  the  playhouse 
then  there,  vulgo  St.  Mary’s  Overy’s,  and 
find  Philip  Massinger  buryed  March  18th, 
1639.  1  am  enformed  at  the  place  where 
he  dyed,  which  was  by  the  Bankes  side 
neer  the  then  playhouse, that  he  was  buryed 
about  the  middle  of  the  Bullhead-church¬ 
yard— i.  e.  that  churchyard  (for  there  are 
four)  which  is  next  the  Bullhead  taverne, 
from  whence  it  has  its  denomination.  He 
dyed  about  the  66th  yeare  of  his  age :  went 
to  bed  well,  and  dyed  suddenly — but  not 
of  the  plague. — Aubrey1,  John,  1669-96, 
Brief  Lives,  ed.  Clark,  vol.  n,  p.  55. 

As  for  our  author  Ph.  Massinger,  he 
made  his  last  exit  very  suddenly,  in  his 
bouse  on  the  Bank-side  in  Southwark,  near 
to  the  then  Play-House,  for  he  went  to  bed 
well  and  was  dead  before  morning.  Where¬ 
upon  his  body,  being  accompanied  by 
comedians,  was  buried  about  the  middle  of 
that  Ch.  Yard  belonging  to  S.  Saviours 
Church  there,  commonly  called  the  Bull¬ 
head  Ch.  Yard,  that  is,  in  that  which  joyns 
to  the  Bull-head  Tavern  (for  there  are  in 
all  four  yards  belonging  to  that  Church) 
on  the  18  day  of  March  in  sixteen  hun¬ 
dred  thirty  and  nine. — Wood,  Anthony, 
1691-1721,  Athence  Oxonienses,  vol.  i. 

Of  his  private  life  literally  nothing  can 
be  said  to  be  known,  except  that  his 


dedications  bespeak  incessant  distress  and 
dependence,  while  the  recommendatory 
poems  prefixed  to  his  plays  address  him 
with  attributes  of  virtue,  which  are  seldom 
lavished  with  flattery  or  falsehood  on  those 
who  are  poor.  .  .  .  Of  all  his  admirers 
only  Sir  Aston  Cokayne  dedicated  a  line  to 
his  memory.  Even  posterity  did  him  long 
injustice  ■  Rowe,  who  had  discovered  his 
merits  in  the  depth  of  their  neglect,  for¬ 
bore  to  be  his  editor,  in  the  hopes  of  con¬ 
cealing  his  plagiarism  from  the  “Fatal 
Dowry”  ;  and  he  seemed  on  the  eve  of  ob¬ 
livion,  when  Dodsley’s  reprint  of  our  old 
plays  brought  him  faintly  into  that  light 
of  reputation,  which  has  been  made  per¬ 
fectly  distinct  by  Mr.  Gifford’s  edition  of 
his  works. — Campbell,  Thomas,  1819, 
SjMcimens  of  the  British  Poets. 

We  draw  to  a  close.  After  “The  King 
and  Subject,”  so  happy  in  its  timely  ex¬ 
purgation,  Massinger  produced  two  dramas 
“Alexius,  or  the  Chaste  Lover,”  and 
“The  Fair  Anchoress  of  Pausilippo.”  It 
is  a  pity  they  are  both  lost,  for  the  titles 
promise  much  in  his  best  way.  The  last 
was  acted  in  January,  1640.  On  the  16th 
March,  in  the  same  year,  he  went  to  bed 
in  apparent  health,  and  was  found  dead  in 
the  morning  in  his  house  on  the  Bankside. 
Such  is  the  received  account;  but  he 
seems  to  have  had  none  to  care  for  him, 
none  to  mark  his  symptoms,  or  to  detect 
the  slow  decay  which  he  might  conceal  in 
despair  of  sympathy. 

Poorly,  poor  uinii,  u“ 
limu,  he  died. 


he  lived— poorly,  poor 
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He  was  buried  in  the  churchyard  of  St. 
Saviour’s.and  the  comedians  were  his  only 
mourners — perhaps  half  envious  of  his 
escape  from  the  storm  that  was  already 
grumbling  afar,  and  sending  ahead  its 
herald  billows.  No  stone  marked  his 
neglected  resting-place,  but  in  the  parish 
register  appears  this  brief  memorial, 
"March  20, 1639-40 — buried  Philip  Massin¬ 
ger,  a  stranger.”  His  sepulchre  was 
like  his  life,  obscure;  like  the  nightingale, 
he  sung  darkling — it  is  to  be  feared,  like 
the  nightingale  of  the  fable,  with  his 
breast  against  a  thorn. — Coleridge, 
Hartley,  1840,  The  Dramatic  Works  of 
Massinger  and  Ford,  Introduction ,  p.  liv. 

It  may  safely  be  asserted  that,  little  as 
we  know  of  Massinger's  life,  few  person¬ 
alities  in  the  gallery  of  our  old  dramatists 
are  recognisable  with  greater  distinctness 
in  their  works,  and  few  commend  them¬ 
selves  more  signally  to  high-minded 
sympathy  and  esteem. — Ward,  Adolphus 
William,  1875-99,  A  History  of  English 
Dramatic  Literature,  vol.  Ill,  p.  2. 

THE  OLD  LAW 

There  is  an  exquisiteness  of  moral 
Aensiblity,  making  one’s  eyes  to  gush  out 
tears  of  delight,  and  a  poetical  strange¬ 
ness  in  the  circumstances  of  this  sweet 
tragi-comedy,  which  are  unlike  anything 
in  the  dramas  which  Massinger  wrote 
alone.  The  pathos  is  of  a  subtler  edge. 
Middleton  and  Rowley,  who  assisted  in  it, 
had  both  of  them  finer  geniuses  than  their 
associate. — Lamb,  Charles,  1808,  Speci¬ 
mens  of  Dramatic  Poets. 

THE  VIRGIN  MARTYR 
1622 

Read  the  first  four  acts  of  Massinger’s 
“Virgin  Martyr,”  and  Gifford’s  very 
agreeably  written  “Introduction.”  The 
merits  of  the  poet  are  certainly  great ; 
though,  as  usual,  rather  exaggerated  by 
the  editor.  The  style  is  most  elegant ; 
and,  as  has  often  been  observed,  modern 
to  a  miracle.  There  is  great  moral 
grandeur  in  the  conception  of  the  principal 
character,  but  no  probability,  no  decorum, 
a  grossness  so  rank  as  to  be  perfectly  dis¬ 
gusting. — Mackintosh,  Sir  James,  1807, 
Journal,  Oct.  26-27,  Life,  td.  Mackintosh, 
vol.  I,  ch.  vii. 

The  "Virgin  Martyr”  is  nothing  but  a 
tissue  of  instantaneous  conversions  to  and 


from  Paganism  and  Christianity.  The  only 
scenes  of  any  real  beauty  and  tenderness 
in  this  play  are  those  between  Dorothea 
and  Angelo,  her  supposed  friendless 
beggar-boy,  but  her  guardian-angel  in 
disguise,  which  are  understood  to  be  by 
Decker.— Hazlitt,  William,  1820,  Lec¬ 
tures  on  the  Literature  of  the  Age  of  Eliza¬ 
beth,  Lecture  iv. 

The  first  act  of  the  “Virign  Martyr”  is 
as  fine  an  act  as  I  remember  in  any  play.— 
Coleridge,  Samuel  Taylor,  1833,  Table 
Talk,  April  5. 

In  the  “Virgin  Martyr,”  he  has  followed 
the  Spanish  model  of  religious  Autos,with 
many  graces  of  language  and  a  beautiful 
display  of  Christian  heroism  in  Dorothea, 
but  the  tragedy  is  in  many  respects  un¬ 
pleasing. — Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39, In- 
Iroduction  to  the  Literature  of  Europe,  pt. 
iii,  ch.  vi,  par.  95. 

Massinger’s  account  of  TheophilusV 
conversion,  will,  we  fear,  make  those  who 
know  any  thing  of  that  great  crisis  of  thei 
human  spirit,  suspect  that  Massinger’!, 
experience  thereof  was  but  small :  the* 
fact  which  is  most  interesting  is,  the« 
“Virgin  Martyr”  is  one  of  the  foulest; 
plays  known.  Every  pains  has  been  taken 
to  prove  that  the  indecent  scenes  in  the 
play  were  not  written  by  Massinger,  but 
by  Dekker ;  on  what  grounds  we  know  not. 
If  Dekker  assisted  Massinger  in  the  play,, 
as  he  is  said  to  have  done,  we  are  aware 
of  no  cannons  of  internal  criticism,  which 
will  enable  us  to  decide,  as  boldly  as  Mr. 
Gifford  does,  that  all  the  indecency  is 
Dekker’s,  and  all  the  poetry  Massinger’s. 
He  confesses  (as  indeed  he  is  forced  to 
do)  that  “Massinger  himself  is  not  fre© 
from  dialogues  of  low  wit  and  buffoon¬ 
ery;”  and.  then,  after  calling  the  scenes 
in  question  “detestable  ribaldry,”  "a 
loathsome  sorterkin,  engendered  of  filtih 
and  dulness,  ”  recommends  them  to  tb» 
reader’s  supreme  scorn  and  contempt, — 
with  which  feelings  the  reader  will  doubW- 
less  regard  them ;  but  will  also,  if  he  be  » 
thinking  man,  draw  from  them  the  follow¬ 
ing  conclusions;  that  even  if  they  be 
Dekker’s,  (of  which  there  is  no  proof, ) 
Massinger  was  forced,  in  order  to  the 
success  of  his  play,  to  pander  to  the  pubb.o 
taste,  by  allowing  Dekker  to  interpolate 
these  villainies ;  that  the  play  which,  above 
all  others  of  the  seventeenth  century, 
contains  the  most  supra-lunar  rosepink  of 
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piety,  devotion,  and  purity,  also  contains 
the  stupidest  abominations  of  any  extant 
play  ;  and  lastly,  that  those  who  reprinted 
it  for  its  rosepink  piety  and  purity,  as  a 
sample  of  the  Christianity  of  that  past 
golden  age  of  High-churchmanship  had  to 
leave  out  about  one  third  of  the  play,  for 
fear  of  becoming  amenable  to  the  laws 
against  abominable  publications. — Kings¬ 
ley,  Charles,  1859,  Plays  and  Puritans, 
Miscellanies,  p.  99. 

Though  it  seems  to  have  been  popular 
at  the  time,  the  modern  reader  will  prob¬ 
ably  think  that,  in  this  case  at  least,  the 
religious  element  is  a  little  out  of  place. 
An  angel  and  a  devil  take  an  acitve  part 
in  the  performance;  miracles  are  worked 
on  the  stage ;  the  unbelievers  are  so  shock¬ 
ingly  wicked,  and  the  Christians  so  ob¬ 
trusively  good,  that  we — the  worldly- 
minded — are  sensible  of  a  little  recalci- 
tration,  unless  we  are  disarmed  by  the 
simplicity  of  the  whole  performance. — 
Stephen,  Leslie,  1874-79,  Hours  in  a 
Library ,  vol.  II,  p.  153. 

Dekker  seems  to  have  contributed  the 
larger  part  of  the  play,  including  some 
very  beautiful  poetry  as  well  as  some 
grossly  ribald  talk.  The  action  is  sim¬ 
plicity  itself;  nor  is  there  the  slightest 
attempt  at  refining  upon  the  clear  pur¬ 
pose  of  the  fable. — Ward,  Adolphus 
William,  1875-99,  A  History  qf  English 
Dramatic  Literature,  vol.  iii,  p.  12. 

The  grace  and  tenderness  of  the 
Virgin's  part  are  much  more  in  accordance 
with  what  is  certainly  Dekker’s  than  with 
what  is  certainly  Massinger’s,  and  that 
either  was  quite  capable  of  the  Hircius 
and  Spungius  passages  which  have  excited 
so  much  disgust  and  indignation — disgust 
and  indignation  which  perhaps  overlook 
the  fact  that  they  were  no  doubt  inserted 
with  the  express  purpose  of  heightening, 
by  however  clumsily  designed  a  contrast, 
the  virgin  purity  of  Dorothea  the  saint. — 
Sajntsbury,  George,  1887,  History  qf 
Elizabethan  Literature,  p.  203. 

THE  UNNATURAL  COMBAT 
1039 

We  read,  with  the  strongest  feelings  of 
admiration,  horror,  and  disgust,  Massin¬ 
ger’s  Tragedy  of  the  “Unnatural  Combat.” 
It  is  surprising  that  a  poet  of  so  much 
taste  and  judgment  in  his  Btyle,  should  have 
none  in  his  story,  characters,  or  manners. 


But  it  was  with  Massinger’s  taste,  as 
with  Shakspeare’s  genius,  which  is  dis¬ 
played  with  such  prodigal  magnificence  in 
the  parts,  but  never  employed  in  the  con¬ 
struction  of  the  whole.  No  Englishman, 
after  this  play,  ought  ever  to  speak  of  the 
horrors  of  the  German  stage. — Mackin¬ 
tosh,  Sir  James,  1807,  Journal,  Nov.  5, 
Life,  ed.  Mackintosh,  vol.  I,  ch.  vii. 

The  battle  between  the  Father  and 
Son,  in  the  “Unnatural  Combat,”  and  the 
dreadful  parley  which  precedes  it,  are  as 
powerfully  expressed  as  they  are  imagined. 
Indeed,  the  genius  of  Massinger  is,  per¬ 
haps,  more  conspicuous  in  this  Play,  with 
all  its  faults,  than  in  any  other. — Neele, 
Henry,  1827-29,  Lectures  on  English 
Poetry,  Lecture  iv. 

In  the  “Unnatural  Combat,”  probably 
among  the  earliest  of  Massinger'B  works, 
we  find  a  greater  energy,  a  bolder  strain 
of  figurative  poetry,  more  command  of  ter¬ 
ror,  and  perhaps  of  pity,  than  in  any  other 
of  his  dramas.  But  the  dark  shadows  of 
crime  and  misery  which  overspread  this 
tragedy  belong  to  rather  an  earlier  period 
of  the  English  stage  than  that  of  Mas¬ 
singer,  and  were  not  congenial  to  his 
temper.— Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39,  7n- 
troduction  to  the  Literature  of  Europe ,  pt. 
iii,  ch.  vi,  par.  95. 

THE  DUKE  OF  MILAN 
1623 

The  most  poetical  of  Massinger’s  pro¬ 
ductions.—  Hazlitt,  William,  1820,  Lec¬ 
tures  on  the  Literature  of  the  Age  qf  Eliza¬ 
beth,  Lecture  iv. 

Among  the  tragedies  of  Massinger,  I 
should  incline  to  prefer  the  “Duke  of 
Milan.”  The  plot  borrows  enough  from 
history  to  give  it  dignity,  and  to  counter 
balance  in  some  measure  the  predomi¬ 
nance  of  the  passion  of  love  which  the  in¬ 
vented  parts  of  the  drama  exhibit.  The 
characters  of  Sforza,  Marcelia,  and  Fran¬ 
cesco,  are  in  Massinger’B  best  manner; 
the  story  is  skilfully  and  not  improbably 
developed ;  the  pathos  is  deeper  than  we 
generally  find  in  his  writings;  the  elo¬ 
quence  of  language,  especially  in  the  cel¬ 
ebrated  speech  of  Sforza  before  the  Em¬ 
peror  has  never  been  surpassed  by  him. 
— Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39,  IiUrodtieHon 
to  the  Literature  <jf  Europe  pt.  iii,  cA.  vi, 
par.  95. 

Although  unrelieved  either  by  pathoe  or 
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by  humour,  this  tragedy  powerfully  de¬ 
picts  the  operation  of  strong  passions, 
while  suggesting  a  novel  intermixture  of 
public  and  private  motives  of  conduct. — 
Ward,  Adolphus  William,  1875-99,  A 
History  of  English.  Dramatic  Literature, 
vol.  hi,  p.  14. 

THE  BONDMAN 
1623-33 

Of  Massinger’s  rhetorical  ability  this 
play  furnishes  abundant  evidence ;  and  it 
is  at  the  same  time  the  first  among  his 
works  that  suggests  a  deliberate  inten¬ 
tion  on  the  part  of  the  dramatist  to  pro¬ 
voke  an  application  to  current  events  and 
characters  of  the  invective  put  by  him 
into  the  mouths  of  his  characters. — Ward, 
Adolphus  William,  1875-99,  A  History 
of  English  Dramatic  Literature ,  vol.  in, 

p .  16. 

THE  ROMAN  ACTOR 
1G2G-29 

Is,  I  think,  Massinger's  best  tragic 
effort ;  and  the  scene  where  Domitian  mur¬ 
ders  Paris,  with  his  tyrannical  explanation 
of  the  deed,  shows  a  greater  conception 
of  tragic  poetry— a  little  cold  and  stately, 
a  little  Racinish  or  at  least  Cornelian 
ather  than  Shakesperian,  but  still  pas- 
tionate  and  worthy  of  the  tragic  stage — 
than  anything  that  Massinger  has  done. — 
Saintsbury,  George,  1887,  History  of 
Elizabethan  Literature,  p.  400. 

THE  MAID  OF  HONOUR 
1632 

I  think,  that  he  really  shows,  by  the 
best  means  in  his  power,  a  strong  sense 
of  the  dignity  of  womanhood,  and  that  his 
catastrophe  is  more  satisfactory  than  the 
violent  death  or  the  consignment  to  an 
inferior  lover  which  would  have  com¬ 
mended  themselves  to  most  Elizabethan 
dramatists. — Stephen,  Leslie,  1874-79, 
Hours  in  a  Library,  vol.  n,  p.  169. 

“The  Maid  of  Honour”  is  beyond  doubt 
to  be  reckoned  among  Massinger’s  most 
attractive  productions  and  those  best  ac¬ 
cording  with  the  bent  of  his  own  nature. 
The  comic  character  of  “Signior  Sylli,  a 
foolish  self-lover,”  is  at  the  same  time 
unusually  diverting,  especially  in  his  refer¬ 
ences  to  Mb  family  traditions.  The  Page 
is  a  specimen  of  a  type  for  which  Mas¬ 
singer  had  a  special  predilection. — Ward, 
Adolphus  William,  1S75-99,  A  History  of 
English  Dramatic  Literature ,  vol.  in ,p.  20. 


I  was  so  enchanted  with  these  plays  of 
Massinger’s,  but  more  especially  with  the 
one  called  “The  Maid  of  Honor,”  that  1 
never  rested  till  I  had  obtained  from  the 
management  its  revival  on  the  stage. 
The  part  of  Camiola  is  the  only  one  that 
I  ever  selected  for  myself.  “The  Maid  of 
Honor”  succeeded  on  its  first  representa¬ 
tion,  but  failed  to  attract  audiences. 
Though  less  defective  than  most  of  the 
contemporaneous  dramatic  compositions, 
the  play  was  still  too  deficient  in  interest 
to  retain  the  favor  of  the  public.  The 
character  of  Camiola  is  extremely  noble 
and  striking,  but  that  of  her  lover  so  un¬ 
worthy  of  her  that  the  interest  she  ex¬ 
cites  personally  fails  to  inspire  one  with 
sympathy  for  her  passion  for  him.  The 
piece  in  this  respect  has  a  sort  of  moral 
incoherency,  which  appears  to  me,  indeed, 
not  an  infrequent  defect  in  the  composi¬ 
tions  of  these  great  dramatic  pre-Shake- 
spearites.— Kemble,  Frances  Ann,  1878, 
Records  of  a  Girlhood,  p.  255. 

THE  PICTURE 
1629-30 

The  good  sense,  rational  fondness,  and 
chastised  feeling,  of  the  dialogue  in  which 
Matthias,  a  knight  of  Bohemia,  going  to 
the  wars,  in  parting  with  hid  wife,  shows 
her  substantial  reasons  why  he  should  go 
—make  it  more  valuable  than  many  of 
those  scenes  in  which  this  writer  has  at¬ 
tempted  a  deeper  passion  and  more  tragi¬ 
cal  interest. — Lamb,  Charles,  1S08,  Spec- 
imens  of  Dramatic  Poets. 

THE  FATAL  DOWRY 
1633 

A  novelty  of  much  interest,  in  the  re¬ 
vival  of  Massinger’s  tragedy  of  “The 
Fatal  Dowry,”  produced  Wednesday,  Jan¬ 
uary  5th,  1825.  The  original  work  is  one 
of  very  great  power,  but  unhappily  disfig¬ 
ured  by  scenes  too  gross  for  presentation 
before  an  audience  making  pretension  to 
any  degree  of  refinement.  Sheil  under¬ 
took  the  task  of  its  purification,  and  in  its 
adaptation,  whilst  maintaining  the  strict¬ 
est  fidelity  to  the  story,  substituted  scenes 
which,  in  energy,  passion,  and  dramatic 
power,  fully  equalled  those  on  which  they 
were  grafted.  The  parts  of  Rochfort  and 
Charolois  were  very  well  represented  by 
Terry  and  Wallack,  and  in  Romont  oppor¬ 
tunities  were  afforded  for  the  display  of 
energy  and  lofty  bearing,  to  the  full 
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height  of  which  I  laboured,  not  unsuccess¬ 
fully,  to  reach  ;  but  though  a  great  writer 
says  “II  n'y  a  point  de  hasard,”  we  often 
find  results  under  the  sway  of  casualties. 
The  play  was  well  acted,  and  enthusias¬ 
tically  applauded:  its  repetition  for  the 
following  Tuesday  was  hailed  most  raptur¬ 
ously.  —Macready,  William  Charles, 
1825-67-75,  Reminiscences,  ed.  Pollock. 

My  performance  of  “The  Fair  Penitent'’ 
was  entirely  ineffective,  and  did  neither 
me  nor  the  theater  any  service ;  the  play 
itself  is  a  feeble  adaptation  of  Massinger’s 
powerful  drama  of  “The  Fatal  Dowry,” 
and,  as  generally  happens  with  such  at¬ 
tempts  to  fit  our  old  plays  to  our  modern 
stage,  the  fundamentally  objectionable 
nature  of  the  story  could  not  be  reformed 
without  much  of  the  vigorous  and  terrible 
effect  of  the  original  treatment  evaporat¬ 
ing  in  the  refining  process.  Mr.  Macready 
revived  Massinger’s  fine  play  with  consid¬ 
erable  success,  but  both  the  matter  and 
the  manner  of  our  dramatic  ancestors  is 
too  robust  for  the  audiences  of  our  day, 
who  nevertheless  will  go  and  see  “Diane 
de  Lys,  ”  by  a  French  company' of  actors, 
without  wincing.— Kemble,  Frances  Ann, 
1878,  Records  of  a  Girlhood ,  p.  318. 

“The  Fatal  Dowry”  is  Massinger’s 
highest  effort  in  tragedy,  and  is — putting 
Shakespeare  on  one  side — perhaps  the 
most  pathetic  and  most  powerful  of  the 
plays  written  and  produced  in  the  great 
day  of  the  drama  in  England.  Seldom 
has  there  been  seen  upon  the  stage  a  story 
of  more  woe  than  that  of  Charalois.  He 
is  raised  from  abject  misery,  suddenly  and 
unexpectedly,  to  most  dazzling  heights  of 
prosperity,  and  then,  by  a  revolution  of 
the  wheel  of  fortune,  is  plunged  into  such 
desperate  and  cureless  ruin,  and  into  such 
an  untimely  death;  and  all  his  woe  is 
caused  by  the  vile,  fair  woman  who  had 
been  given  to  him  as  wife.  Oh,  the  pity 
of  it  all !  It  is  true  tragedy.  In  Chara¬ 
lois  a  great,  fine  character  is  driven  by 
dishonour  into  piteous,  undeserved  wreck. 
—Wilson,  H.  Schutz,  1899,  Fatal  Dowry, 
Gentleman's  Magazine,  vol.  287,  p.  188. 

THE  NEW  WAY  TO  PAY  OLD  DEBTS 
1638 

Pardon,  I  beseech  you,  my  boldness  in 
presuming  to  shelter  this  comedy  under 
the  wings  of  your  Lordship’s  favour  and 
protection.  I  am  not  ignorant  (having 


never  yet  deserved  you  in  my  service)  that 
it  cannot  but  meet  with  a  severe  construc¬ 
tion  if,  in  the  clemency  of  your  noble  dis¬ 
position,  you  fashion  not  a  better  defence 
for  me  than  I  can  fancy  for  myself  .  .  . 
noram  I  wholly  lost  in  my  hopes,  but  that 
your  Honour  (who  have  ever  expressed 
yourself  a  favourer  and  friend  to  the 
Muses)  may  vouchsafe,  in  your  gracious 
acceptance  of  this  trifle,  to  give  me  en¬ 
couragement  to  present  you  with  some 
laboured  works,  and  of  a  higher  strain, 
hereafter.  I  was  born  a  devoted  servant 
to  the  thrice  noble  family  of  your  incom¬ 
parable  lady,  and  am  most  ambitious,  but 
with  a  becoming  distance,  to  be  known  to 
your  Lordship,  which,  if  you  will  please 
to  admit,  I  shall  embrace  it  as  a  bounty, 
that  while  1  live  shall  oblige  me  to  ac¬ 
knowledge  you  for  my  noble  patron,  and 
profess  myself  to  be 

Your  Honour’s  true  servant, 

— Massinger,  Philip,  1833,  New  Way  to 
Pay  Old  Debts,  Dedication  to  Earl  of  Caer¬ 
narvon. 

It  has  been  several  times  revived,  par¬ 
ticularly  at  Drury  Lane,  and  since  at  Cov¬ 
ent  Garden,  to  assist  Henderson,  who  per¬ 
formed  sir  Giles  Overreach  with  judgment 
but  injudicious  pruning  always  wounds  i 
good  tree,  and  this  kind  of  stab  did  the 
reputation  of  Massinger  sustain  in  both 
this  case  and  in  other  cases. — Dibdin, 
Charles,  1795,  A  Complete  History  of  the 
Stage,  vol.  in,  p.  237. 

There  is,  it  is  true,  one  remarkable  ex¬ 
ception  to  the  general  weakness  of  Mas¬ 
singer's  characters.  The  vigour  with 
which  Sir  Giles  Overreach  is  set  forth  has 
made  him  the  one  well-known  figure  in 
Massinger's  gallery,  and  the  “New  Way 
to  Pay  Old  Debts”  showed,  inconsequence, 
more  vitality  than  any  of  his  other  plays. 
Much  praise  has  been  given,  and  not  more 
than  enough,  to  the  originality  and  force 
of  the  conception.  The  conventional 
miser  is  elevated  into  a  great  man  by  a 
kind  of  inverse  heroism,  and  made  terrible 
instead  of  contemptible.  But  it  is  equally 
plain  that  here,  too,  Massinger  fails  to 
project  himself  fairly  into  his  villain. 
His  rants  are  singularly  forcible,  but  they 
are  clearly  what  other  people  would  think 
about  him,  not  what  he  would  really  think, 
still  less  what  he  would  say,  of  himsel/  — 
Stephen,  Leslie,  1874-79,  Hours  in  a 
Library,  vol.  ii,  p.  165. 
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His  “New  Way  to  pay  Old  Debts”  is  a 
very  effective  play,  though  in  the  reading 
far  less  interesting  and  pleasing  than  most 
of  the  others.  Yet  there  are  power  and 
passion  in  it,  even  if  the  power  be  some¬ 
what  melodramatic,  and  the  passion  of  an 
ignoble  type.  In  one  respect  he  was  truly 
a  poet — his  conceptions  of  character  were 
ideal ;  but  his  diction,  though  full  of  dig¬ 
nity  and  never  commonplace,  lacks  the 
charm  of  the  inspired  and  inspiring  word, 
the  relief  of  the  picturesque  image  that 
comes  so  naturally  to  the  help  of  Fletcher. 
— Lowell,  James  Russell,  1887-92, 
Massinger  and  Ford,  The  Old  English 
Dramatists,  ed.  Norton,  p .  127. 

Is  the  example  of  the  entire  Elizabethan 
and  Jacobean  drama  outside  Shakespeare 
which  has  longest  held  its  place  on  the 
modern  stage. — Gosse,  Edmund,  1894, 
The  Jacobean  Poets,  p.  213. 

Has  deservedly  retained  its  popularity 
for  theatrical  purposes  to  our  own  day. 
Much  of  this  popularity  is  due  to  the  char¬ 
acter  of  Sir  Giles  Overreach,  whose  pros- 
erity  and  overthrow  give  just  that  kind 
I  dramatic  satisfaction  which  is  wanting 
*  most  of  the  later  Elizabethan  plays, 
fie  old  miser,  watching  with  grim  satis¬ 
faction  the  victims  struggling  in  the 
meshes  of  his  net,  is  a  powerfully  drawn 
and  intensely  living  personality.  Over¬ 
reach’s  madness  is  too  incidental  to  be  an 
adequate  close  to  the  drama,  the  general 
moral  purpose  of  which  is  set  forth  in 
Lord  Lovel’s  speech. — Masterman,  J. 
Howard  B.,  1897,  The  Age  of  Milton,  p. 
75. 

THE  CITY  MADAM 
1632-59 


This  bitter  satire  against  the  city 
women  for  aping  the  fashions  of  the  court 
ladies  must  have  been  peculiarly  gratify¬ 
ing  to  the  females  of  the  Herbert  family 
and  the  rest  of  Massinger’s  noble  patrons 
and  patronesses. — Lamb,  Charles,  1808, 
Specimens  of  Dramatic  Poets. 

I  cannot  agree  with  the  contention  that 
either  the  versification  or  any  other  in¬ 
ternal  indication  points  to  the  authorship 
of  any  other  writer  than  Massinger ;  nor 
bring  myself  to  believe  that  this  play  was 
not  written  by  the  author  of  “A  New  Way 
to  Pay  Old  Debts,”  with  which  it  is  dis¬ 
tinctly  congate  in  sentiment. — Ward, 
Adolphus  William,  1875-99,  A  History  of 
English  Dramatic  Literature,  vol.  hi,  p.  34. 


A  VERY  WOMAN 
1(534-55 

The  “Very  Woman”  is,  I  think,  one  of 
the  most  perfect  plays  we  have.  —Cole¬ 
ridge,  Samuel  Taylor,  1833,  Tabic  Talk, 
April  5. 

THE  BASHFUL  LOVER 
If  13(5-55 

No  other  of  Massinger’s  plays  com¬ 
mends  itself  by  a  more  effective  mixture 
of  abundant  incident  and  noble  sentiment 
than  this  romantic  drama,  which  from  a 
theatrical  point  of  view  well  deserved  the 
success  it  achieved.  .  .  The  eleva¬ 

tion  of  sentiment  that  marks  Massinger's 
last  work  justly  entitles  it  to  a  more  than 
passing  notice  among  the  productions 
of  the  later  Elisabethan  drama. — Ward, 
Adolphus  William,  1875-99,  A  History 
of  English  Dramatic  Literature ,  vol.  Ill,  p. 
36. 

GENERAL 

Notwithstanding  my  partiality  for  this 
kind  of  reading,  and  some  pains  1  had 
taken  to  gratify  it,  1  never  heard  of  Mas¬ 
singer  till  about  two  years  ago,  when  a 
friend  of  mine,  who  knew  my  inclination, 
lent  me  a  copy  of  his  works !— Mason, 
John  Monck,  1779,  ed.  Massinger. 

If,  in  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  we 
lament  that  authors  sometimes  attempt 
too  much,  in  Massinger,  we  have  a  proof 
that  they  may  do  too  little.  This  very 
charming  writer  has  seldom  been  allowed 
the  merit  he  possessed,  perhaps,  because 
he  was  a  stranger  to  presumption,  vanity, 
and  those  other  qualities  which  often  pro¬ 
cure  for  an  author  more  fame  than  he  de¬ 
serves;  posterity,  however,  generally  sets 
the  matter  right;  which,  in  the  opinions 
of  all  judges  of  genius  and  taste,  has 
placed  Massinger  very  little  behind  Jon- 
son,  and  far  before  Beaumont  and 
Fletcher.— Dibdlv,  Charles,  1795,  A 
Complete  History  of  the  Stage,  vol.  Ill,  p. 
231. 

"Who  approached  to  Shakespeare  in  dig¬ 
nity?— Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1805,  The 
Life  qf  John  Dry  den. 

Massinger  had  not  the  higher  requisites 
of  his  art  in  anything  like  the  degree  in 
which  they  were  possessed  by  Ford,  Web¬ 
ster,  Tourneur,  Heywood,  and  others. 
He  never  shakes  or  disturbs  the  mind 
with  grief.  He  is  read  with  composure 
and  placid  delight.  He  wrote  with  that 
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equability  of  all  the  passions,  which  made 
his  English  style  the  purest  and  most  free 
from  violent  metaphors  and  harsh  con¬ 
structions,  of  any  of  the  dramatists  who 
were  his  con  temporaries. — Lamb, Charles, 
1808,  Specimens  of  Dramatic  Poets. 

The  fame  of  Massinger  has  lately  been 
revived  by  an  edition  of  his  works.  Some 
literary  men  wish  to  rank  him  above 
Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  as  if  he  had  ap¬ 
proached  more  closely  to  the  excellence 
of  Shakspeare.  1  cannot  find  this.  He 
appears  to  me  to  have  the  greatest  re¬ 
semblance  to  Beaumont  and  Fletcher  in 
the  plan  of  the  pieces,  in  the  tone  of 
manners,  and  even  in  the  language  and 
negligences  of  versification.  I  would  not 
undertake  to  decide,  front  internal  symp¬ 
toms,  whether  a  play  belonged  to  Mas¬ 
singer,  or  Beaumont  and  Fletcher.— 
Schlegel,  Augustus  William,  1809, 
Dramatic  Art  and.  Literature,  Lecture  xiii, 
tr.  Black ,  p.  392. 

Massinger,  like  Fletcher,  pursued  the 
path  in  which  Shakspeare  had  preceded 
him  with  such  imperishable  glory ;  but  he 
wants  the  tenderness  and  wit  of  the  for¬ 
mer,  and  that  splendour  of  imagination 
and  that  dominion  over  the  passions, 
which  characterise  the  latter.  He  has, 
however,  qualities  of  his  own,  sufficiently 
great  and  attractive,  to  gift  him  with  the 
envied  lot  of  being  contemplated,  in  union 
with  these  two  bards,  as  one  of  the  chief 
pillars  and  supporters  of  the  Romantic 
drama.  He  exhibits,  in  the  first  place,  a 
perfectibility,  both  in  diction  and  versifi¬ 
cation,  of  which  we  have,  in  dramatic 
poesy  at  least,  no  corresponding  example. 
There  is  a  transparency  and  perspicuity  in 
the  texture  of  his  composition,  a  sweet¬ 
ness,  harmony,  and  ductility,  together 
with  a  blended  strength  and  ease  in  the 
structure  of  his  metre,  which,  in  his  best 
performances,  delight,  and  never  satiate 
the  ear.  To  this,  in  some  degree  technical 
merit,  must  be  added  a  spirit  of  command¬ 
ing  eloquence ,  a  dignity  aud  force  of 
thought,  which,  while  they  approach  the 
precincts  of  sublimity,  and  indicate  great 
depth  and  clearness  of  intellect,  show, 
by  the  nervous  elegance  of  language  in 
which  they  are  clothed,  a  combination 
and  comprehension  of  talent  of  very  un¬ 
frequent  occurrence. — Drake,  Nathan, 
1817,  Shakspeare  and  His  limes,  vol.  n, 
p.  661. 


With  regard  to  Massinger,  observe. 
1.  The  vein  of  satire  on  the  times ;  but  this 
is  not  as  in  Shakspere,  where  the  natures 
evolve  themselves  according  to  their  inci¬ 
dental  disproportions,  from  excess,  defi¬ 
ciency,  or  mislocation,  of  one  or  more  of 
the  component  elements ;  but  is  merely 
satire  on  what  is  attributed  to  them  by 
others.  2.  His  excellent  metre — abetter 
model  for  dramatists  in  general  to  imitate 
than  Shnkspere's, — even  if  a  dramatic 
taste  existed  in  the  frequenters  of  the 
stage,  and  could  be  gratified  in  the  present 
size  and  management,  or  rather  misman¬ 
agement,  of  the  two  patent  theatres.  I 
do  not  mean  that  Massinger’s  verse  is 
superior  to  Shakspere’s  or  equal  to  it. 
Far  from  it;  but  it  is  much  more  easily 
constructed  and  may  be  more  successfully 
adopted  by  writers  in  the  present  day.  It 
is  the  nearest  approach  to  the  language 
of  real  life  at  all  compatible  with  a  fixed 
metre.  ...  1  like  Massinger’s  com¬ 

edies  better  than  his  tragedies,  although 
where  the  situation  requires  it,  he  often 
rises  into  the  truly  tragic  and  pathetic. 
He  excels  in  narration,  and  for  the  most 
part  displays  his  mere  story  with  skill. 
But  he  is  not  a  poet  of  high  imagination; 
he  is  like  a  Flemish  painter,  in  whose  de¬ 
lineations  objects  appear  as  they  do  in 
nature,  have  the  same  force  and  truth, 
and  produce  the  same  effect  upon  the 
spectator.— Coleridge,  Samuel  Taylor, 
1818,  Notes  on  Jonson,  Beaumont,  Fletcher 
and  Massinger ,  ed.  Ashe ,  pp.  403,  406. 

Massinger  is  distinguished  for  the  har¬ 
mony  and  dignity  of  his  dramatic  elo¬ 
quence.  Many  of  his  plots,  it  is  true,  are 
liable  to  heavy  exceptions.  ...  In 
a  general  view,  nevertheless,  Massinger 
has  more  art  and  judgment  in  the  serious 
drama  than  any  of  the  other  successors  of 
Shakspeare.  His  incidents  are  less  en¬ 
tangled  than  those  of  Fletcher,  and  the 
scene  of  his  action  is  more  clearly  thrown 
open  for  the  free  evolution  of  character. 
Fletcher  strikes  the  imagination  with 
more  vivacity,  but  more  irregularly,  and 
amidst  embarrassing  positions  of  his  own 
choosing.  Massinger  puts  forth  his 
strength  more  collectively.  Fletcher  haa 
more  action  and  character  in  his  drama, 
and  leaves  a  greater  variety  of  impres¬ 
sions  upon  the  mind.  His  fancy  is  more 
volatile  and  surprising,  but  then  he  often 
blends  disappointment  with  our  surprise. 
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and  parts  with  the  consistency  of  his 
characters  even  to  the  occasionally  ap¬ 
parent  loss  of  their  identity.  This  is  not 
the  case  with  Massinger.  It  is  true  that 
Massinger  excels  more  in  description  and 
declamation  than  in  the  forcible  utterance 
of  the  heart,  and  in  giving  character  the 
warm  colouring  of  passion.  Still,  not  to 
speak  of  his  one  distinguished  hero  in 
comedy,  he  has  delineated  several  tragic 
characters  with  strong  and  interesting 
traits.  They  are  chiefly  proud  spirits. 
Poor  himself,  and  struggling  under  the 
rich  man’s  contumely,  we  may  conceive  it 
to  have  been  the  solace  of  his  neglected 
existence  to  picture  worth  and  magnanim¬ 
ity  breaking  through  external  disadvan¬ 
tages,  and  making  their  way  to  love  and 
admiration. — Campbell,  Thomas,  1819, 
An  Essay  on  English  Poetry. 

Massinger  makes  an  impression  by 
hardness  and  repulsiveness  of  manner. 
In  the  intellectual  processes  which  he  de¬ 
lights  to  describe,  “reason  panders  will ;” 
he  fixes  arbitrarily  on  some  object  which 
there  is  no  motive  to  pursue,  or  every 
motive  combined  against  it,  and  then  by 
screwing  up  his  heroes  or  heroines  to  the 
deliberate  and  blind  accomplishment  of 
this,  thinks  to  arrive  at  “the  true  pathos 
and  sublime  of  human  life.”  That  is  not 
the  way.  He  seldom  touches  the  heart  or 
kindles  the  fancy.  It  is  in  vain  to  hope 
to  excite  much  sympathy  with  convulsive 
efforts  of  the  will,  or  intricate  contriv¬ 
ances  of  the  understanding,  to  obtain 
that  which  is  better  left  alone,  and  where 
the  interest  arises  principally  from  the 
conflict  between  the  absurdity  of  the  pas¬ 
sion  and  the  obstinacy  with  which  it  is 
persisted  in.  For  the  most  part,  his  vil¬ 
lains  are  a  sort  of  lusus  naturce ;  his  im¬ 
passioned  characters  are  like  drunkards 
or  madmen.  Their  conduct  is  extreme 
and  outrageous,  their  motives  unaccounta¬ 
ble  and  weak  ;  their  misfortunes  are  with¬ 
out  necessity,  and  their  crimes  without 
temptation,  to  ordinary  apprehensions.  I 
do  not  say  that  this  is  invariably  the  case 
in  all  Massinger’s  scenes,  but  I  think  it 
will  be  found  that  a  principle  of  playing 
at  cross-purposes  is  the  ruling  passion 
throughout  most  of  them. — Hazutt, 
William,  1820,  Lectures  on  the  Literature 
qf  the  Age  of  Elizabeth ,  p.  131. 

The  public  are  much  better  acquainted 
with  the  writings  of  Massinger  than  with 


those  of  most  of  his  contemporaries :  for 
which  distinction  he  is  mainly  indebted  to 
the  admirable  manner  in  which  he  has  been 
edited  by  Mr.  Gifford,  and  to  the  circum¬ 
stance  of  some  of  his  Plays  having  been 
illustrated  on  the  Stage  by  the  talents  of 
a  popular  Actor.  I  cannot,  however, 
quite  agree  with  Mr.  Gifford,  when  he 
ranks  this  Author  immediately  after  Shak- 
speare.  He  certainly  yields  in  versatility 
of  talent  to  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  whose 
Comic  genius  was  very  great;  and  in  feel¬ 
ing  and  nature,  I  by  no  means  think  his 
Tragedies  equal  theirs,  or  to  Ford’s,  or 
Webster’s.  Massinger  excelled  in  work¬ 
ing  up  a  single  scene  forcibly  and  ef¬ 
fectively,  rather  than  in  managing  his 
plots  skilfully,  or  in  delineating  charac¬ 
ters  faithfully,  and  naturally.  His  catas¬ 
trophes  are  sometimes  brought  about  in 
a  very  improbable  and  unnatural  manner. 

.  .  .  The  sweetness  and  purity  of  his 

style,  was  not  surpassed  even  in  his  own 
days.  His  choice  and  management  of 
imagery  is  generally  very  happy;  except¬ 
ing  that  he  is  apt  to  pursue  a  favourite 
idea  too  long.  His  descriptive  powers 
were  also  very  considerable,  the  clearness 
and  distinctness  with  which  he  places  ob¬ 
jects  before  our  eyes,  might  furnish  mod¬ 
els  for  a  Painter. — Neele,  Henry,  1827- 
29,  Lectures  on  English  Poetry ,  Lecture  iv. 

The  most  striking  excellence  of  this 
poet  is  his  conception  of  character ;  and 
in  this  I  must  incline  to  place  him  above 
Fletcher,  and,  if  I  may  venture  to  say  it, 
even  above  Jonson.  He  is  free  from  the 
hard  outline  of  the  one,  and  the  negligent 
looseness  of  the  other.  He  has  indeed  no 
great  variety,  and  sometimes  repeats, 
with  such  bare  modifications  as  the  story 
demands,  the  type  of  his  first  design. 

.  .  .  The  poetical  talents  of  Mas¬ 

singer  were  very  considerable,  his  taste 
superior  to  that  of  his  contemporaries; 
the  coloring  of  his  imagery  is  rarely  over¬ 
charged  ;  a  certain  redundancy,  as  some 
may  account  it,  gives  fulness,  or  what  the 
painters  call  impasto ,  to  his  style,  and,  if 
it  might  not  always  conduce  to  effect  on 
the  stage,  is  on  the  whole  suitable  to  the 
character  of  his  composition.  The  comic 
powers  of  this  writer  are  not  on  a  level 
with  the  serious :  with  some  degree  of  hu¬ 
morous  conception,  he  is  too  apt  to  aim  at 
exciting  ridicule  by  caricature;  and  his 
dialogue  wants  altogether  the  sparkling 
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wit  of  Shakspeare  and  Fletcher.  .  .  . 

Massinger,  as  a  tragic  writer,  appears  to 
me  second  only  to  Shakspeare :  in  the 
higher  comedy,  I  can  hardly  think  him  in¬ 
ferior  to  Jonson.  In  wit  and  sprightly 
dialogue,  as  well  as  in  knowledge  of  theat¬ 
rical  effect,  he  falls  very  much  below 
Fletcher. — Hall, AM,  Henry,  1837-39,  In¬ 
troduction  to  the  Literature  of  Europe ,  pt. 
iii,  eh.  vi,  par.  91,  93-4,  97. 

There  can  be  no  doubt  that  Massinger 
admired  and  studied  Shakspeare.  In  the 
haste  of  composition!  his  mind  turned  up 
many  thoughts  and  phrases  of  the  elder 
writer,  in  a  more  or  less  perfect  state  of 
preservation,  but  he  was  neither  a  pla¬ 
giarist  nor  an  imitator.  His  style,  con¬ 
duct,  characterization,  and  metre,  are 
perfectly  distinct.  No  serious  dramatist 
of  the  age  owed  Shakspeare  so  little.  .  .  . 
Massinger’s  excellence — a  great  and  beau¬ 
tiful  excellence  it  is — was  in  the  expres¬ 
sion  of  virtue,  in  its  probation,  its  strife, 
its  victory.  He  could  not,  like  Shak¬ 
speare,  invest  the  perverted  will  with  the 
terrors  of  a  magnificent  intellect,  or  be¬ 
stow  the  cestus  of  poetry  on  simple  un¬ 
conscious  loveliness. — Coleridge,  Hart¬ 
ley,  1840,  The  Dramatic  Works  of  Mas¬ 
singer  and  Ford,  Introduction,  pp.  xlviii, 
liv. 

Writes  all  like  a  giant— a  dry-eyed 
giant.  He  is  too  ostentatiously  strong  for 
flexibility,  and  too  heavy  for  rapidity,  and 
monotonous  through  his  perpetual  final 
trochee ;  his  gesture  and  enunciation  are 
slow  and  majestic. — Browning,  Elizabeth 
Barrett,  1842-63,  The  Book  of  the  Poets. 

In  expressing  the  dignity  of  virtue,  and 
in  showing  greatness  of  soul  rising  supe¬ 
rior  to  circumstance  and  fate,  Massinger 
exhibits  so  peculiar  a  vigour  and  felicity, 
that  it  is  impossible  not  to  conceive  such 
delineations  (in  which  the  poet  delighted) 
to  be  a  reflection  of  his  own  proud  and 
patient  soul,  and  perhaps,  too,  but  too 
true  a  memorial  of  “the  rich  man’s  scorn, 
the  proud  man’s  contumely,’’  which  he 
had  himself  undergone.  In  the  tender 
and  pathetic  Massinger  had  no  mastery ; 
in  the  moral  gloom  of  guilty  in  the 
crowded  agony  of  remorse,  in  painting  the 
storm  and  tempest  of  the  moral  atmos¬ 
phere,  he  is  undoubtedly  a  great  and 
mighty  artist ;  and  in  expressing  the  sen¬ 
timents  of  dignity  and  virtue,  cast  down 
but  not  humbled  by  undeserved  misfortune. 


he  is  almost  unequalled.  His  versification, 
though  never  flowingly  harmonious,  is 
skilful  and  learned,  an  appropriate  vehicle 
for  the  elevation  of  the  sentiments ;  and 
in  the  description  of  rich  and  splendid 
scenes  he  is  peculiarly  powerful  and  im¬ 
pressive.— Shaw,  Thomas  B.,  1847,  Out¬ 
lines  of  English  Literature,  p.  129. 

When  Fox  was  a  young  man,  a  copy  of 
Massinger  accidentally  fell  into  his  hands  : 
he  read  it,  and,  for  some  time  after,  could 
talk  of  nothing  but  Massinger. — Rogers, 
Samuel,  1855,  Recollections  of  the  Table- 
Talk  of  Samuel  Rogers,  p.  90. 

Of  the  Jacoban,  as  distinct  from  the 
Elizabethan  dramatists,  the  greatest  sur¬ 
viving  representative  was  undoubtedly 
Massinger, — the  modest  and  manly  Mas¬ 
singer.— Masson,  David,  1858,  The  Life 
of  John  Milton,  vol.  I,  ch.  vi. 

Massinger  possessed  a  large  though  not 
especially  poetic  mind,  and  a  temperament 
equable  rather  than  energetic.  He  lacked 
strong  passions,  vivid  conceptions,  crea¬ 
tive  imagination.  In  reading  him  we  feel 
that  the  exulting,  vigorous  life  of  the 
drama  of  the  age  has  begun  to  decay 
But  though  he  has  been  excelled  by  obscu 
er  writers  in  special  qualities  of  genii] 
he  still  attaches  us  by  the  harmony  of  1 
powers,  and  the  uniformity  of  his  excel¬ 
lence.  The  plot,  style,  and  characters  of 
one  of  his  dramas  all  conduce  to  a  com¬ 
mon  interest.  His  plays,  indeed,  are 
novels  in  dialogue.  They  rarely  thrill, 
startle,  or  kindle  us,  but,  as  Lamb  sayB, 
“are  read  with  composure  and  placid  de¬ 
light.”  .  .  .  Massinger’s  style,  though 
it  does  not  evince  a  single  great  quality  of 
the  poet,  has  always  charmed  English 
readers  by  its  dignity,  flexibility,  elegance, 
clearness,  and  ease.  His  metre  and 
rhythm  Coleridge  pronounces  incompara¬ 
bly  good.  Still  his  verse,  with  all  its 
merits,  is  smooth  rather  than  melodious ; 
the  thoughts  are  not  born  in  music,  but 
mechanically  set  to  a  tune;  and  even  its 
majestic  flow  is  frequently  purchased  at 
the  expense  of  dramatic  closeness  to  char¬ 
acter  and  passion. — Whipple,  Edwin  P., 
1859-68,  The  Literature  qf  the  Age  qf  Eliza¬ 
beth ,  pp.  181,  182. 

After  Shakspeare,  Beaumont  and  Fletch¬ 
er,  and  Jonson,  the  next  great  name 
in  our  drama  is  that  of  Philip  Massinger. 
.  .  .  Massinger,  like  Jonson,  had  re¬ 

ceived  a  learned  education,  and  his  classic 
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reading  has  colored  his  style  and  manner  ; 
but  he  had  scarcely  so  much  originality  of 
genius  as  Jonson.  He  is  a  very  eloquent 
writer,  but  has  little  power  of  high  imagi¬ 
nation  or  pathos,  and  still  less  wit  or 
comic  power.— Craik,  George  L.,  1861, 
A  Compendious  History  of  English  Litera¬ 
ture  and  of  the  English  Language ,  vol.  I, 
p.  605. 

The  reader  who  peruses  Massinger  can 
hardly  fail  to  be  charmed  with  the  force 
and  chaste  elegance  of  his  language,  hap¬ 
pily  yet  sparingly  enriched  with  choice 
classical  allusions,  and  none  of  his  con¬ 
temporaries  knew  so  well  the  art  of  de¬ 
veloping  his  plot  in  such  a  way  as  to  sur¬ 
prise  and  delight  the  spectator,  while 
meting  out  strict  poetical  justice  to  all. 
His  declamatory  speeches  are  very  fine 
models  of  their  kind  ;  and  some  of  his 
characters,  especially  his  females,  are 
elaborated  with  great  care.  Massinger’s 
style  and  versification  are  strongly  marked 
with  his  own  peculiar  manner;  yet  so  lit¬ 
tle  is  that  manner  known,  even  to  pro¬ 
fessed  scholars,  that  in  most  of  the  cur¬ 
rent  manuals  and  books  of  “specimens,” 
a  scene  from  “The  Virgin  Martyr,”  un¬ 
doubtedly  written  by  Decker,  is  given  as 
an  example  of  his  brother  poet's  composi¬ 
tion  !— Friswell,  James  Haix,  1869,  Es¬ 
says  on  English.  Writers,  p.  160. 

The  greatest  master  of  characterization 
of  that  age  next  to  Shakespeare  is  cer¬ 
tainly  Massinger.  Sir  Giles  Overreach 
and  Luke  are  both  real  men.  Luke  is  a 
true  piece  of  nature,  not  all  black-souled, 
nor  all  white,  but  of  a  mixed  complexion. 
But  the  area  which  Massinger  could  make 
his  own  was  of  limited  dimensions.  When 
he  stepped  across  its  limits,  his  strength 
failed  him,  and  he  was  even  as  other  men. 
— Hales,  John  W.,  1873,  Notes  and  Es¬ 
says  on  Shakespeare,  p.  67. 

His  view  of  life,  indeed,  is  not  only 
grave,  but  has  a  distinct  religious  colour¬ 
ing.  .  .  .  He  is  throughout  a  senti¬ 

mentalist  and  a  rhetorician.  He  is  not, 
like  the  greatest  men,  dominated  by 
thoughts  and  emotions  which  force  him  to 
give  them  external  embodiment  in  life-like 
symbols.  He  is  rather  a  man  of  much 
real  feeling  and  extraordinary  facility  of 
utterance,  who  finds  in  his  stories  conven¬ 
ient  occasions  for  indulging  in  elaborate 
didactic  utterances  upon  moral  topics. 

.  .  .  When  we  turn  to  Massinger, 


this  boundless  vigour  has  disappeared. 
The  blood  has  grown  cool.  The  tyrant 
no  longer  forces  us  to  admiration  by  the 
fulness  of  his  vitality,  and  the  magnifi¬ 
cence  of  his  contempt  for  law.  Whether 
for  good  or  bad,  he  is  comparatively  a 
poor  creature.  He  has  developed  an  un¬ 
easy  conscience,  and  even  whilst  affecting 
to  defy  the  law,  trembles  at  the  thought 
of  an  approaching  retribution.  His  boasts 
have  a  shrill,  querulous  note  in  them. 
His  creator  does  not  fully  sympathise  with 
his  passion.  Massinger  cannot  throw  him¬ 
self  into  the  situation;  and  is  anxious  to 
dwell  upon  the  obvious  moral  considera¬ 
tions  which  prove  such  characters  to  be 
decidedly  inconvenient  members  of  society 
for  their  tamer  neighbours.  He  is  of 
course  the  more  in  accordance  with  a  cor¬ 
rect  code  of  morality,  but  fails  corres¬ 
pondingly  in  dramatic  force  and  brilliance 
of  colour.  .  .  .  Massinger’s  remark¬ 

able  flow  of  genuine  eloquence,  his  real 
dignity  of  sentiment,  his  sympathy  for 
virtuous  motive,  entitle  him  to  respect; 
but  we  cannot  be  blind  to  the  defect 
which  keeps  his  work  below  the  level  of 
his  greatest  contemporaries.  It  is,  in  one 
word,  a  want  of  vital  force.  Stephen', 
Leslie,  1874-79,  Hours  in  a  Library ,  vol. 
ii,  pp.  153,  154.  160,  175. 

He  was  the  Gray  of  his  generation — 
greater  than  Gray,  inasmuch  as  his  gener¬ 
ation  was  greater  than  Gray’s— a  man  of 
large,  open,  fertile,  and  versatile  mind. 

All  Massinger’s  characteristics 
are  those  of  a  widely  sympathetic  man, 
with  a  genial  propensity  to  laughter.  He 
has  written  several  very  obscene  passages, 
such  as  the  courtship  of  Asotus  by  Corisca 
in  “The  Bondman,”  but  they  are  all  per¬ 
vaded  by  genuine  humour;  and  a  count¬ 
less  number  of  his  scenes,  such  as  that 
between  Wellborn  and  Marrall  in  “A  New 
Way  to  Pay  Old  Debts,”  are  irresistibly 
laughable.  It  may  perhaps  be  said  with 
justice  that  there  is  often  a  certain  seri¬ 
ous  motive  underlying  Massinger’s  hu¬ 
mour,  which  connects  itself  with  tha 
earnestness  of  his  distressed  life;  but 
humour  he  undoubtedly  had,  and  that  of 
the  most  ebullient  and  irrepressible  sort. 
— Minto,  William,  1874-85,  Characteris¬ 
tics  of  English  Poets,  pp.  363,  365. 

Amongst  the  Caroline  dramatists  Mas¬ 
singer  takes  a  high  place.  If  it  cannot  be 
said  of  his  works,  that 
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"Every  word  is  thought 
And  every  thought  is  pure,” 
his  coarseness  is  merely  adventitious. 
The  main  intention  of  his  work  is  moral, 
lie  never  descends  to  paint  immoral  inten¬ 
tion  as  virtuous  because  it  does  not  suc¬ 
ceed  in  converting  itself  into  vicious  act. 
It  will  probably  be  a  surprise  even  to  those 
who  are  far  better  acquainted  with  the 
history  of  literature  than  I  can  pretend  to 
be,  that  in  many  of  Massinger’s  plays  we 
have  a  treatment  of  the  politics  of  the  day 
so  plain  and  transparent,  that  any  one 
who  possesses  only  a  slight  acquaintance 
with  the  history  of  the  reigns  of  the  first 
two  Stuarts  can  read  it  at  a  glance.  It 
is  quite  unintelligible  to  me  that,  with  the 
exception  of  a  few  cursory  words  in  Mr. 
W  ard's  “History  of  DramaticLiterature,” 
no  previous  inquirer  should  have  stumbled 
on  a  fact  so  obvious. — Gardiner,  S.  Ii.» 
1876,  The  Political  Element  in  Massinger, 
The  Contemporary  Review,  vol.  28,  p.  495. 
Clouds  here  and  there  arisen  an  hour  post 
noon 

Checkered  our  English  heaven  with  length¬ 
ening  bnrs 

And  shadow  and  sound  of  wheel-winged 
thunder-cars 

Assembling  strength  to  put  forth  tempest 
soon, 

When  tho  clear  still  warm  concord  of  thy 
tune 

Rose  under  skies  unscared  by  reddening 
Mars, 

Yet,  like  a  sound  of  silver  speech  of  stars, 
With  full  mild  flame  as  of  the  mellowing 
moon. 

Grave  nnd  great-hearted  Massinger,  thy  face 
High  melancholy  Lights  with  loftier  grace 
Thau  gilds  the  brows  of  revel :  sad  and 
wise 

Tho  spirit  of  thought  that  moved  thy  deeper 
song, 

Sorrow  serene  in  soft  calm  scorn  of  wrong, 
Speaks  patience  yet  from  thy  majestic  eyes. 

-  -Swinburne,  Algernon  Charles,  1882, 
Philip  Massinger. 

He  had  a  high,  a  varied,  and  a  fertile 
imagination.  He  had,  and  was  the  last  to 
have,  an  extensive  and  versatile  command 
of  blank  verse,  never  perhaps  reaching 
the  most  perfect  mastery  of  Marlowe  or  of 
Shakespere,  but  singularly  free  from  mo¬ 
notony,  and  often  both  harmonious  and 
dignified.  He  could  deal,  and  deal  well, 
with  a  large  range  of  subjects;  and  if  he 
never  ascends  to  the  height  of  a  De  Flores 
or  a  Bellafront,  he  never  descends  to  the 


depths  in  which  both  Middleton  and  Dek- 
ker  too  often  complacently  wallow.  Un¬ 
less  we  are  to  count  by  mere  flashes,  he 
must,  I  think,  rank  after  Shakespere, 
Fletcher,  and  Jonson  among  his  fellows; 
and  this  I  say,  honestly  avowing  that  1 
have  nothing  like  the  enthusiasm  for  him 
that  I  have  for  Webster,  or  for  Dekker, 
or  for  Middleton.  We  may  no  doubt  allow 
too  much  for  bulk  of  work,  for  sustained 
excellence  at  a  certain  level,  and  for  gen¬ 
eral  competence  as  against  momentary 
excellence.  But  we  may  also  allow  far 
too  little;  and  this  has  perhaps  been  the 
general  tendency  of  later  criticism  in  re¬ 
gard  to  Massinger.  It  is  unfortunate  that 
he  never  succeeded  in  making  as  perfect 
a  single  expression  of  his  tragic  ability  as 
he  did  of  his  comic,  for  the  former  was,  I 
incline  to  think,  the  higher  of  the  two. 
But  many  of  his  plays  are  lost,  and  many 
of  those  which  remain  come  near  to  such 
excellence.  It  is  by  no  means  impossible 
that  Massinger  may  have  lost  incompara¬ 
bly  by  the  misdeeds  of  the  constantly  ex¬ 
ecrated,  but  never  to  be  execrated  enough, 
minion  of  that  careless  herald. — Saints- 
bury,  George,  1887,  History  of  Eliza¬ 
bethan  Literature ,  p.  401. 

To  me  Massinger  is  one  of  the  most  in¬ 
teresting  as  well  as  one  of  the  most  de¬ 
lightful  of  the  old  dramatists,  not  so  much 
for  his  passion  or  power,  though  at  time 
he  reaches  both,  as  for  the  love  he  show 
for  those  things  that  are  lovely  and  ox 
good  report  in  human  nature,  for  his  sym¬ 
pathy  with  what  is  generous  and  high- 
minded  and  honorable,  and  for  his  equable 
flow  of  a  good  every-day  kind  of  poetry 
with  few  rapids  or  cataracts,  but  singu¬ 
larly  soothing  and  companionable.  The 
Latin  adjective  for  gentleman,  generosus, 
fits  him  aptly.  His  plots  are  generally 
excellent;  his  versification  masterly,  with 
skilful  breaks  and  pauses,  capable  of  every 
needful  variety  of  emotion  ;  and  his  dia¬ 
logue  easy,  natural,  and  sprightly,  subsid¬ 
ing  in  the  proper  places  to  a  refreshing 
conversational  tone.  This  graceful  art 
was  one  seldom  learned  by  any  of  those 
who  may  be  fairly  put  in  comparison  with 
him. — Lowell,  James  Russell,  1887-92, 
Massinger  and  Ford ,  The  Old  English 
Dramatists,  ed.  Norton ,  p.  122. 

The  Massinger  weak  line,  which  often 
is  as  hard  to  distinguish  from  measured 
prose  as  the  iambics  of  Dickens  or  Musaeus 
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are  from  “Thalaba”  or  “Queen  Mab” 
verse. — Fleay,  Frederick  Gard,  1S90, 
A  Chronicle  History  of  the  London  Stage , 
p.  256. 

Generally  speaking,  he  gives  an  impres¬ 
sion  of  hardness,  and  seldom  deviates  into 
tender  pathos.  But  his  most  characteris¬ 
tic  trait  is  a  peculiarly  corrupt  tone  of 
thought,  even  in  his  heroines  when  they 
are  intended  as  models  of  virtue.  Their 
morality  lies  entirely  in  obedience  to  out¬ 
ward  observances,  and  in  no  inner  princi¬ 
ple.  Purity  is  not  to  be  found  in  his 
world,  and  his  obscenity  seems  often  pur¬ 
poseless.  The  warning  in  his  “Roman 
Actor,”  i.  3,  that  his  portrayal  of  evil 
was  intended  to  convey  a  wholesome  re¬ 
proof  to  the  evil-minded,  is  unconvincing. 
Massinger's  language  is  generally  full 
and  flowing,  with  more  of  a  rhetorical  than 
a  dramatic  character.  In  a  contemporary 
poem  “On  the  Time-Poets”  (“ Choyce 
Drollery,  1656”)  it  is  said  of  him  that  his 
Easy  Pegtisns  will  nmble  o’er 
Some  threescore  miles  of  Fancy  in  on  hour. 

.  .  .  In  his  early  work  he  introduces 

very  much  prose  and  rhyme,  but  in  his 
later  work  he  confines  himself  to  blank 
verse.  His  blank  verse  shows  a  larger 
proportion  of  run-on  lines  and  double  end¬ 
ings  in  harmonious  union  than  any  contem¬ 
porary  author.  Cartwright  and  Tourneur 
have  more  run-on  lines,  but  not  so  many 
double  endings.  Fletcher  has  more  double 
endings,  but  very  few  run-on  lines. 
Shakespeare  and  Beaumont  alone  exhibit 
a  somewhat  similar  metrical  style. — • 
Boyle,  Robert,  1894,  Dictionary  of  Na¬ 
tional  Biography ,  vol.  XXXVII,  p.  12. 

Nothing  exemplifies  more  curiously  the 
rapidity  of  development  in  poetical  litera¬ 
ture  at  the  opening  of  the  seventeenth 
century  than  the  fact  that  the  same  brief 
reign  which  saw  the  last  perfection  placed 
on  the  edifice  of  Elizabethan  drama  saw 
also  the  products  of  the  pen  of  Massinger. 
For,  however  much  we  may  respect  the 
activity  of  this  remarkable  man,  however 
warmly  we  may  acknowledge  the  power  of 
his  invention,  the  skill  and  energy  with 
which  he  composed,  and  however  agree¬ 
able  his  plays  may  appear  to  us  if  we  com¬ 
pare  them  with  what  succeeded  them  in  a 
single  generation,  there  can  be  no  ques¬ 
tion  that  the  decline  in  the  essential  parts 
of  poetry  from  Webster  or  Tourneur,  to 
go  no  further  back,  to  Massinger  is  very 


abrupt.  Mr.  Leslie  Stephen  has  noted  in 
this  playwright  “a  certain  hectic  flush, 
symptomatic  of  approaching  decay,”  and 
we  may  even  go  further  and  discover  in 
him  a  leaden  pallor,  the  sign  of  decreasing 
vitality.  The  “hectic  flush”  seems  to  me 
to  belong  more  properly  to  his  immediate 
successors,  who  do  not  come  within  the 
scope  of  this  volume,  to  Ford,  with  his 
morbid  sensibility,  and  to  Shirley,  with 
his  mechanical  ornament,  than  to  Mas¬ 
singer,  where  the  decline  chiefly  shows 
itself  in  the  negation  of  qualities,  the  ab¬ 
sence  of  what  is  brilliant,  eccentric,  and 
passionate.  The  sentimental  and  rhetori¬ 
cal  drama  of  Massinger  has  its  excellent 
points,  but  it  is  dominated  by  the  feeling 
that  the  burning  summer  of  poetry  is  over, 
an'd  that  a  russet  season  is  letting  us  down 
gently  towards  the  dull  uniformity  of 
winter.  Interesting  and  specious  as  Mas¬ 
singer  is,  we  cannot  avoid  the  impression 
that  he  is  preparing  us  for  that  dramatic 
destitution  which  was  to  accompany  the 
Commonwealth. — Gosse,  Edmund,  1894, 
The  Jacobean  Poets,  p.  202. 

His  versification  and  language  are  flexi¬ 
ble  and  strong,  “and  seem  to  rise  out  of 
the  passions  he  describes.’  He  speaks 
the  tongue  of  real  life.  He  is  greater 
than  he  seems  to  be.  Like  Fletcher, 
there  is  a  steady  equality  in  his  work. 
Coarse,  even  foul  as  he  is  in  speech,  he  is 
the  most  moral  of  the  secondary  drama¬ 
tists.  Nowhere  is  his  work  so  forcible  as 
when  he  represents  the  brave  man  strug¬ 
gling  through  trial  to  victory,  the  pure 
woman  suffering  for  the  sake  of  truth  and 
love;  or  when  he  describes  the  terrors 
that  conscience  brings  on  injustice  and 
cruelty.— Brooke,  Stopford  A.,  1896, 
English  Literature,  p.  147. 

Massinger’s  wide  range  of  subjects,  the 
ingenuity  and  skill  with  which  most  of  his 
plays  are  constructed,  and  the  forcible 
rhetoric  of  his  dialogues,  entitle  him  to  a 
high  place  in  the  group  of  dramatists  that 
includes  Webster,  Middleton,  and  Dekker. 
The  claim  to  a  higher  place,  which  has 
sometimes  been  put  forward  on  his  behalf, 
may  not  improbably  have  arisen  from  the 
fact  that  his  works  were  efficiently  edited 
earlier  than  those  of  most  of  the  later 
Elizabethan  dramatists.  If  he  rarely 
sinks  below  a  certain  level  of  excellence, 
he  seldom  startles  us  with  any  sudden  flash 
of  inspiration.  A  tone  of  sombreness, 
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which  passes  at  times  into  one  of  sadness, 
pervades  his  entire  work;  and  even  in  his 
comedies  it  is  but  a  transient  smile  that 
flickers  at  rare  intervals  over  the  face  of 
one  whose  moral  purpose  has  grown 
through  the  discipline  of  poverty.  A  cer¬ 
tain  didactic  aim  is  indeed  rarely  absent, 
although  seldom  unduly  prominent,  and 
if  it  is  undeniable  that  his  dramas  are  at 
times  grossly  indecent  and  overstrained  in 
their  delineation  of  vice  and  villainy,  we 
are  conscious  that  behind  them  there  is  a 
sane  and  healthy  mind  with  a  manly  re¬ 
spect  for  virtue  and  goodness.  —  Master- 
man,  J.  Howard  B.,  1897,  The  Age  of 
Milton,  p.  77. 

We  possess  fifteen  plays,  written,  with 
some  aid,  by  Massinger,  and  know  of  the 


existence  of  eighteen  others  which  are 
irrevocably  lost.  This  loss  occurred 
through  the  criminal  carelessness  of  one 
John  Warburton,  F.R.S.,  F.S.A.,  Somer¬ 
set  Herald,  and  an  ex-exciseman,  who  had 
collected  fifty-five  genuine  unpublished 
dramas,  of  the  best  period,  which  he  gave 
into  the  custody  of  his  cook,  who  used 
them  for  coverings  for  pastry,  or  for 
lighting  the  kitchen  fire.  This  abomina¬ 
ble  holocaust  of  such  priceless  material 
occurred  in  the  middle  of  last  century. 
Warburton,  a  mean,  illiterate  man,  de-. 
serves  almost  more  obloquy  than  does  the 
infamous  Gastrell,  who  destroyed  New 
Place,  and  cut  down  Shakespeare’s  mul¬ 
berry-tree. — Wilson,  H.  S.,1899,  The  Fatal 
Dowry,  Gentleman’s  Magazine,  vol.  287. 


Sir  Henry  Spelman 

1564 7-1641 

Sir  Henry  Spelman  (born  1562  died  1641),  a  Norfork  squire,  was  an  eminent  anti¬ 
quary,  whose  learned  works  are  still  useful.  Such  are  his  “Glossarium  Archaeolog 
icum,  ”  his  treatise  on  “Knight’s  Tenures,  ”  his  “History  of  English  Councils.”  etc 
A  very  strong  Angelican,  Spelman,  wrote  a  “History  of  Sacrilege”  to  show  the  fate 
which  holders  of  church  lands  were  likely  to  incur,  a  “Treatise  concerning  Tithes,” 
and  a  book  “De  Non  temerandis  Ecclesiis. ”  The  “Reliquiae  Spelmannianoe”  contain  a 
large  number  of  his  posthumous  works.  Spelman’s  intimate  knowledge  of  the  works 
of  earlier  writers,  and  his  acquaintance  with  the  intricacies  of  English  law  and  legal 
custom  in  the  period  in  which  he  lived,  make  his  works  of  considerable  value  to  the 
student  and  antiquarian. — Low  and  PULLING,  1884,  eds .,  Dictionary  of  English  His¬ 
tory,  p.  963. 

PERSONAL 

From  George  Lee: — he  was  a  handsome 
gentleman  (as  appeares  by  his  picture  in 
Bibliotheca  Cottoniana),  strong  and 
valiant,  and  wore  allwayes  his  sword,  till 
he  was  about  70  or  +,  when,  finding  his 
legges  to  faulter  through  feeblenes  as 
he  was  walking,  “Now,”  said  he.  “’tis 
time  to  leave  off  my  sword.”  ...  He 
lies  buried  in  the  south  crosse-aisle  of 
Westminister  abbey,  at  the  foot  of  the 
pillar  opposite  to  Mr.  Camden’s  monu¬ 
ment,  but  without  any  word  of  inscription 
or  monument  hitherto  (1680).  I  very  well 
remember  his  penon  that  hung-up  there, 
but  it  was  either  taken  downe  or  fell 
downe  when  the  scaffolds  were  putt  up  at 
the  coronation  of  his  majestie  King 
Charles  II.  Sir  William  Dugdale  knew 
Sir  Henry  Spelman,  and  sayes  he  was  as 
tall  as  his  grandson,  Harry  Spelman. — 

Aubrey,  John,  1669-96,  Brief  Lives,  cd. 

Clark,  roL  li,  pp.  231,  232. 


United  the  learning  of  a  profound 
antiquary  to  the  superstition  of  a  narrow 
bigot.— Rogers,  James  E.  Thorold, 
1870,  William  Laud ,  Historical  Gleanings, 
Second  Series,  p.  95. 

He  was  an  orthodox  antiquary,  who  had 
written  in  behalf  of  tithes  when  John 
Selden  got  into  trouble  for  his  account  of 
them,  and  left  behind  him  a  valuable 
archaeological  glossary,  and  a  collection 
in  two  folios,  the  first  published  in  1639, 
the  second  after  his  death,  of  British 
Ecclesiastical  Laws,  Concilia,  Deereta, 
Leges,  Constitutiones  in  Re  Ecclcsiastica 
Orbis  Britannici .  He  had  a  son,  Sir 
John  Spelman,  who  inherited  his  tastes, 
wrote  a  life  of  King  Alfred,  and  survived 
his  father  but  two  years.  In  1640,  Sir 
Henry  Spelman,  then  eighty  years  old, 
founded  a  lectureship  at  Cambridge  for  the 
study  of  Anglo-Saxon  or  First  English. — 
Morley,  Henry,  1873,  .4  First  Sketch  of 
English  Literature,  p.  586. 
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GENERAL 

Spleman’s  “Glossary”  is  a  very  useful 
and  learned  book. — Locke,  John,  1704? 
Some  Thoughts  Concerning  Reading  and 
Study. 

This  learned  and  industrious  antiquary, 
to  whom  every  writer  of  English  history, 
since  his  time,  is  indebted,  was  one  of  the 
Antiquarian  Society  in  the  reign  of  James 
I.  and  the  intimate  friend  of  Camden  and 
Sir  Robert  Cotton.  He  was  not  only  well 
skilled  in  the  learned  languages,  but  was 
also  a  great  master  of  the  Saxon  tongue; 
of  which  he  is  justly  esteemed  a  chief 
restorer,  and  for  which  he  settled  a  lecture 
in  the  university  of  Cambridge.  His 
principal  works,  which  are  in  Latin,  will 
last  as  long  as  the  language  in  which  they 
are  written:  of  these  his  “English  Coun¬ 
cils,”  and  his  “Glossary,”  hold  the  first 
place. — -Granger,  James,  1769-1824, 
Biographical  History  of  England ,  vol.  hi, 
p.  150. 


Of  all  the  writers  on  etymology  whose 
works  I  have  read  or  consulted,  Spelman 
and  Lluyd  are  almost  the  only  ones  in 
whose  deductions  much  confidence  can  be 
placed.— Webster,  Noah,  1828,  Diction¬ 
ary  of  the  English  Language,  Introduction . 

His  works  are  almost  all  upon  legal 
and  ecclesiastical  antiquities.  Having, 
in  the  course  of  his  investigations,  found 
itnecessary  to  study  the  Saxon  Language, 
he  embodied  the  fruits  of  his  labour  in  his 
great  work  called  “Glossarium  Archaeo- 
logicum,”  the  object  of  which  is  the  ex¬ 
planation  of  obsolete  words  occurring  in 
the  laws  of  England.  .  .  .  The 

writings  of  this  author  have  furnished 
valuable  materials  to  English  historians, 
and  he  is  considered  as  the  restorer  of 
Saxon  literature,  both  by  means  of  his 
own  studies,  and  by  founding  a  Saxon  pro¬ 
fessorship  at  Cambridge. — Chambers, 
Robert,  1876,  Cyclopaedia  of  English  Lit¬ 
erature,  ed.  Carruthers. 


Arthur  Johnston 

1587-1641 


Physician  and  poet,  was  born  in  1587,  near  Aberdeen,  and  was  educated  at  the 
university  of  that  city,  on  leaving  which  he  went  to  Padua,  where  he  took  his  doctor’s 
degree,  and  then  settled  in  Paris.  After  an  absence  of  nearly  forty  years,  chiefly  spent 
in  travel,  he  returned  to  Aberdeen,  and  became  Principal  of  the  university  till  Arch¬ 
bishop  Laud  invited  him  to  London,  and  obtained  for  him  the  appointment  of  physician 
in  ordinary  to  Charles  I.  He  published  a  collection  of  Latin  epigrams,  an  elegant 
parapharse  of  the  Psalms  in  Latin  verse,  and  a  selection  of  the  works  of  Scottish 
writers,  entitled  “Poetarum  Scoticorum  Deliciae.”  Died,  1641. — Cates,  William  L. 
R.,  1867,  ed.,  Dictionary  of  General  Biography,  p.  571. 


GENERAL 

Would  have  done  honour  to  any  country. 
—Johnson,  Samuel,  1775,  A  Journey  to 
the  Western  Isles  of  Scotland. 

Arthur  Johnston  is  not  so  verbose,  and 
has,  of  course,  more  vigour  ;  but  his  choice 
of  a  couplet,  which  keeps  the  reader 
always  in  mind  of  the  puerile  epistles  of 
Ovid,  was  singularly  injudicious. — 
Beattie,  James,  1783,  Dissertations. 

The  Scots  certainly  wrote  Latin  with  a 
good  ear,  and  considerable  elegance  of 
phrase.  A  sort  of  critical  controversy  was 
carried  on  in  the  last  century  as  to  the 
versions  of  the  Psalms  by  Buchanan  and 
Jonston.  Though  the  national  honor  may 
seem  equally  secure  by  the  superiority  of 
either,  it  has,  I  believe,  been  usual  in 
Scotland  to  maintain  the  older  poet 
against  all  the  world.  I  am  nevertheless 


inclinded  to  think,  that  Jonston's  Psalms, 
all  of  which  are  in  elegiac  metre,  do  not 
fall  short  of  those  of  Buchanan,  either  in 
elegance  of  style  or  in  correctness  of 
Latinity.— Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39,  In¬ 
troduction  to  the  Literature  of  Europe,  pt. 
iii,  eh.  v,  par.  72. 

As  alatin  poet,  Arthur  Johnston  was  all 
but  the  equal  of  Buchanan ;  and  the 
literary  reputation  of  Scotland  depended 
abroad,  if  not  in  England,  more  on  his 
Latin  poetry  than  on  the  English  poetry 
of  his  friends  Drummond,  Aytoun,  and 
Alexander.— Masson,  David,  1858,  The 
Life  of  John  Milton,  vol.  I,  ch.  vi. 

His  own  poetical  merits  have  perhaps 
been  better  recognised  by  English  than  by 
Scottish  critics.— Gordon,  Alexander, 
1892,  Dictionary  of  National  Biography, 
vol.  xxx,  p.  59. 
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Thomas  Dekker 

1570  ?-1641 ? 


Born,  in  London,  1570  (?).  Practically  nothing  known  of  life  except  constant 
literary  activity.  Wrote  a  number  of  plays  from  1598  onwards.  Died,  1641  (?). 
Works:  “Canaans  Calamitie.”  1578;  “The  Shoemaker’s  Holiday”  (anon.),  1600; 
“The  Pleasant  Comedie  of  Old  Fortunatus”  (anon.),  1600;  “Satiromastix,”  1602; 
“The  Wonderfull  Yeare,  1603”  (anon.),  1603  ;  “The  Batchelar’s  Banquet”  (anon.),  1603  : 
“Patient  Grissil”  (with  llaughton  and  Chettle),  1603:  “Magnificent  Entertainment 
given  to  King  James,  “  1604;  “The  Honest  Whore,”  1604;  “The  Seven  Deadly  Sinnes 
of  London,”  1606;“Newes  from  Hell,”  1606;  “The  Double  P.  P.”  (anon.),  1606; 
“A  Knight’s  Conjuring,”  1607;  “Westward  Ho”  (with  Webster),  1607;  “Northward 
Ho”  (with  Webster),  1607;  “The  Whore  of  Babylon,”  1607;  “The  Famous  History 
of  Sir  Thomas  Wyat”  (with  Webster),  1607;  “The  Dead  Tearme,  ”  1608;  “The  Belman 
of  London”  (anon.),  1608;  “Lanthorne  and  Candlelight,”  1608  (2nd  and  3rd  edns., 
1609;  4th,  anon.,  entitled  “0  per  se  0,”  1612) ;  “The  Ravens  [Raven’s]  Almanacke,” 
1609 ;  “The  Guls  Horne-booke,  ”  1609 ;  “Work  for  Armourers,”  1609 ;  “Fowre  Birds  of 
Noah’s  Arke,”  1609;  “The  Roaring  Girle”  (with  Middleton),  1611;  “If  it  be  not 
good,  etc.,”  1612;  “Troia-Nova Triumphans,”  1612;  “A Strange  Horse  Race,”  1613; 
“Villanies  Discovered”  (anon.),  1616;  “Dekker  his  Dreame,”  1620;  “Greevous 
Grones  for  the  Poore”  (anon.),  1621;  “The  Virgin  Martyr”  (with  Massinger),  1622; 
“A  Rod  for  Run-Awayes,”  1625;  “Warres,  Warres,  Warres,”  1628;  “Britannia’s 
Honour.”  1628;  “London’s  Tempe, ”  1629;  “Second  Part  of  The  Honest  Whore,” 
1630;  “Match  Mee  in  London,”  1631 ;  “The  Wonder  of  a  Kingdome.”  1636.  Posthu¬ 
mous:  “The  Sun’s  Darling”  (with  Ford),  1656;  “The  Witch  of  Edmonton”  (with 
Ford  and  Rowley),  1658.  Collected  Works:  Dramatic  Works,  with  memoir,  in  4  vols., 
1873;  N’on-Dramatic  Works,  ed.  by  A.  B.  Grosart  (5  vols.),  1884-86. — Sharp,  R. 
Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  76. 


PERSONAL 

That  Sharpham,  Day,  Dicker,  were  all 
rogues.  Drummond,  William,  1619, 
Notes  on  Pen  ./orison's  Conversations. 

This  quarrel  is  a  splendid  instance  how 
genius  of  the  first  order,  lavishing  its 
satirical  powers  on  a  number  of  contem¬ 
poraries,  may  discover,  among  the  crowd, 
some  individual  who  may  return  with  a 
right  aim  the  weapon  he  has  himself  used, 
and  who  will  not  want  for  encouragement 
to  attack  the  common  assailant:  the 
greater  genius  is  thus  mortified  by  a 
victory  conceded  to  the  inferior,  which  he 
himself  had  taught  the  meaner  one  to 
obtain  over  him. — Disraeli,  Isaac,  1812- 
13,  Jonson  and  Decker ,  Quarrels  of  Au¬ 
thors. 

The  little  that  is  known  of  Dekker’s 
history,  independent  of  his  quarrel  with 
Jonson,  is  unfortunate.  His  talents  were 
prolific,  and  not  contemptible;  but  he  was 
goaded  on  by  want  to  hasty  productions — 
acquainted  with  spunging-houses,  and  an 
inmate  of  the  King’s  Bench  prison.— 
Campbell,  Thomas,  1819,  Specimens  of  the 
British  Poets. 

He  was  a  playwright  of  great  celebrity 


some  years  before  the  death  of  Queer 
Elizabeth,  and  had  written  most  of  hi 
pieces  for  companies  with  which  Alley 
and  Henslowe  were  connected.  Like  many 
of  his  class,  he  seems  to  have  been  a  man 
of  careless  habits,  as  regarded  his  pe¬ 
cuniary  affairs,  living  from  hand  to  mouth, 
by  turns  affluent  and  needy,  and  supplying 
his  pressing  wants  by  the  produce  of  his 
prolific  pen. —Collier,  John  Payne, 
1841,  ed .,  Memoirs  of  Edward  Alleyn ,  p. 
131. 

A  man  whose  inborn  sweetness  and 
gleefulness  of  soul  carried  him  through 
vexations  and  miseries  which  would  have 
crushed  a  spirit  less  hopeful,  cheerful, 
and  humane.  .  .  .  Whatever  may  have 

been  the  effect  of  his  vagabond  habits  on 
his  principles,  they  did  not  stain  the 
sweetness  and  purity  of  his  sentiments. 
There  is  an  innocency  in  his  very  coarse¬ 
ness,  and  a  brisk,  bright  good-nature  chirps 
in  his  very  scurrility.  In  the  midst  of 
distresses  of  all  kinds,  he  still  seems,  like 
his  own  Fortunatus,  “all  felicity  up  to  the 
brims.”— Whipple,  Edwin  P.,  1859-68, 
The  Literature  of  the  Age  of  Elizabeth ,  pp. 
131,  132. 
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O  sweetest  heart  of  all  thy  time  save  one, 
Star  seen  for  love’s  sake  nearest  to  the  sun. 

Hung  lamplike  o’er  a  dense  and  doleful 
city, 

Not  Shakespeare’s  very  spirit,  howe’er  more 
great, 

Than  thine  toward  man  was  more  compas¬ 
sionate, 

Nor  gave  Christ  praise  from  lips  more 
sweet  with  pity. 

— Swinburne,  Algernon  Charles,  1882, 
Thomas  Decker ,  p.  629. 

More  than  ordinarily  tantalizing  and 
disappointing  has  been  the  outcome  of 
prolonged  and  earnest  search  in  all  likely 
sources  and  by  all  likely  helpers  for  light 
on  the  long-dimmed  story  of  Thomas 
Dekker.  It  is  no  new  experience  to  such 
Worker  as  myself  in  Elizabethan-Jacobean 
literary-biographical  fields.  None  the  less 
is  it  trying  to  find  one  who  demonstrably 
was  in  many  men’s  mouths,  and  was 
noticeably  and  continuously  a  popular 
writer,  so  utterly  overlooked  by  those 
from  whom  loving  memories  might  have 
been  counted  on:  e.  g.,  associated  in¬ 
timately  as  he  was  with  the  Playwrights 
f  his  period,  from  Ben  Jonson  to 
lassinger  and  Ford,  and  George  Wilkins, 
t  seems  inexplicable  that  not  one  of  all 
their  superabundant  productions  yields  a 
single  distinct  personal  reference. — 
Grosart,  Alexander  B.,  1886,  erf.,  The 
Non-Dramatic  Works  of  Thomas  Dekker, 
Memorial  Introduction,  vol.  V,  p.  ix. 

We  have  four  goodly  volumes  of  his 
plays  and  five  of  his  other  works ;  yet  of 
Thomas  Dekker,  the  man,  we  ksow  ab¬ 
solutely  less  than  of  any  one  of  his  shadowy 
fellows.  We  do  not  know  when  he  was 
born,  when  he  died,  what  he  did  other  than 
writing  in  the  certainly  long  space  between 
the  two  unknown  dates.  In  1637  he  was 
by  his  own  words  a  man  of  threescore, 
which,  as  it  has  been  justly  remarked, 
may  mean  anything  between  fifty-five  and 
seventy.  He  was  in  circumstances  a  com¬ 
plete  contrast  to  his  fellow-victim  fn  Jon- 
son’s  satire,  Marston.  Marston  was  ap¬ 
parently  a  gentleman  born  and  bred,  well 
connected,  well  educated,  possessed  of 
some  property,  able  to  make  testamentary 
dispositions,  and  probably  in  the  latter 
part  of  his  life,  when  Dekker  was  still 
toiling  at  journalism  of  various  kinds,  a 
beneficed  clergyman  in  country  retire¬ 
ment.  Dekker  was,  it  is  to  be  feared, 
what  the  arrogance  of  certain  members  of 


the  literary  profession  has  called,  and 
calls,  a  gutter-journalist  a  man  who  had 
no  regular  preparation  for  the  literary 
career,  and  who  never  produced  anything 
but  hand-lo-mouth  work.  Jonson  went  so 
far  as  to  say  that  he  was  a  “rogue;”  but 
Ben,  though  certainly  not  a  rogue,  was 
himself  not  to  be  trusted  when  he  spoke 
of  people  that  he  did  not  like ;  and  if  there 
was  any  but  innocent  roguery  in  Dekker 
he  has  contrived  to  leave  exactly  the  op¬ 
posite  impression  stamped  on  every  piece 
of  his  work.—  Saintsbury,  George,  1887, 
History  of  Elizabethan  Literature ,  p .  200. 

In  despite  of  his  rare  occasional  spurts 
or  outbreaks  of  self-assertion  or  of  satire, 
he  seems  to  stand  before  us  as  a  man  of 
gentle,  modest,  shiftless  and  careless 
nature,  irritable  and  placable,  eager  and 
unsteady,  full  of  excitable  kindliness  and 
deficient  in  strenuous  principle;  loving  the 
art  which  he  professionally  followed,  and 
enjoying  the  work  which  he  occasion¬ 
ally  neglected.— Swinburne,  Algernon 
Charles,  1887,  Thomas  Dekker ,  The 
Nineteenth  Century,  vol.  21,  p.  102. 

OLD  FORTUNATUS 

1(500 

The  humour  of  a  frantic  lover,  in  the 
scene  where  Orleans  to  his  friend  Gallo¬ 
way  defends  the  passion  with  which  him¬ 
self,  being  a  prisoner  in  the  English  king’s 
court,  is  enamoured  to  frenzy  of  the  king’s 
daughter  Agripyna,  is  done  to  the  life. 
Orleans  is  as  passionate  an  inamorato  as 
any  which  Shakespeare  ever  drew.  He 
is  just  such  another  adept  in  Love’s 
reasons.  The  sober  people  of  the  world 
are  with  him 

A  swarm  of  fools 

Crowding  together  to  be  conuted  wise. 
He  talks  “pure  Biron  and  Romeo,”  he  is 
almost  as  poetical  as  they,  quite  as  philo¬ 
sophical,  only  a  little  madder.  After  all, 
Love’s  secretaries  are  a  reason  unto  them¬ 
selves.  We  have  gone  retrograde  to  the 
noble  heresy,  since  the  days  when  Sidney 
proselyted  our  nation  to  this  mixed  health 
and  disease ;  the  kindliest  symptom,  yet 
the  most  alarming  crisis  in  the  ticklish 
state  of  youth  ;  the  nourisher  and  the  de¬ 
stroyer  of  hopeful  wits ;  the  mother  of 
twin  births,  wisdom  and  folly,  valour  and 
weakness ;  the  servitude  above  freedom ; 
the  gentle  mind’s  religion;  the  liberal 
superstition. — Lamb,  Charles,  1808, 
Specimens  of  Dramatic  Poets. 
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Altogether  this  romantic  comedy  at¬ 
tracts  by  a  singular  vigour  and  freshness; 
but  its  principal  charm  lies  in  the  appro¬ 
priately  naif  treatment  of  its  simple,  not 
to  say  childlike,  theme. — Ward,  Adol¬ 
phus  William,  1875-99,  A  History  of 
English  Dramatic  Literature,  vol.  II.  p. 
459. 

SATIROMASTRIX 

K502 

Dekker  had  very  much  the  best  of  the 
contest.  From  Gifford’s  saying  that 
"Dekker  writes  in  downright  passion,  and 
foams  through  every  page,”  we  should 
infer  that  he  had  never  read  "Satiromas- 
trix,”  were  it  not  the  case  that  he  makes 
mistakes  equally  gross  concerning  plays 
that  he  must  have  read.  Dekker  writes 
with  the  greatest  possible  lightness  of 
heart,  easy  mockery,  and  free  abuse.  It  is 
absurd  to  say  that  he  "makes  no  preten¬ 
sions  to  invention,  but  takes  up  the  char¬ 
acters  of  his  predecessor,  and  turns  them 
the  seamy  side  without.”  Tucca  is  the 
only  character  that  he  borrows,  and  a 
very  ingenious  idea  it  is— one  of  the  best 
parts  of  the  joke — to  set  Jonson’s  own 
free-spoken  swaggerer  to  abuse  himself. 
Dekker’s  Tucca  is  much  more  ably  wrought 
out  than  Jonson’s;  he  has  a  much  finer 
command  of  what  Widow  Minever  calls 
"horrible  ungodly  names;”  and  his  de¬ 
vices  to  obtain  money  are  equally  shame¬ 
less  and  amusing.  All  the  other  charac¬ 
ters,  and  what  plot  there  is,  are  Dekker’s 
own ;  he,  of  course,  uses  the  names 
Horace,  Crispinus,  and  Demetrius,  other¬ 
wise  there  would  have  been  no  point  in 
his  reply — but  he  gives  them  very  different 
characters.  — Minto,  William,  1874-85, 
Characteristics  of  English  Poets,  p.  344. 

The  controversial  part  of  the  play  is  so 
utterly  alien  from  the  romantic  part  that 
it  is  impossible  to  regard  them  as  com¬ 
ponent  factors  of  the  same  original  plot. 
It  seems  to  me  unquestionable  that  Dekker 
must  have  conceived  the  design,  and  prob¬ 
able  that  he  must  have  begun  the  com¬ 
position,  of  a  serious  play  on  the  subject 
of  William  Rufus  and  Sir  Walter  Tyrrel, 
before  the  appearance  of  Ben  Jonson's 
"Poetaster”  impelled  or  instigated  him  to 
some  immediate  attempt  at  rejoinder ;  and 
that  being  in  a  feverish  hurry  to  retort 
the  blow  inflicted  on  him  by  a  heavier  hand 
than  his  own  he  devised — perhaps  between 
jest  and  earnest  —  the  preposterously 


incoherent  plan  of  piecing  out  his  farcical 
and  satirical  design  by  patching  and  stitch¬ 
ing  it  into  his  unfinished  scheme  of 
tragedy.  It  may  be  assumed,  and  it  is 
much  to  be  hoped,  that  there  never  ex¬ 
isted  another  poet  capable  of  imagining — 
much  less  of  perpetrating — an  incongruity 
so  monstrous  and  so  perverse. 

That  Dekker  was  unable  to  hold  his  own 
against  Jonson  when  it  came  to  sheer  hard 
hitting — that  on  the  ground  or  platform 
of  personal  satire  he  was  as  a  light  weight 
pitted  against  a  heavy  weight — is  of 
course  too  plain,  from  the  very  first  round, 
to  require  any  further  demonstration. 
But  it  is  not  less  plain  that  in  delicacy  and 
simplicity  and  sweetness  of  inspiration  the 
poet  who  could  write  the  scene  in  which  the 
bride  takes  poison  (as  she  believes)  from 
the  hand  of  her  father,  in  presence  of  her 
bridegroom,  as  a  refuge  from  the  passion 
of  the  king,  was  as  far  above  Jonson  as 
Jonson  was  above  him  in  the  robueter 
qualities  of  intellect  or  genius.  This 
most  lovely  scene,  for  pathos  tempered 
with  fancy  and  for  passion  distilled  in 
melody,  is  comparable  only  with  higher 
work,  of  rarer  composition  and  poetry 
more  pure,  than  Jonson’s:  it  is  a  ven 
treasure-house  of  verses  like  jewels" 
bright  as  tears  and  sweet  as  flowers.  Whei 
Dekker  writes  like  this,  then  truly  we 
seem  to  see  his  right  hand  in  the  left  hand 
of  Shakespeare.  —Swinburne,  Algernon 
Charles,  1887,  Thomas  Dekker,  The 
Nineteenth  Century,  vol.  21,  pp.  S4,  85. 

THE  HONEST  WHORE 
1  <504-1030 

There  is  in  the  second  part  of  this  play, 
where  Bellafront,  a  reclaimed  harlot, 
recounts  some  of  the  miseries  of  her  pro¬ 
fession,  a  simple  picture  of  honour  and 
shame,  contrasted  without  violence,  and 
expressed  without  immodesty,  which  is 
worth  all  the  strong  lines  against  the 
harlot’-s  profession,  with  which  both  parts 
of  this  play  are  offensively  crowded. — 
Lamb,  Charles,  1808,  Specimens  of  Dra¬ 
matic  Poets. 

Old  honest  Decker’s  Signor  Orlando  Fris- 
cobaldo  I  shall  never  forget!  I  became 
only  of  late  acquainted  with  this  last- 
mentioned  worthy  character;  but  the 
bargain  between  us  is,  I  trust,  for  life. 
We  sometimes  regret  that  we  had  not 
sooner  met  with  characters  like  these. 
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that  seem  to  raise,  revive,  and  give  a  new 
zest  to  our  being.  Vain  the  complaint! 
We  should  never  have  known  their  value, 
if  we  had  not  known  them  always:  they 
are  old,  very  old  acquaintance,  or  we 
should  not  recognise  them  at  first  sight. 
We  only  find  in  books  what  is  already 
written  within  “the  red-leaved  tables  of 
our  hearts.” — Hazlitt,  William,  1820, 
Lectures  on  the  Literature  of  the  Age  of 
Elizabeth. 

In  this  play,  which  to  my  mind  has 
every  mark  of  being  essentially  his, 
Dekker  has  treated  with  powerful  sim¬ 
plicity  the  most  terrible  of  the  sins  of  a 
great  city,  and  although  I  am  by  no  means 
inclined  to  assign  to  “The  Honest  Whore,” 
from  a  literary  point  of  view,  the  highest 
eminence  among  his  dramatic  works,  the 
depth  of  its  general  conception  and  the 
broad  effectiveness  of  its  execution  have 
justly  caused  this  to  be  regarded  as  one  of 
the  most  interesting  productions  of  the 
popular  Elisabethan  drama. 

Dekker’s  age,  whatever  its  vices  and 
weaknesses,  had  not  lost  the  power  of 
folding  up  to  them  a  true  and  uncom- 
■romising  mirror;  and  it  must  be  allowed 
.hat  in  “The  Honest  Whore”  the  main 
lesson  of  the  action  is  brought  home  not 
merely  with  the  utmost  directness  of 
speech,  but  also  with  unmistakeable  in¬ 
tegrity  of  purpose. — Ward,  Adolphus 
William,  1875-99,  A  History  of  English, 
Dramatic  Literature,  vol.  II,  p.  462. 

His  smypathy  with  sinful  and  sorrowing 
humanity  was  genuine  and  deep;  but  his 
poignant  feelings  sometimes  found  ex¬ 
pression  in  language  which  seems  to  have 
the  air  of  insincerity.  In  the  fine  scenes 
where  Hippolito  implores  Bellafront  to 
abandon  her  vicious  course  of  life,  and 
again  where  he  strives  to  undo  the  effect 
of  his  former  teaching,  one  feels  that  the 
arguments  and  illustrations  are  enforced 
with  over-heated  vehemence.  This  note 
of  exaggeration  is  never  absent  from 
Dekker’s  work ;  he  let  his  fancy  have  full 
swing  and  did  not  write  “with  slower 
pen.”  But  he  was  the  most  natural  of 
writers,  lovable  at  all  points,  full  of  sim¬ 
plicity  and  tenderness.  The  character  of 
Orlando  Friscobaldo  is  drawn  in  Dekker’s 
cheeriest,  sunniest  manner.  .  .  .  Had 

Middleton’s  share  in  “The  Honest  Whore” 
been  at  all  considerable,  we  may  be 
tolerably  sure  that  his  name  would  not 


have  been  omitted  from  the  title-page. — 
Bullex,  A.  II..  1885,  erf..  The  Works  of 
Thomas  Middleton,  Introduction,  vol.  I,  p. 
xxv,  xxvii. 

My  own  reason  for  preferring  it  to 
almost  all  the  non-tragical  work  of  the 
time  out  of  Shakespere,  is  the  wonderful 
character  of  Bellafront,  both  in  her  un¬ 
reclaimed  and  her  reclaimed  condition. 
In  both  she  is  a  very  woman — not  as  con¬ 
ventional  satirists  and  conventional  en¬ 
comiasts  praise  or  rail  at  women,  but  as 
women  are.  If  her  language  in  her  un¬ 
regenerate  days  is  sometimes  coarser  than 
is  altogether  pleasant,  it  does  not  disguise 
her  nature,-  the  very  nature  of  such  a 
woman  misled  by  giddiness,  by  curiosity, 
by  love  of  pleasure,  by  love  of  admiration, 
but  in  no  thorough  sense  depraved.  Her 
selection  of  Matheo  not  as  the  instrument 
of  her  being  “made  an  honest  woman,” 
not  apparently  because  she  had  any  love 
for  him  left,  or  had  ever  had  much,  but 
because  he  was  her  first  seducer,  is  exactly 
what,  after  a  sudden  convincing  of  sin, 
such  a  woman  would  have  done  ;  and  if  her 
patience  under  the  long  trial  of  her 
husband’s  thoughtlessness  and  occasional 
brutality  seem  excessive,  it  will  only  seem 
so  to  one  who  ha9  been  unlucky  in  his  ex¬ 
perience.  Matheo  indeed  is  a  thorough 
good-for-nothing,  and  the  natural  man 
longs  that  Bellafront  might  have  been 
better  parted ;  but  Dekker  was  a  very 
moral  person  in  his  own  way,  and  ap¬ 
parently  he  would  not  entirely  let  her — 
Imogen  gone  astray  as  she  is— off  her 
penance.  Saintsbury,  Georue,  1887, 
History  of  Elizabethan  Literature,  p.  205. 

Of  all  Dekker's  works,  “The  Honest 
Whore”  comes  nearest  to  some  reasonable 
degree  of  unity  and  harmony  in  conception 
and  construction :  his  besetting  vice  of 
reckless  and  sluttish  incoherence  has  here 
done  less  than  usual  to  deform  the  propor¬ 
tions  and  deface  the  impression  of  his 
design. — Swinburne,  Algernon  Charles, 
1887,  Thomas  Dekker ,  The  nineteenth 
Century ,  vol.  21,  p.  87. 

GENERAL 

Quick  Anti -Horace. — Chettle,  Henry, 
1603,  England's  Mourning  Garment. 

Why,  sir,  sayd  I,  there  is  a  booke  called 
“Greenes  Ghost  haunts  Conycatchers ;” 
another  called  “Legerdemaine,”  and  “The 
Blacke  Dog  of  Newgate;”  but  the  most 
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wittiest,  elegantest  and  eloquentest  peece 
(Master  Dekkers,  the  trueheire  of  Appolo 
composed)  called  “The  Bell-man  of  Lon¬ 
don,”  have  already  set  foorth  the  vices 
of  the  time  so  vively,  that  it  is  impossible 
the  Anchor  of  any  other  mans  braine  can 
sound  the  sea  of  a  more  deepe  and  dread¬ 
ful  mischeefo.-  Fexxor,  William,  1617, 
The  Compter's  Commonwealth. 

A  high-flier  in  wit,  even  against  Ben 
Jonson  himself,  in  his  Comedy  called  “The 
Untrussing  of  the  Humourous  Poet.”  — 
Phillips,  Howard,  1675,  Theatrum 
Poctarum  Anglicanorum,  cd.  Drydgcs,  p. 
237. 

A  Poet  that  liv’d  in  the  Reign  of  King 
James  the  First,  and  was  Contemporary 
with  that  admirable  Laurcat ,  Mr.  Benjamin 
Johnson.  He  was  more  famous  for  the 
contention  he  had  with  him  for  the  Bays, 
than  for  any  great  Reputation  he  had 
gain'd  by  his  own  Writings.  Yet  even  in 
that  Age,  he  wanted  not  his  Admirers,  nor 
his  Friends  amongst  the  Poets:  in  which 
number  I  reckon  the  Ingenious  Mr.  Richard 
Bromc  ,  who  always  stiPd  him  by  the  Title 
of  Father.  He  clubb’d  with  Webster  in 
writing  Three  Plays;  and  with  Rowley  and 
Ford  in  another :  and  I  think  I  may  venture 
to  say,  that  these  Plays  as  far  exceed 
those  of  his  own  Brain,  as  a  platted  Whip¬ 
cord  exceeds  a  single  Thread  in  strength. 
Of  those  which  he  writ  alone,  I  know  none 
of  much  Esteem,  except  “The  Untrussing 
the  Humourous  Poet,”  and  that  chiefly  on 
account  of  the  Subject  of  it,  which  was 
the  Witty  Ben  Johnson. — Langbaixe, 
Gerard,  1691,  An  Account  of  the  English 
Dramatick  Poets,  p.  121. 

Upon  the  whole,  Decker  cannot  be 
ranked  with  Chapman  and  Heywood,  and 
it  is  very  probable  that  he  could  not  have 
been  half  so  well  respected  as  he  was,  had 
not  the  envy  of  Jonson,  who  had  he  pos¬ 
sessed  an  atom  of  good  sense  would  have 
smiled  and  passed  by  him,  lifted  him  into 
a  consequence,  not  only  fancied  by  him 
but  credited  by  the  world. — Dibdix, 
Charles,  1795,  A  Complete  History  of  the 
Stage ,  vol.  m,  p.  260. 

Decker  was  a  very  popular  writer,  whose 
numerous  tracts  exhibit  to  posterity  a 
more  detailed  narrative  of  the  manners  of 
the  town  in  the  Elizabethan  age  than  is 
elsewhere  to  be  found. — Disraeli,  Isaac, 
1812-13,  Jonson  and  Decker,  Quarrels  of 
Authors. 


On  the  same  elevation  with  Middleton, 
as  to  dramatic  merit,  may  we  place  the 
name  of  Thomas  Decker,  who,  if  he  has 
not  equalled  his  contemporary  in  the 
faculty  of  imagination,  has,  in  some  in¬ 
stances,  exceeded  him,  in  the  vigorous 
conception  of  his  characters,  and  the  skil¬ 
ful  management  of  his  fable. — Drake, 
Nathax,  1817,  Shakspeare  and  His  Times, 
vol.  H,  p.  566. 

Yet  more  versatile,  whimsical,  and  even 
prolific  than  either  of  the  foregoing  writ¬ 
ers  (perhaps  not  excepting  Greene)  was 
Thomas  Dekker. — Dibdix,  Thomas  Frog- 
nall,  1824,  The  Library  Companion ,  note , 
p.  594. 

I  take  Webster  and  Decker  to  have  been 
the  two  greatest  of  the  Shakspeare  men, 
for  unstudied  genius,  next  after  Beaumont 
and  Fletcher,  and  in  some  respects  they 
surpassed  them.  Beaumont  and  Fletcher 
have  no  such  terror  as  Webster,  nor  any 
such  piece  of  hearty,  good,  affecting 
human  clay  as  Decker’s  “Old  Signior 
Orland  Friscobaldo.  ”  Is  there  any  such 
man  even  in  Shakspeare? — any  such 
exaltation  of  that  most  delightful  of  all 
things,  bonhomie ?  Webster  sometimes 
overdoes  his  terror;  nay,  often.  He  not 
only  riots,  he  debauches  in  it ;  and  Decker, 
full  of  heart  and  delicacy  as  he  is,  and 
qualified  to  teach  refinement  to  the  refined, 
condescends  to  an  astounding  coarseness. 
Beaumont  and  Fletcher’s  good  company 
saved  them  from  that,  in  words.  In  spirit 
they  are  full  of  it.  But  Decker  never 
mixes  up  (at  least  not  as  far  as  I  can  re¬ 
member)  any  such  revolting  and  impossible 
contradictions  in  the  same  character  as 
they  do.  Neither  does  he  bring  a  doubt 
on  his  virtues  by  exaggerating  them.  He 
believes  heartily  in  what  he  does  believe, 
and  you  love  him  inconsequence. — Hunt, 
Leigh,  1844,  Imagination  and  Fancy,  p. 
197. 

One  of  the  most  fascinating  dramatists 
of  his  generation,  and,  with  much  vulgarity 
and  trash,  has  passages  worthy  of  the 
greatest.  He  is  light,  airy,  sportive, 
humane,  forgetive,  and  possesses  both 
animal  and  intellectual  spirits  to  perfec¬ 
tion.  He  seems  flushed  and  heated  with 
the  very  wine  of  life;  throws  off  the  sun¬ 
niest  morsels  of  wit  and  wisdom  with  a 
beautiful  heedlessness  and  unstudied  ease : 
and  in  his  intense  enjoyment  of  life  and 
motion  appears  continually  to  exclaim. 
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with  his  own  Matheo,  “Do  we  not  fly 
high?” — Whipple,  Edwin  P.,  1846’ 
Old  English  Dramatists,  Essays  and  Re¬ 
views,  vol.  ii,  p.  39. 

He  appears  to  have  been  by  no  means 
destitute  of  imagination,  of  pathos,  or  of 
humour  ;  though  his  genius  has  always  ap¬ 
peared  to  us  rather  lyric  than  dramatic. — 
Shaw,  Thomas  B.,  1847,  Outlines  of  Eng¬ 
lish,  Literature,  p.  130. 

Dekker  must  not  be  estimated  from  Jon- 
son’s  character  of  him.  He  wrote  a  great 
number  of  plays,  and  was  joined  in  several 
by  Webster,  Ford,  and  others.  His  pieces 
are  remarkably  unequal.  His  plots  are 
not  always  well  chosen,  and  are  generally 
careless  in  construction.  But  in  occasional 
scenes  he  rises  to  an  unexpected  height  of 
power,  and  exhibits  a  range  of  fancy  that 
fairly  entitles  him  to  take  rank  with  the 
majority  of  his  contemporaries. -  Bell, 
Robert,  1867?  ed.,  Songs  from  the  Dram¬ 
atists,  p.  176. 

I  am  not  certain  whether  I  may  not 
now  be  calling  up  a  singer  whose  song  will 
appear  hardly  to  justify  his  presence  in 
the  choir.  Bpt  its  teaching  is  of  high  im¬ 
port,  namely,  of  content  and  cheerfulness 
and  courage,  and  being  both  worthy  and 
melodious,  it  gravitates  heavenward.  The 
singer  is  yet  another  dramatist :  I  presume 
him  to  be  Thomas  Dekker.  I  cannot  be 
certain,  because  others  were  concerned 
with  him  in  the  writing  of  the  drama  from 
which  1  take  it. — Macdonald,  George, 
1863,  England's  Antiphon,  p.  140. 

Though  his  lyrical  gifts  were  of  a  rare 
quality,  though  he  was  master  of  a  vigor¬ 
ous  if  not  elevated  rhetoric,  and  though 
his  natural  humour,  which  shows  itself  at 
its  height  already  in  his  earliest  extant 
comedy,  seems  to  have  been  constantly 
fed  by  lively  observation,  he  produced  no 
one  dramatic  work  of  a  high  order.  It 
is  in  scattered  scenes  and  passages  rather 
than  in  the  working  out  of  characters  or 
plots  that  he  displays  elements  of  real 
tragic  power ;  for  at  times  his  pathos  is 
singularly  sudden  and  direct.  A  fuller 
measure  of  success  he  commands  only 
within  a  limited  sphere.  Inside  of  this, 
although  the  grossness  of  his  realism 
makes  it  impossible  for  a  more  refined  age 
to  dwell  with  unalloyed  pleasure  on  his 
pictures  of  contemporary  life,  the  un¬ 
affected  healthiness  of  his  spirit  and  the 
vigour  of  his  comic  genius  are  beyond 


dispute.— Ward,  Adolphes  William, 
1875-99,  A  History  of  English  Dramatic 
Literature,  vol.  n,  p.  471. 

Dekker  had  several  qualities  which 
made  him  a  desirable  coadjutor  in  play¬ 
writing.  He  was  a  master  of  the  craft  of 
the  stage.  A  man  of  quick  sympathies, 
unconquerable  buoyancy  of  spirit,  infinite 
readiness  and  resource,  he  had  lived  among 
the  people  who  filled  the  theatres,  and 
took  a  genuine  delight  in  moving  them  by 
the  exhibition  of  common  joys  and  sor¬ 
rows.  His  whole  heart  went  with  his 
audience,  and,  though  he  had  not  the  lofti¬ 
ness  of  aim  of  his  greatest  contempo¬ 
raries,  none  of  them  had  a  finer  dramatic 
instinct.  He  knew  London  as  well  as 
Dickens,  and  had  something  of  the  same 
affection  for  its  oddities  and  its  outcasts. 
The  humour  which  lights  up  its  miseries,  the 
sunshine  which  plays  over  its  tears,  the 
simple  virtues  of  the  poor  and  unfortunate, 
patience,  forgiveness,  mirthfulness,  were 
the  favourite  themes  of  this  tender-hearted 
dramatist.  His  plays  are  full  of  life  and 
movement,  of  pathos  that  is  never  maudlin 
and  humour  that  is  never  harsh.  Vice 
always  gets  the  worst  of  it,  hardness  of 
heart  above  all  never  goes  unpunished,  but 
relenting  leniency  always  comes  in  to  keep 
retribution  within  gentle  bounds.  Virtue 
is  always  triumphant,  but  it  is  discovered 
in  the  most  fantastic  shapes  and  the  least 
conventional  habiliments. — Minto,  Will¬ 
iam,  1880,  English  Pods,  ed.  Ward,  vol . 
Ii,  p.  55. 

A  hopeful,  cheerful,  humane  spirit,  who 
turned  vexations  and  miseries  into  com¬ 
modities. — Welsh,  Alfred  H.,  1882,  De¬ 
velopment  of  English  Literature  and  Lan¬ 
guage,  vol.  i,  p.  425,  note. 

Dekker  would  have  taken  a  high  place 
among  the  finest  if  not  among  the  greatest 
of  English  poets  if  he  had  but  had  the  sense 
of  form— the  instinct  of  composition. 
Whether  it  was  modesty,  indolence,  indif¬ 
ference  or  incompetence,  some  drawback 
or  short-coming  there  was  which  so  far 
impaired  the  quality  of  his  strong  and  del¬ 
icate  genius  that  it  is  impossible  for  his 
most  ardent  and  cordial  admirer  to  say  or 
think  of  his  very  best  work  that  really  it 
does  him  justice — that  it  adequately  repre¬ 
sents  the  fullness  of  his  unquestionable 
powers. — Swinburne,  Algernon  Charles, 
1886,  Thomas  Middleton,  The  Nineteenth 
Century ,  vol.  19,  p.  143. 
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Honest  Dekker.  with  his  easy-going  sen¬ 
sibilities  and  facile  touch  on  human  feel¬ 
ing. — Symonds,  John  Addington,  1887, 
Marlowe ,  {Mermaid  Series),  General  Intro¬ 
duction  to  the  Drama,  p.  xxiv. 

When  all  deductions  have  been  made  on 
the  score  of  inartistic  and  reckless  work¬ 
manship.  Dekkers  best  plays  rank  with 
the  masterpieces  of  the  Elizabethan 
drama;  and  his  numerous  tracts,  apart 
from  their  sterling  literary  interest,  are 
simply  invaluable  for  the  information  that 
they  afford  concerning  the  social  life  of 
Elizabethan  and  Jacobean  times.  Bul- 
LEN.  A.  II.,  1888,  Dictionary  of  National 
Biography ,  i*o/.  Xiv,  p.  300. 

There  is  good  meat  in  what  Dekker 
wrote :  he  had  humor ;  he  had  pluck ;  he 
had  gift  fur  using  words— to  sting  or  to 
praise— or  to  beguile  one.  There  are 
traces  not  only  of  a  Dickens  flavor  in  him, 
but  of  a  Lamb  flavor  as  well ;  and  there  is 
reason  to  believe  that,  like  both  these 
later  humorists,  he  made  his  conquests 
without  the  support  of  a  university  train¬ 
ing.  Swinburne  characterizes  him  as  a 
“modest,  shiftless,  careless  nature:’’  but 
he  was  keen  to  thrust  a  pin  into  one  who 
had  offended  his  sensibilities  ;  in  his  plays 
he  warmed  into  pretty  lyrical  outbreaks, 
but  never  seriously  measured  out  a  work 
of  large  proportions,  or  entered  upon  ex¬ 
ecution  of  such  with  a  calm,  persevering 
temper.  He  was  many-sided,  not  only  lit¬ 
erary-wise,  but  also  conscience-wise.  It 
seems  incredible  that  one  who  should 
write  the  coarse  things  which  appear  in 
his  “Bachelor’s  Banquet”  should  also 
have  elaborated,  with  a  pious  unction 
(that  reminds  of  Jeremy  Taylor)  the 
saintly  invocations  of  the  “Foure  Birds  of 
Noah’s  Ark:“  and  as  for  his“Dreame” 
it  shows  in  parts  a  luridness  of  color  which 
reminds  of  our  own  Wigglesworth — as  if 
this  New  England  poet  of  fifty  years  later 
may  have  dipped  his  brush  into  the  same 
paint-pot. — Mitchell,  Donald  G.,  1889, 
English  Lands  Letters  and  Kings ,  From 
Celt  to  Tudor,  p.  287. 

A  marked  difference  between  Dekker 
and  Nash  resulted  from  the  fact  that  Dek¬ 
ker  had  not  only  a  love  of  poetry,  but  a 
poetical  faculty  of  a  high  order.  He 
went  far  beyond  the  picturesqueness  of 
Nash’s  word-painting,  and  reached  in  his 
prose  as  well  as  in  his  verse  true  lyrical 
emotion  and  pathos;  he  had,  said  Lamb, 


“poetry  enough  for  anything  and  while 
Nash's  gaiety,  true  and  hearty  as  it  is, 
takes  often  and  naturally  a  bitter  satiri¬ 
cal  turn,  Dekker’s  gaiety  though  some¬ 
times  bitter,  more  usually  takes  a  pretty, 
graceful,  and  fanciful  turn. 

Dekker  did  not  write  novels  properly  so 
called,  but  his  prose  works  abound  with 
scenes  that  seem  detached  from  novels, 
and  that  were  so  well  fitted  for  that  kind 
of  writing  that  we  find  them  again  in  the 
works  of  professional  novelists  of  his  or 
of  a  later  time.  Jusserand,  J.  J.,  1890, 
The  English  Novel  in  the  Time  of  Shake¬ 
speare ,  pp.  332,  335. 

Is  unrivalled  in  short  pathetic  scenes, 
has  a  tenderness  that  is  ail  his  own,  com¬ 
bines  with  a  sweet  fancy  a  rare  lyrical 
gift,  but  is  excessively  unequal  as  a  crafts¬ 
man,  and  mars  some  of  his  finest  efforts 
by  his  impatience,  his  incoherence,  and  his 
carelessness.  It  is  difficult  to  understand 
how  it  can  be  possible  that  the  author  of 
the  detestable  stuff  called  “If  it  be  not 
good,  the  Devil  is  in  it,”  could  have 
turned  away  to  contribute  to  Massinger’s 
“Virgin  Martyr”  the  exquisite  episode 
between  the  heroine  and  the  angel.  This 
extravagant  inequality,  ever  recurring, 
creates  the  standing  difficulty  about  the 
literary  position  of  Dekker.  GOSSE,  Ed¬ 
mund,  1894,  The  Jacobean  Poets,  p.  22. 

Dekker  is  the  complement  of  Chapman, 
with  whom,  as  with  Jonson  and  Marston, 
he  was  conjoined  in  a  series  of  now  inex¬ 
tricable  literary  friendships  and  quarrels. 
Chapman  was  a  scholar  and  a  ripe  one ; 
Dekker  is  not  known  to  have  had  any  ed¬ 
ucation.  Chapman  had  a  rugged  obscur¬ 
ity  and  a  native  force  tending  to  extrava¬ 
gance  as  his  chief  gifts;  Dekker  combines 
sweetness,  which  is  never  cloying  or 
merely  sentimental,  with  a  curious  limpid¬ 
ity  and  fluency  of  diction.  He  wrote,  so 
far  as  we  know,  no  poems  of  note,  save 
the  charming  lyrics  inserted  in  his  plays ; 
but  his  prose  is  a  sort  of  manual  of  the 
lower  London  life  of  the  times  of  Eliza¬ 
beth  and  James;  and  his  best  plays,  “Old 
Fortunatus”  and  “The  Honest  Whore,” 
exalt  pathos,  which  is  never  maudlin  or 
conventional,  to  nearly  its  highest  pitch. 
A  parallel  contrast  between  Dekker  and 
Dickens  would  be  very  instructive ;  I  do 
not  know  that  it  has  ever  been  drawn. — 
Saintsbury,  George,  1895,  Social  Eng¬ 
land,  ed.  Traill ,  vol.  iv,  p.  108. 
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Though  a  cloud  hangs  over  the  birth 
and  death  of  Thomas  Dekker,  and  though 
the  details  of  his  personal  career  be  ob¬ 
scured,  yet  through  his  pamphlets  and 
plays  he  has  supplied  us  with  some  of  the 
most  vivid  existing  pictures  of  the  days 
in  which  he  lived.  We  wander  among  the 
narrow  streets  of  old  London,  beneath  the 
gabled  houses  with  their  creaking  signs; 
look  in  at  the  booth-like  shops,  and  listen 
by  day  to  the  ’prentice  call  of  “What 
d’ye  lack?”  or  watch  the  mercers  roll  up 
their  silks  and  velvets  at  nightfall  and  the 
goldsmiths  put  away  their  plate ;  we  stroll 
beneath  the  Gothic  arches  of  old  St. 
Paul's,  and  see  the  gallants  flaunt  their 
cloaks ;  we  float  along  the  river,  or  pass 
beyond  the  city  walls,  in  the  days  when  the 
Moor-gate  really  led  to  moors,  and  when 
Fins-bury  had  its  swampy  fens ;  we  visit 
the  ordinaries,  the  taverns,  the  theatre ; 
we  behold  the  plague-stricken  city,  and 
watch  the  deadcart  pass,  and  see  the 
bodies  “tumbled  into  their  euerlasting 
lodgings  (ten  in  one  heape  and  twenty  in 


another)  as  if  all  the  roomes  vpon  earth 
had  bin  full;”  we  become  familiar  with 
the  haunts  of  sin  and  vice,  and  may  find 
ourselves  with  Dekker  himself  within  the 
walls  of  one  of  those  “thirtecne  strong 
houses  of  sorrow  where  the  prisoner  hath 
his  heart  wasting  away.”  Dekker's 
homely  pictures  of  this  bygone  life  have 
all  the  realism  of  Dutch  paintings;  defi¬ 
cient  as  they  are  in  composition  and  exe¬ 
cution,  we  trace  behind  them  a  kindly 
human  heart,  like  that  of  Steele  or  Gold¬ 
smith,  which  draws  us  to  the  writer  de¬ 
spite  evident  faults  of  style  and  flaws  of 
character.  Morley,  Henry  and  Griffin, 
W.  Hall,  1895,  English  II Viters,  vol.  xi, 
p.  290. 

Marston,  the  respectaole  country  par¬ 
son,  who,  with  his  coarseness  and  his 
savage  force,  makes  a  strange  contrast  to 
his  friend  Dekker  the  vagabond,  who  had 
such  a  wonderful  lyric  faculty,  and  wrote 
with  so  much  humour,  pathos,  and  tender¬ 
ness.— Field,  Lilian  F.,  1S98,  An  Intro¬ 
duction  to  the  Study  of  the  Rena  issance,  />.1G6. 


Sir  John  Suckling 

1609-1642 

Sir  John  Suckling  (1609-42),  poet,  was  born  at  Whitton  in  Middlesex,  the  son  of  a 
secretary  of  state  to  James  I.  In  1623  he  entered  Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  in  1628 
went  on  his  travels,  and  served  for  some  time  under  Gustavus  Adolphus.  He  returned 
about  1632,  became  famous  at  court  for  his  wit  and  prodigality,  and  in  1639  raised  a 
troop  of  100  horse  to  aid  the  king  against  the  Scots.  Suckling  was  returned  to  the 
Long  Parliament,  joined  in  the  abortive  plot  to  rescue  Strafford  from  the  Tower,  and 
in  more  desperate  plots  still  against  the  liberties  of  the  kingdom,  but  his  schemes 
being  discovered  fled  to  the  Continent.  Impoverished  and  disgraced,  he  almost  certainly 
poisoned  himself  at  Paris.  The  works  of  Suckling  consist  of  four  plays,  “Aglaura, " 
“The  Goblins,”  “Brennoralt,”  and  “The  Sad  One,”  now  forgotten;  a  prose  treatise, 
“An  Account  of  Religion  by  Reason  a  few  “Letters and  a  series  of  miscellaneous 
poems,  beginning  with  “A  Sessions  of  the  Poets”  (1637),  which  is  happily  descriptive 
of  the  author’s  contemporaries.  But  the  fame  of  Suckling  rests  on  his  ballads  and 
songs  such  as  the  “Ballad  upon  a  Wedding”  and  “Why  so  pale  and  wan,  fond  lover?” 
See  the  Rev.  A.  Suckling’s  “Selections,  with  a  Life”  (1836),  reproduced  by  W.  C. 
Hazlitt  (1874;  new  ed.  1893)  ;also  the  Memoir  prefixed  to  F.  A.  Stokes’s  edition  (New 
York,  1885). — Patrick  and  Groome,  eds 1897,  Chambers's  Biographical  Dictionary, 
p.  891. 


PERSONAL 
Suckling  next  was  called,  but  did  not  appear, 
But  straight  one  whispered  Apollo  i’  th’  oar. 
That  of  all  men  living  he  cared  not  for ’t. 

He  loved  not  the  Muses  so  well  as  his  sport. 
And  prized  black  eyes,  or  a  lucky  hit 
At  bowls,  above  all  the  trophies  of  wit , 

But  Apollo  was  angry,  and  publicly  said. 
’Twere  fit  that  a  fine  were  set  upon  ’s  head. 

—Suckling,  Sir  John,  1637,  A  Sessions 
rf  the  Poets. 


Suckling,  whose  numbers  could  invite 
Alike  to  wonder  ami  delight ; 

And  with  new  spirit  did  inspire 
The  Thespian  scene  and  Delphic  lyre: 

Is  thus  express’d  in  either  part 
Above  the  humble  reach  of  art. 

Drawn  by  the  pencil,  here  you  find 
His  form — by  liis  own  pen,  his  mind. 
—Stanley,  Thomas,  1646,  Lines  beneaih 
Marshall's  Portrait,  Suckling's  Works. 

He  was  the  greatest  gallant  of  hia 
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time,  and  the  greatest  gamester,  both  for 
bowling  and  cards,  so  that  no  shopkeeper 
would  trust  him  for  Gd.,  as  to-day,  for  in¬ 
stance,  he  might,  by  winning,  be  worth 
200  li.,  the  next  day  he  might  not  be  worth 
half  so  much,  or  perhaps  be  sometimes 
minus  nihilo.  Sir  William  [Davenant] 
(who  was  his  intimate  friend,  and  loved  him 
intirely)  would  say  that  Sir  John,  when  he 
was  at  his  lowest  ebbe  in  gameing,  1 
meane  when  unfortunate,  then  would  make 
himselfe  most  glorious  in  apparel  1,  and 
sayd  that  it  exalted  his  spirits,  and  that 
he  had  then  best  luck  when  he  was  most 
gallant,  and  his  spirits  were  highest. 

lie  was  of  middle  stature  .and 
slight  strength,  brisque  round  eie,  reddish 
fac’t  and  red  nose  (ill  liver),  his  head  not 
very  big,  his  hayre  a  kind  of  sand  colour; 
his  beard  turnd-up  naturally,  so  that  he 
had  brisk  and  graceful  1  looke.  lie  died 
a  batchelour.  ...  Sir  John  Suckling 
— from  Mr.  William  Beeston — invented 
the  game  of  cribbidge. — Aubrey,  John, 
1669-96,  Brief  Lives,  ed.  Clark ,  vol.  N, 
pp.  240,  242,  245. 

He  had  so  pregnant  a  Genius  that  he 
spoke  Latin  at  Five  Years  Old,  and  writ 
it  at  Nine  Years  of  Age.  His  Skill  in 
Languages,  and  Musick,  was  Remarkable; 
but  above  all  his  Poetry,  took  with  all  the 
People,  whose  Souls  were  polished  by  the 
Charms  of  the  Muses:  And  t ho'  ILardid 
not  so  well  agree  with  his  Constitution; 
yet  in  his  Travels  he  made  a  Campaign 
under  the  Famous  Gustavus,  where  he  was 
present  at  three  Battles,  five  Sieges,  and 
as  many  Skirmishes:  and  if  his  Valour 
was  not  so  Remarkable,  in  the  North  in 
the  beginning  of  the  Wars;  yet  his  Loy¬ 
alty  was  conspicuous,  by  his  Expence  in 
the  Troop  of  Horse,  which  he  rais’d, 
whose  Equipage,  viz.  Horses,  Arms  and 
Clothes,  were  provided  all  at  his  own 
Charge,  and  stood  him  in  12000  (. — Lang- 
baine,  Gerard,  1691,  An  Account  of  the 
English  Dramatick  Poets ,  p.  496. 

Sir  John  Suckling  was  an  immoral  man, 
as  well  as  debauched.  The  story  of  the 
French  cards  was  told  me  by  the  late 
Duke  of  Buckingham;  and  he  had  it  from 
old  Lady  Dorset  herself.  That  lady  took 
a  very  odd  pride  in  boasting  of  her  famil¬ 
iarities  with  Sir  John  Suckling.  She  is 
the  Mistress  and  Goddess  in  his  poems ; 
and  several  of  those  pieces  were  given  by 
herself  to  the  printer.  This  the  Duke  of 


Buckingham  used  to  give  as  one  instance 
of  the  fondness  she  had  to  let  the  world 
know  how  well  they  were  acquainted. — 
Poi’E,  Alexander,  172S-30,  Spence's  A «ec- 
dotes,  cd.  Singer,  p.  2. 

Sir  John  Suckling,  a  poet  of  great  vi¬ 
vacity,  and  some  elegance,  was  one  of  the 
finest  gentlemen  of  his  time. — Granger, 
James,  1769-1824,  Biographical  History 
of  England,  vol .  ill,  p.  123. 

The  active  life  of  our  poet  was  now 
drawing  rapidly  towards  its  closing  scene. 
Time,  as  it  rolled  in  its  unceasing  course, 
brought  no  prospect  of  a  national  reunion, 
while  the  interdict  against  his  safety  con¬ 
tinued  in  full  validity.  Reduced,  at 
length,  in  fortune,  and  dreading  to  en¬ 
counter  poverty,  which  his  habits  and 
temper  were  little  calculated  to  endure — 
hurled  from  his  rank  in  society — an  alien, 
and  perhaps  friendless— his  energies  at 
length  gave  way  to  the  complicated 
wretchedness  of  his  situation,  and  he  con¬ 
templated  an  act  which  he  had  himself 
condemned  in  others.  Purchasing  poison 
of  an  apothecary  at  Paris,  he  produced 
death,  says  Aubrey,  by  violent  fits  of 
vomiting.  Some  writerq,  with  great  ten¬ 
derness  to  his  character,  have  attributed 
his  end  to  other  causes  and  dissimilar 
means;  but,  I  regret  to  add,  family  tradi¬ 
tion  confirms  the  first  and  most  revolting 
narration.  Thus  perished  im- 

maturely,  and  in  a  land  of  strangers,  the 
accomplished  subject  of  this  memoir; 
marked  indeed  by  early  levity  and  indis¬ 
cretions,  but  happily  more  distinguished 
by  devoted  loyalty  and  intellectual  refine¬ 
ment.  If  he  be  charged  with  want  of 
prudence  in  the  direction  of  his  great  abil¬ 
ities  to  his  own  advancement,  they  were 
at  least  ever  exerted  in  favour  of  the 
learned  and  the  deserving.  If  his  earlier 
years  were  stained  by  habits  of  intemper¬ 
ance  and  frivolity,  he  has  amply  redeemed 
himself  by  the  exertions  of  his  maturer 
age.  To  a  kind  and  amiable  temper  he 
united  a  generous  and  a  friendly  disposi¬ 
tion ;  while  the  proofs  of  his  patriotism 
and  loyalty  have  been  so  fully  developed 
in  the  progress  of  this  essay,  that,  with 
all  his  imperfections,  he  is  entitled  to  rank 
with  the  most  distinguished  characters  of 
his  day. — Suckling,  Alfred,  1836-74, 
ed.,  Sucklmg’s  Works. 

The  delight  of  the  Court  and  the  darling 
of  the  Muses,  Suckling  was  one  of  the 
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sweetest  poets,  the  most  refined  gentle¬ 
man,  and  perhaps  the  wildest  and  most 
reckless  cavalier  of  the  age  in  which  he 
lived.— Jesse,  John  Heneage,  1839-57, 
Memoirs  of  the  Court  of  England  During 
the  Reign  of  the  Stuarts,  Including  the  Pro¬ 
tectorate,  vol.  II,  p.  215. 

He  comes  among  a  herd  of  scented  fops 
with  careless  natural  grace,  and  an  odour 
of  morning  flowers  upon  him.  You  know 
not  which  would  have  been  most  delighted 
with  his  compliments,  the  dairy  maid  or 
the  duchess.  He  was  thrown  too  early 
upon  a  town  life  ;  otherwise  a  serious  pas¬ 
sion  for  some  estimable  woman,  which  (to 
judge  from  his  graver  poetry)  he  was 
very  capable  of  entertaining,  might  have 
been  the  salvation  of  him.  As  it  was,  he 
died  early,  and,  it  is  said,  not  happily ; 
but  this  may  have  been  the  report  of  envy 
or  party-spirit;  for  he  was  a  great  loy¬ 
alist.  It  is  probable,  however,  that  he 
excelled  less  as  a  partizan  than  as  a  poet 
^nd  a  man  of  fashion.  He  is  said  to  have 
f  iven  a  supper  to  the  ladies  of  his  ac- 
laintance,  the  last  course  of  which  con- 
sted  of  millinery  and  trinkets.  The 
great  Nelson’s  mother  was  a  Suckling  of 
the  same  stock,  in  Norfolk.  Hunt, 
Leigh,  1846,  Hit  and  Humour,  p.  216. 

Considering  the  early  age  at  which  he 
passed  away,  and  what  he  has  left  behind 
him  in  print,  not  to  name  his  political  ex¬ 
ploits,  it  will  be  allowed,  no  doubt,  that 
Suckling  was  a  man  of  no  ordinary  genius, 
nor  have  we  it  in  our  power,  we  appre¬ 
hend,  to  raise  a  better  monument  to  him, 
than  a  faithful  text  of  his  authentic  writ¬ 
ings. — Hazlitt,  W.  Carew,  1874,  ed.. 
Poems,  Plays  and  Other  Romances  of 
Suckling,  Introduction,  vol.  I,  p.  vi. 

The  feverish  life  of  Suckling  never  ful¬ 
filled  its  true  issues.  Expatriated  and 
disgraced,  his  sun  went  down  in  a  foreign 
land,  ere  almost  it  had  reached  its  merid¬ 
ian.  ...  To  the  allurements  of  a 
court  at  first  brilliant  and  trifling,  then 
sensual  and  devilish,  we  owe  in  great 
measure  the  failure  of  Sucking's  life,  and 
the  extinction  of  his  fine  genius.  But, 
when  all  deductions  have  been  made,  there 
still  remain  substantial  reasons  for  class¬ 
ing  the  poet  honourably  amongst  the  dis¬ 
tinguished  men  of  his  age. — Smith, 
George  Barnett,  1878,  Sir  John  Suck¬ 
ling,  The  Gentleman's  Magazine,  vol.  243, 
p.  439. 


No  English  poet  has  lived  a  life  so  pub¬ 
lic,  so  adventurous  and  so  full  of  vicissi¬ 
tude  as  his.  Nothing  short  of  an  irresist¬ 
ible  bias  towards  the  art  of  poetry  could 
have  induced  so  busy  and  so  fortunate  a 
man  to  write  in  verse  at  all.  Beautiful 
and  vigorous  in  body,  educated  in  all  the 
accomplishments  that  grace  a  gentleman, 
endowed  from  earliest  youth  with  the 
prestige  of  a  soldier  and  a  popular  court¬ 
ier,  his  enormous  wealth  enabled  him  to 
indulge  every  whim  that  a  fondness  for 
what  was  splendid  or  eccentric  in  dress, 
architecture  and  pageantry  could  devise. 
Such  a  life  could  present  no  void  which 
literary  ambition  could  fill,  and  Suck¬ 
ling’s  scorn  for  poetic  fame  was  well 
known  to  his  contemporaries. — Gosse, 
Edmund,  1880,  English  Poets,  cd.  Ward, 
vol.  u,  p.  170. 

Sir  John  Suckling  was  a  gay  courtier, 
much  addicted  to  gambling,  like  many 
others  who,  by  the  side  of  the  grave  de¬ 
corum  of  Charles’s  domestic  life,  antici¬ 
pated  the  loose  profligacies  of  the  White¬ 
hall  of  Charles  II.  As  a  writer  of  spark¬ 
ling  verses  he  secured  the  admiration  of 
his  contemporaries,  and  has  retained  the 
admiration  of  later  generations.  His  con¬ 
versation  was  as  easy  and  brilliant  as  his 
verse,  and  he  readily  made  himself  accept¬ 
able  to  the  ladies  of  the  Court,  who 
thought  it  no  shame  to  listen  to  the  airy 
doctrine  that  constancy  in  married  life 
was  a  fit  object  of  scorn,  and  that  modesty 
was  but  an  empty  name.  Amongst  men 
he  was  much  respected.  Once  in  his  life 
he  had  thought  of  marrying  a  lady  whose 
attractions  were  to  be  found  in  the  weight 
of  her  purse.  A  rival,  strong  of  arm, 
cudgelled  him  till  he  agreed  to  renounce 
all  claims  upon  the  golden  prize. — Gard¬ 
iner,  Samuel  R.,  1883,  History  of  Eng¬ 
land  from  the  Accession  of  James  I.  to  the 
Outbreak  of  the  Civil  War,  vol.  IX,  p.  311. 

.  .  .  thou,  whom  Muses  crowned  with 

every  gift, 

While  yet  a  boy — tho’  in  achievement  man 
And  monarch — young  in  years  yet  ripe  in 
fame,  .  .  . 


Tender  nnd  great,  true  poet,  dauntless  heart, 
We  cannot  see  with  eyes  os  clear  as  thine. 

A  sordid  time  dwarfs  down  the  race  of  men 
They  may  not  touch  the  lute  or  draw  the 
sword 

As  thou  didst,  half  immortal. 

— De  Tabley,  Lord  John,  1893,  On  a 
Portrait  of  Sir  John  Suckling. 
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GENERAL 

Among  the  highest  and  most  refined 
wits  of  the  nation,  this  gentle  and  princely 
poet  took  his  generous  rise  from  the  Court, 
where,  having  flourished  with  splendour 
and  reputation,  he  lived  only  long  enough 
to  see  the  sunset  of  that  majesty  from 
whose  auspicious  beams  he  derived  his  lus¬ 
tre,  and  with  whose  declining  state  his 
own  loyal  fortunes  were  obscured.  Hut 
after  the  several  changes  of  those  times, 
being  sequestered  from  the  more  serene 
contentments  of  his  native  country,  he 
first  took  care  to  secure  the  dearest  and 
choicest  of  his  papers  in  the  several  cabi¬ 
nets  of  his  noble  and  faithful  friends,  and 
among  other  testimonies  of  bis  worth, 
these  elegant  and  florid  pieces  of  his  fancy 
were  preserved  in  the  custody  of  his  truly 
honourable  and  virtuous  sister,  with  whose 
free  permission  they  were  transcribed, 
and  now  published  exactly  according  to 
the  originals.  This  might  be  sufficient  to 
make  you  acknowledge  that  these  are  the 
real  and  genuine  works  of  Sir  John  Suck¬ 
ling;  but  if  you  can  yet  doubt,  let  any 
judicious  soul  seriously  consider  the  free¬ 
dom  of  the  fancy,  richness  of  the  con- 
ceipt,  proper  expression,  with  that  air 
and  spirit  diffused  through  every  part,  and 
he  will  find  such  a  perfect  resemblance 
with  what  hath  been  formerly  known,  that 
he  cannot  with  modesty  doubt  them  to  be 
his.  I  could  tell  you  further  (for  I  mvself 
am  the  best  witness  of  it),  what  a  thirst 
and  general  inquiry  hath  been  after  what 
I  here  present  you,  by  all  that  have  either 
seen  or  heard  of  them.  And  by  that  time 
you  have  read  them,  you  will  believe  me, 
who  have,  now  for  many  years,  anually 
published  the  productions  of  the  best  wits 
of  our  own  and  foreign  nations. — Mose¬ 
ley,  Humphrey,  1646,  Suckling’s  Poems , 
The  Stationer  to  the  Header. 

Full  of  flowers,  [“Aglaura”]  but 
rather  stuck  in  than  growing  there. — 
Fleckxoe,  Richard,  1664,  Short  Dis¬ 
course  on  the  English  Stage. 

His  poems  are  clear,  sprightly,  and  nat¬ 
ural, — his  plays  well-humoured  and  tak¬ 
ing, — his  letters  fragrant  and  sparkling. 
— Lloyd,  David,  1668,  Memoirs  of  Excel¬ 
lent  Personages. 

The  grace  and  elegance  of  his  songs  and 
ballads  are  inimitable. —Ellis.  George, 
1790-1845,  Specimens  of  the  Early  English 
Poets. 


Sir  John  Suckling  is  acknowledged  to 
have  left  far  behind  him  all  former  writ¬ 
ers  of  song  in  gayetv  and  ease :  it  is  not 
equally  clear  that  he  has  ever  since  been 
surpassed.  Ilis  poetry  aims  at  no  higher 
praise:  he  shows  no  sentiment  or  imagi¬ 
nation,  either  because  he  had  them  not, 
or  because  he  did  not  require  either  in  the 
style  he  chose.  Perhaps  the  Italians  may 
have  poetry  in  that  style  equal  to  Suck¬ 
ling’s;  1  do  not  know  that  they  have,  nor 
do  I  believe  that  there  is  any  in  French : 
that  there  is  none  in  Latin  I  am  convinced. 
— Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction 
to  the  Literature  of  Europe,  pt.  iii,  ch.  v, 
par.  56. 

For  one  who  now  reads  anything  of 
Carew  there  are  twenty  who  know  by 
heart  some  verses  of  his  friend  and 
brother-courtier.  Sir  John  Suckling.  His 
ballad  upon  a  wedding,  with  the  necessary 
omission  of  a  verse  or  two,  is  in  all  our 
books  of  poetic  extracts.  .Masson, 
David,  1858,  The  Life  of  John  Milton,  voL 
I,  ch.  vi. 

Has  none  of  the  pathos  of  Lovelace  or 
Carew,  but  he  equals  them  in  fluency  and 
natural  grace  of  manner,  and  he  has  be¬ 
sides  a  sprightliness  and  buoyancy  which 
is  all  his  own.  His  poetry  has  a  more 
impulsive  air  than  theirs;  and  while,  in 
reference  to  the  greater  part  of  what  he 
has  produced,  he  must  bo  classed  along 
with  them  and  Waller  as  an  adherent  to 
the  French  school  of  propriety  and  pre¬ 
cision,  some  of  the  happiest  of  his  effu¬ 
sions  are  remarkable  for  a  cordiality  and 
impetuosity  of  manner  which  has  nothing 
foreign  about  it,  but  is  altogether  Eng¬ 
lish,  although  there  is  not  much  resem¬ 
bling  it  in  any  of  his  predecessors  any  more 
than  of  his  contemporaries,  unless  per¬ 
haps  in  some  of  Skelton’s  pieces.  His 
famous  ballad  of  “The  Wedding”  is  the 
very  perfection  of  gayety  and  archness  in 
verse;  and  his  “Session  of  the  Poets,”  in 
which  he  scatters  about  his  wit  and  humor 
in  a  more  careless  style,  may  be  consid¬ 
ered  as  constituting  him  the  founder  of  a 
species  of  satire,  which  Cleveland  and 
Marvel  and  other  subsequent  writers  car¬ 
ried  into  new  applications,  and  which  only 
expired  among  us  with  Swift. — Craik, 
George  L.,  1861,  A  Compendious  History 
of  English  Literature  and  of  the  English 
Language ,  vol.  II,  p.  28. 

They  turn  eloquent  phrases  in  order  to 
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be  applauded,  and  flattering  exaggerations 
in  order  to  please.  The  divine  faces,  the 
serious  or  profound  looks,  the  virgin  or 
impassioned  expressions  which  burst  forth 
at  every  step  in  the  early  poets,  have  dis¬ 
appeared  ;  here  we  see  nothing  but  agree¬ 
able  countenances,  painted  in  agreeable 
verses.  Blackguardism  is  not  far  off ;  we 
meet  with  it  as  early  as  in  Suckling,  and 
crudity  to  boot,  and  prosaic  epicurism. 
— Taine,  H.  A.,  1871,  English  Literature, 
tr.  Van  Laun,  vol.  I,  bk.  ii,  ch.  i,  p.  201. 

Suckling — strange  as  it  may  appear  to 
those  who  only  know  his  career  as  a  poet 
— wrote  a  brief  religious  treatise,  entitled 
“An  Account  of  Religion  by  Reason.” 
There  is  little  of  thought  or  genuine  ar 
gument  in  the  treatise.  It  is  the  work  of 
an  elegant  litterateur  handling  a  subject 
which  he  knows  imperfectly,  and  only  from 
the  outside.  But  the  mere  fact  is  a  tes¬ 
timony  to  the  theological  excitement 
which  then  everywhere  pervaded  society, 
and  indicates  the  desire  there  must  have 
been  in  many  minds,  besides  those  whose 
Titings  and  speculations  have  come  to 
le  surface,  to  examine  the  subject  of  re¬ 
gion  rationally.  Suckling  avows  that  he 
:ared  the  charge  of  Socinianism  in  his 
undertaking. — Tulloch,  John,  1872,  Ra¬ 
tional  Theology  and  Christian  Philosophy 
in  England  in  the  Seventeenth  Century ,  vol. 
I,  p.  112. 

A  production  [“The  Goblins”]  which 
defies — and  as  a  drama  hardly  deserves — 
analysis.  The  conduct  of  its  plot  is  at 
once  dragging  and  breathless.  .  .  . 

One  finds  some  little  difficulty  in  under¬ 
standing  how  this  sprightly  fancy  could 
have  stood  the  test  of  stage-performance; 
but  the  rapid  succession  of  scenes  and  the 
intermixture  of  lively  dialogue  with  music, 
songs,  and  a  superabundance  of  action 
may  have  taken  away  the  breath  of  the 
spectators,  and  carried  them  on  with  vic¬ 
torious  speed  to  the  rather  calmer  close 
of  the  piece. — Ward,  Adolphus  Will¬ 
iam,  1875-99,  A  History  of  English  Dra¬ 
matic  Literature,  vol.  In,  pp.  144,  145. 

While  it  is  true  that  Suckling  is  devoid 
of  imagination — in  the  higher  sense  of 
that  word — it  is  a  little  unjust  to  deny 
him  the  presence  of  sentiment.  But  when 
a  writer  cannot  be  a  great  dramatist,  it  is 
something  to  be  a  true  lyric  poet,  and 
this  distinction  Suckling  rightfully  enjoys. 
There  is  no  finer  poem  of  its  kind  than  the 


“Ballad  upon  a  Wedding,”  while  many  of 
the  shorter  pieces  of  this  writer  will  com¬ 
pare  favourably  with  the  lyrics  of  Herrick 
and  Waller.  Many  poets  have  written 
lyrics  with  ease  and  freedom ;  but  Suck¬ 
ling  cut  cameos,  and  some  of  them  are 
almost  worthy  of  standing  alone.  .  .  . 

The  poet  was,  in  the  first  place,  unequal 
to  a  great  or  extended  conception  .  and  in 
the  second,  lacked  the  power,  which  dis¬ 
tinguishes  the  true  dramatist,  of  giving 
breadth  of  treatment  to  such  conceptions 
as  he  had.  “Aglaura”  is  said  to  have 
been  the  poet’s  favourite  drama.  .  .  . 

“Aglaura”  is  studded  with  beautiful  lines, 
and  now  and  then  there  is  even  a  sustained 
passage,  but  on  the  whole  we  are  obliged  to 
confess  that  the  drama  is  stilted  and  un¬ 
natural.  .  .  .  His  “Brennorall”  is 

generally  regarded  as  his  best  dramatic 
work.  .  The  versification  of 

“Brennoralt”  is  almost  as  crude  and  halt¬ 
ing  as  that  of  “Aglaura,”  though,  as  a 
whole,  the  former  must  take  precedence 
for  its  superior  dramatic  qualities.  Yet 
the  lyrics  in  “Aglaura”  are  far  superior 
to  those  found  in  the  later  drama.  Suck¬ 
ling’s  comedy  of  “The  Goblins”  need  not 
detain  us. — Smith,  Georce  Barnett, 
1878,  Sir  John  Suckling,  The  Gentleman's 
Magazine,  vol.  243,  pp.  431,  435,  437. 

Sir  John  Suckling  is  never  to  be  trusted 
for  good  behavior  through  many  stanzas, 
but  how  enchantingly  gay  he  is !  The 
utter  frankness  of  his  hilarity  does  some¬ 
thing  toward  atoning  for  its  coarseness. 
We  are  quite  sure  that  he  is  never 
worse  than  his  words,  and  even  suspect 
that  he  is  not  altogether  so  desperate  a 
rake  as  he  sometimes  pretends.  If  his 
courtesy  seem  scant,  there  is,  at  all 
events,  no  craft  lurking  beneath  it;  and 
so  far  from  hating  or  discrediting  the  ob¬ 
ject  of  his  bold  advances  because  she  had 
repelled  them,  he  treats  her  with  a  mix¬ 
ture  of  petulant  astonishment  and  whim¬ 
sical  respect  altogether  naif  and  amusing. 
— Preston,  Harriet  W.,  1879,  The  Lat¬ 
est  Songs  of  Chivalry,  Atlantic  Monthly, 
vol.  43,  p.  20. 

A  worse  playwright  is  scarcely  to  be 
found,  even  in  that  miserable  period, 
among  the  Gomersalls,  Lowers,  and  Killi- 
grews.  “Aglaura,”  a  monster  of  tedious 
pageantry,  was  arranged  with  a  tragic  and 
a  comic  ending,  according  to  choice :  but 
this  was  not  so  unique  as  has  been 
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supposed,  for  we  find  the  same  silly  con¬ 
trivance  in  Howard’s  “Vestal  Virgin”  and 
in  the  “Pandora”  of  Sir  William  Killi- 
grew.  The  only  drama  of  Suckling’s 
which  is  at  all  readable  is  “Brennoralt,” 
which  is  incoherent  enough,  but  does  con¬ 
tain  some  fine  tragic  writing.  The  only 
real  merit  of  these  plays  however  consists 
in  the  beautiful  songs  they  harbour. — 
Oosse,  Edmund,  1880,  English  Rods,  ed. 
Ward,  vol.  u,  p.  171. 

The  selectors  seem  to  have  been  afraid 
of  giving  the  whole  of  this  most  delicious 
ballad,  [“A  Ballad  of  a  Wedding”]  a  ballad 
“of  twenty-two  incomparable  verses,  of 
wonderful  brightness  and  sweetness,” 
fairly  so  described  by  Mr.  Gosse  in  his  ex¬ 
cellent  introduction  of  the  poet,  in  Ward’s 
‘'English  Poets.”  Even  there  we  have  six¬ 
teen  only  of  the  “incomparable  verses,” 
one  as  of  old  incorrect  and  out  of  place; 
and  what  is  yet  worse,  the  fragment 
printed  as  if  whole,  without  notice  of  ex¬ 
cision  except  the  few  words  I  quote,  not 
necessarily  seen  by  readers  of  the  Ballad. 
But  the  omitted  stanzas  may  (my  readers 
can  judge  for  themselves)  be  “not  in  har¬ 
mony  with  modern  manners,”  as  Mr.  Pal- 
grave  so  prettily  phraseth  it,  and  as  some 
Rev.  Mr.  Suckling  would  seem  also  to 
have  imagined,  who  gives  with  a  Memoir 
of  the  Poet  only  the  usual  sixteen  stanzas, 
without  note  or  apology.  A  fastidious¬ 
ness  scarcely  honest  while  Shakspere,  not 
yet  out  of  harmony,  is  on  every  gentle¬ 
man’s  table. — Linton,  W.  J.,  1882,  ed.. 
Rare  Poems  of  the  Sixteenth  and  Seventeenth 
Centuries,  p.  245,  note. 

The  blithest  throat  that  ever  car  rolled  love 

In  music  made  of  moruing’s  merriest 
heart, 

Glad  Suckling  stumbled  from  his  seat 
above, 

And  reeled  on  slippery  roads  of  alien  art. 

—  SwiNnuRNE,  Algernon  Charles,  1882, 
James  Shirley 

In  the  garden  of  Suckling’s  verse,  side 
by  side  with  rare  blossoms  of  delightful 
fragrance,  grew  unsightly  and  noisome 
weeds.  Of  course  they  were  affected  by 
their  surroundings  and  by  the  unnatural 
light  of  his  court  and  his  time;  but  some 
of  his  writings  outrage  the  taste  or  mor¬ 
ality  of  to-day.  He  is,  however,  although 
not  as  widely  read  or  known  as  he  should 
be,  one  of  the  immortals  in  literature,  and 
had  he  written  nothing  but  “A  Ballad 


upon  a  Wedding”  and  the  song  beginning 
“Why  so  pale  and  wan,  fond  lover,”  he 
would  have  earned  his  immortality.  Their 
simplicity,  grace,  and  wit  are  unmatched 
and  are  peculiarly  his  own.  Their  flavor 
is  most  rare:  it  delights  at  once,  and  is 
never  forgotten.  The  path  which  Suck¬ 
ling’s  verse  takes  never  scales  sublime 
heights,  but  runs  through  fields  where 
music  and  laughter  are  heard,  where 
beauty  is  seen,  and  where  there  are 
occasional  stormy  days.  His  imagination 
never  awes,  nor  does  his  feeling  stir  us 
deeply ;  but  his  fancy  pleases  us,  his  wit 
and  gayety  provoke  a  smile,  and  his  care¬ 
less  ease  and  grace  charm  us. — Stokes, 
Frederick  A.,  1886,  ed..  The  Poems  oj  Sir 
John  Suckling,  Preface,  p.  xiii. 

We  go  to  him  for  his  easy  grace,  his 
agreeable  impudence,  his  scandalous 
mock-disloyalty  (for  it  is  only  mock-dis¬ 
loyalty  after  all)  to  the  “Lord  of  Terrible 
Aspect.”  whom  all  his  elder  contempo¬ 
raries  worshipped  so  piously.  Suckling’s 
inconstancy  and  Lovelace’s  constancy  may 
or  may  not  be  equally  poetical, —  there  is 
some  reason  for  thinking  that  the  lover  of 
Althea  wras  actually  driven  to  something 
like  despair  by  the  loss  of  his  mistress. 
But  that  matters  to  us  very  little.  The 
songs  remain,  and  remain  yet  unsurpassed, 
as  the  most  perfect  celebrations,  in  ore 
case  of  chivalrous  devotion,  in  the  other  of 
the  coxcomb  side  of  gallantry,  that  litera¬ 
ture  contains  or  is  likely  ever  to  contain. 
— Saintsbury,  George,  1887,  History  of 
Elizabethan  Literature,  p.  376. 

1  admire  Suckling’s  graceful  audacity. 
It  is  luckier  to  do  a  little  thing  sur¬ 
passingly  well  than  a  larger  thing  in¬ 
differently  so.—  Locker- Lam pson,  Fred¬ 
erick,  1896,  My  Confidences,  p.  181. 

His  poems  w-ere  collected  and  published 
five  years  after  his  death.  They  are,  like 
their  author,  full  of  careless  grace  and 
light-hearted  gallantry;  but  slovenly,  and 
only  too  often  unquotable.  .  .  .  There 
is  nothing  in  his  poems  of  the  chivalrous 
devotion  that  dignifies  Lovelace’s  two 
great  songs  ;  impudent  frankness  and  care¬ 
less  bonhomie  are  their  special  character¬ 
istics.  He  might,  perhaps,  have  produced 
better  poetry  if  he  had  abandoned  his 
favourite  doctrine  that  a  gentleman  ought 
not  to  take  trouble  over  verse-writing. — 
Masterman,  J.  Howard  B.,  1897,  The 
Age  of  Milton,  p.  100. 
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William  Rowley 

15857-1642? 

William  Rowley,  1585  (?)-1642  (7).  Born,  15S5  (?).  For  many  years  an  actor 
and  dramatist.  Collaborated  frequently  with  Middleton.  Probably  retired  from  stage 
about  1630.  Married  Isabel  Tooley,  1637.  Died  1042(7).  Works:  “The  Travailes 
of  the  Three  English  Brothers”  (with  Wilkins  and  Day),  1607 ;  “A  .Search  for  Money,” 
1600 ;  “A  Fair  Quarrel”  (with  Middleton),  1617 ;  “  A  Courtly  Masque :  the  device  called, 
The  World  Tost  at  Tennis”  (with  Middleton),  (1620);  “A  Farewell  Elegie  on  the 
Death  of  Hugh  Atwell,”  1621 ;  “A  New  Wonder  :  a  Woman  Never  Vext.”  1632;  “All’s 
Lost  by  Lust,”  1633;  “A  Match  at  Midnight,”  1633;  “A  Shoomaker  a  Gentleman,” 
1638;  “The  Changeling”  (with  Middleton),  1653;  “The  Spanish  Gipsy”  (with  Middle- 
ton),  1653;  “Fortune  by  Land  and  Sea”  (with  Heywood),  1655;  “The  Excellent 
Comedy  called  the  Old  Law”  (with  Massinger  and  Middleton),  1656;  “The  Witch  of 
Edmonton”  (with  Dekker,  Ford,  and  others),  1658;  “A  Cure  for  a  Cuckold”  (with 
Webster),  1661;  “The  Thracian  Wonder,  ”  1661;  “The  Birth  of  Merlin"  (pubd.  as 
by  Shakespeare  and  Rowley,  but  written  by  Rowley  alone),  1662. — Sharp,  It. 
Farquharson,  1897,  .4  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  242. 


PERSONAL 

An  Author  that  flourish’d  in  the  Reign 
of  King  Charles  the  First ;  and  was  some¬ 
time  a  Member  of  Pembroke  Hall  in  Cam¬ 
bridge.  I  can  say  nothing  further  of  his 
Life  or  Country  :  but  as  to  his  Poetry,  and 
his  intimate  Acquaintance  with  the  prime 
'oets  of  that  Age,  I  can  speak  at  large, 
le  was  not  only  beloved  by  those  Great 
Men,  Shake  spear,  Fletcher  and  Johnson  ; 
but  likewise  writ  with  the  former,  “The 
Birth  of  Merlin.”  Besides  what  he  joyned 
in  writing  with  Poets  of  the  second  Magni¬ 
tude,  as  Heywood ,  Middleton,  Day  and 
Webster;  as  you  may  see  under  each  of 
their  Names;  our  Author  has  four  Plays 
in  print  of  his  own  Writing.  — Langbaine, 
Gerard,  1691,  An  Account  of  Ike  English 
Dramatick  Poets,  p.  428. 

GENERAL 

That  a  writer  who  was  deemed  a  worthy 
assistant  in  such  plays  as  “The  Witch  of 
Edmonton,”  “The  Thracian  Wonder, ”  and 
“The  Spanish  Gipsey,  ”  must  have  pos¬ 
sessed  no  very  inferior  abilities,  can  admit 
of  little  doubt,  and  is  confirmed  indeed  by 
his  own  exclusive  compositions;  for  “A 
Match  at  Midnight,”  and  “All’s  Lost  by 
Lu3t,  ”  the  former  in  the  comic,  and  the 
latter  in  the  tragic,  department  of  his 
art,  evince,  in  incident  and  humour,  in 
character  and  in  pathos,  powers  which 
repel  the  charge  of  mediocrity.  Upon  the 
whole,  however,  we  consider  him  as  rank¬ 
ing  last  in  the  roll  of  worthies  who  have 
thus  far  graced  our  pages. — Drake, 
Nathan,  1817,  Shakspeare  and  His  Times, 
vol.  ir,  p.  570. 


Though  his  name  is  found  in  one  instance 
affixed  to  a  piece  conjointly  with  Shakes¬ 
peare's,  he  is  generally  classed  only  in  the 
third  rank  of  our  dramatists.  His  Muse  is 
evidently  a  plebeian  nymph,  and  had  not 
been  educated  in  the  school  of  the  Graces. 
His  most  tolerable  production  is  the  “New 
Wonder,  or  a  Woman  never  vext.”  Its 
drafts  of  citizen  life  and  manners  have  an 
air  of  reality  and  honest  truth  the  situa¬ 
tions  and  characters  are  forcible,  and  the 
sentiments  earnest  and  unaffected. — 
Campbell,  Thomas,  1819,  Specimejis  of 
the  British  Poets. 

Rowley  and  Le  Tourneur,  especially  the 
former,  have  occasionally  good  lines ;  but 
we  cannot  say  that  they  were  very  superior 
dramatists.  Rowley,  however,  was  often 
in  comic  partnership  with  Massinger. — 
Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction  to 
the  Literature  of  Europe,  pt.  iii,  ch.  vi, 
par.  103. 

He  has  his  share  of  the  cordial  and 
straightforward  manner  of  our  old  dram¬ 
atists;  but  not  a  great  deal  more  that  is 
of  much  value.  Of  the  style  of  his  comedy 
a  judgment  may  be  formed  from  the  fact, 
recorded  by  Langbaine,  that  certain  of  the 
scenes  of  one  of  his  pieces,  “A  Shoe¬ 
maker’s  a  Gentleman,”  used  to  be  com¬ 
monly  performed  by  the  strolling  actors 
at  Bartholomew  and  Southwark  fairs. — 
Craik,  George  L.,  1861,  A  Compendious 
History  of  English  Literature  and  of  the 
English  Language,  vol.  I,  p.  598. 

William  Rowley,  like  certain  other 
authors  of  merit  in  other  departments  or 
periods  of  our  literature,  seems  to  have 
cared  but  little  for  the  kind  of  reputation 
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which  is  made  by  the  arts  of  reclame.  No 
doubt  there  is  justice  in  the  demand : 

“In  full  re  compel  isacioun 
Or  good  worke,  give  us  good  renoun. ’’ 
But  William  Rowley  would  seem  to  have 
been  one  of  that  minority  among  men  of 
letters  to  whom,  even  before  the  days  of 
journalism  and  its  compensations,  a  per¬ 
sonal  literary  reputation  has  always  been 
more  or  less  a  matter  of  indifference.  At 
all  events,  he  cared  little  or  nothing  for 
the  undivided  empire  of  a  title-page. 

.  .  .  This  comedy  [“A  New  Wonder”] 

was  evidently  intended  to  appeal  to  the 
sympathies  of  the  sort  of  audience  for 
whom  plays  dealing  with  traditions  of  the 
City  of  London  were  as  a  rule,  primarily 
at  all  events,  designed.  It  is,  however, 
a  noteworthy  play,  which  would  of  itself 
prove  its  author  to  have  been  a  dramatist 
deficient  neither  in  skill  nor  in  power. 

The  pathos  is  by  no  means  deep, 
and  the  humour  the  reverse  of  refined; 
while  the  change  in  the  disposition  of  the 
scapegrace  uncle  is  too  sudden  to  leave 
any  moral  impression.  But  the  action  as 
a  whole  is  brisk,  the  tone  healthy,  and  the 
writing  vigorous.  -  Ward,  Adolphus 
William,  1875-99,  A  History  of  English 
Dramatic  Literature ,  vol.  II,  pp.  540,  543, 
544. 

In  the  underplot  of  “A  Fair  Quarrel” 
Rowley’s  besetting  faults  of  coarseness 
and  quaintness,  stiffness  and  roughness, 
are  so  flagrant  and  obtrusive  that  we  can¬ 
not  avoid  a  feeling  of  regret  and  irritation 
at  such  untimely  and  inharmonious  evi¬ 
dence  of  his  partnership  with  a  poet  of 
finer  if  not  of  sturdier  genius.  .  .  . 

But  here  [‘‘The  Honest  Whore”]  we 
may  assert  with  fair  confidence  that  the 
first  and  the  last  scenes  of  the  play  bear 
the  indisputable  sign-manual  of  William 
Rowley.  His  vigorous  and  vivid  genius, 
his  somewhat  hard  and  curt  directness  of 
style  and  manner,  his  clear  and  trenchant 
power  of  straightforward  presentation  or 
exposition,  may  be  traced  in  every  line  as 
plainly  as  the  hand  of  Middleton  must  be 
recognized  in  the  main  part  of  the  tragic 
action  intervening.  To  Rowley  therefore 
must  be  assigned  the  very  high  credit  of 
introducing  and  of  dismissing  with  ade¬ 
quate  and  even  triumphant  effect  the 
strangely  original  tragic  figure  which 
owes  its  fullest  and  finest  development 
to  the  genius  of  Middleton. — Swinburne, 


Algernon  Charles,  1886,  Thomas  Middle- 
ton,  Nineteenth  Century,  vol.  19,  pp.  145, 
152. 

It  is  very  difficult  to  form  an  opinion  with 
regard  to  his  talent.  He  is  a  kitchen-maid 
rather  than  a  cook,  and  it  is  impossible  to 
be  certain  what  share  he  has  had  in  the 
preparation  of  any  comic  feast  that  is  set 
before  us.  So  far,  however,  as  we  are  able 
to  form  an  opinion,  we  are  apt  to  consider 
that  the  influence  of  Rowley  upon  Middle- 
ton  was  an  unwholesome  one.  Middleton 
was  strangely  compacted  of  gold  and  clay, 
of  the  highest  gifts  and  of  the  lowest  sub¬ 
terfuges  of  the  playwright.  In  Rowley, 
all  that  was  not  clay  was  iron,  and  it  is 
difficult  to  believe  that  he  sympathized 
with  or  encouraged  his  friend’s  ethereal 
eccentricities.  That  Rowley  had  a  hand 
in  the  underplot  of  several  of  Middleton’s 
noblest  productions  does  not  alter  our 
conviction  that  his  own  sentiments  were 
rather  brutal  and  squalid,  and  that  he 
cared  for  little  but  to  pander  to  the  sen¬ 
sational  instincts  of  the  groundlings.  The 
mutual  attitude  of  these  friends  has  been 
compared  to  that  of  Beaumont  and 
Fletcher,  but  it  is  hard  to  think  of  Middle- 
ton  in  any  other  light  than  as  a  poet  un¬ 
equally  yoked  with  one  whose  temper  was 
essentially  prosaic. — Gosse,  Edmund,  1894, 
The  Jacolfcan  Poets,  p.  131. 

A  tradition  handed  down  by  Langbaine 
records  that  Rowley  was  beloved  by  those 
great  men,  Shakespeare,  Fletcher,  and 
Jonson;  while  his  partnership  in  so  many 
plays  by  a  variety  of  writers  has  been  re¬ 
garded  as  proof  of  the  amiability  of  his 
character.  As  a  useful  and  safe  collab¬ 
orator  he  seems  to  have  been  only  less 
in  demand  than  Dekker.  His  hand  is  often 
difficult  to  identify,  though  his  verse  may 
generally  be  detected  by  its  metrical 
harshness  and  irregularity.  His  style  is 
disfigured  by  a  monotonously  extravagant 
emphasis,  and  he  is  sadly  wanting  in 
artistic  form  and.  refinement.  He  had, 
however,  a  rare  vein  of  whimsical  humour 
(cf.  the  episode  of  Gnotho  in  the  “Old 
Law,”  iii.I),  and  occasionally  he  shows  an 
unexpected  mastery  of  tragic  pathos. 
Drake  ranks  him  in  the  same  class  with 
Massinger,  Middleton.  Hevwood.  Ford, 
Dekker,  and  Webster,  but  puts  him  last  in 
this  category. — Seccombe,  Thomas,  1897, 
Dictionary  of  National  Biography ,  vol. 
XLIX,  p.  363. 
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William  Cartwright 

1611  1643 

An  English  poet  of  some  reputation  in  his  day,  was  born  at  Northway,  near  Tewkes¬ 
bury,  September,  1611.  He  studied  at  Oxford,  and  having  taken  orders,  became  a 
preacher  of  note  in  the  university — one  of  his  sermons  finding  a  place,  as  a  specimen 
of  university  preaching,  in  a  volume  of  Five  Sermons  in  Five  several  Styles  or  W ays 
of  Preaching.  In  1642  he  received  an  appointment  to  an  office  in  the  church  of  Salis¬ 
bury,  and  was  in  the  same  year  made  one  of  the  Oxford  council  of  war,  appointed  to 
provide  for  the  king’s  troops  stationed  in  the  town.  In  1643  he  was  chosen  junior 
proctor  in  the  university,  and  reader  in  metaphysics;  but  he  did  not  long  hold  these 
offices,  for  he  died  in  December  of  the  same  year.  He  had  attained  very  great  reputa¬ 
tion,  and  was  spoken  of  in  terms  of  the  highest  commendation  by  Hen  Jonson  and 
others  of  his  time.  His  works  are  now  scarcely  remembered.  His  “Comedies,  Tragi¬ 
comedies,  and  other  Poems,”  appeared  in  1647,  and  again  in  1651.  Wood  praises  his 
scholarship,  and  mentions  that  he  wrote  “Poemata  Graeca et  Latina.”  -Brown,  James, 
1866,  Imperial  Dictionary  of  Universal  Biopraphy ,  vol.  n,  p.  920. 


PERSONAL 

’Tis  not  to  be  forgott  that  king  Charles 
1st  dropt  a  teare  at  the  newes  of  his 
death.  William  Cartwright  was  buried  in 
the  south  aisle  in  Christ  Church,  Oxon. 
Pitty  ’tis  so  famous  a  bard  should  lye 
without  an  inscription.— Aubrey,  John*, 

669-96,  Brief  Lives,  ed.  Clark,  vol.  i,  p. 

48. 

A  Person  as  Eminent  for  Loyalty  and 
^earning,  (his  years  consider'd)  as  any  this 
Age  has  produc’d.  One,  whose  Character 
has  been  written  by  several  Pens ;  and 
therefore  has  afforded  me,  (who  fetch  my 
knowledge  from  Books,  more  than  verbal 
Information)  the  larger  subject  to  ex¬ 
patiate  on.  He  was  extremely 

remarkable  both  for  his  outward,  and  in¬ 
ward  Endowments;  his  Body  being  as 
handsome  as  his  Soul.  He  was  an  expert 
Linguist,  understanding  not  only  Greek 
and  Latine,  but  French  and  Italian,  as 
perfectly  as  his  Mother-tonuge.  He  was 
an  excellent  Orator,  and  yet  an  admirable 
Poet,  a  Quality  which  Cicero  with  all  his 
pains  could  not  attain  to.  Nor  was 
Aristotle  less  known  to  him  than  Cicero 
and  Virgil:  and  those  who  heard  his 
Metaphysical  Lectures,  gave  him  the  Pref¬ 
erence  to  all  his  Predecessors,  the  present 
Bishop  of  Lincoln  excepted.  His  Sermons 
were  as  much  admired  as  his  other  Com¬ 
posures,  and  One  fitly  applied  to  our 
Author,  that  Saying  of  Aristotle  concern¬ 
ing  .Esehron  the  Poet,  that  He  could  not 
tell  what  ^Eschron  could  not  do.  In  a  word 
he  was  of  so  sweet  a  disposition,  and  so 
replete  with  all  Virtues,  that  he  was  be¬ 
loved  by  all  Learned  Men  that  knew  him, 


and  admired  by  all  Strangers.  -LaNG- 
baine,  Gerard,  1691,  An  Account  of  the 
English  Dramatick  Poets,  pp.  51,  52. 

He  was  another  Tully  and  Virgil,  as 
being  most  excellent  for  oratory  and 
poetry,  in  which  faculties,  as  also  in  the 
Greek  tongue,  lie  was  so  full  and  absolute, 
that  those  that  best  knew  him,  knew  not 
in  which  he  most  excelled.  ...  If 
the  wits  read  his  poems,  divines  his  ser¬ 
mons,  and  philosophers  his  lectures  on 
Aristotle’s  metaphysics,  they  would  scarce 
believe  that  he  died  at  a  little  above  thirty 
years  of  age.  Wood,  Anthony,  1691- 
1721,  A  thence  Oxonicnses,  vol.  ii 35. 

William  Cartwright  not  only  wrote  some 
of  the  best  poems  and  plays  of  his  time, 
and  preached  some  of  the  best  sermons, 
but  as  reader  of  metaphysics  in  his  Uni¬ 
versity  he  earned  especial  praise.  King 
Charles  wore  black  on  the  day  of  his 
funeral,  and  fifty  wits  and  poets  of  the 
time  supplied  their  tributary  verses  to  the 
volume,  first  published  in  1651,  of  “Come¬ 
dies,  Tragi-Comedies,  with  other  Poems, 
by  Mr.  William  Cartwright,  late  Student 
of  Christ  Church  in  Oxford,  and  Proctor 
of  the  University.  The  Airs  and  Songs  set 
by  Mr.  Henry  Lawes.  ”  There  is  in  this 
book  a  touching  portrait  of  young:  Cart¬ 
wright,  evidently  a  true  likeness,  with  two 
rows  of  books  over  his  head,  and  his  elbow 
upon  the  open  volume  of  Aristotle’s  meta¬ 
physics.  He  rests  on  his  hand  a  young 
head,  in  which  the  full  under-lip  and 
downy  beard  are  harmonized  to  a  face 
made  spiritual  by  intensity  of  thought. 
Cartwright  died,  in  his  thirty-second  year, 
of  a  camp  fever  that  killed  many  in 
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Oxford.  -XIorley.  Henry,  1S68,  ed.,  The 
King  and  the  Commons,  Introduction ,  p. 
viii. 

general 

I  <li(l  but  koo  thee !  and  how  vain  it  is 
To  vex  thee  for  it  wilh  remonstrances, 
Though  things  in  fashion;  let  those  judge, 
who  sit 

Their  twelve  pence  out,  to  clap  their  hands 
nt  wit. 

I  fear  to  sin  thus  near  thee;  for — great 
saint!  — 

’Ti.s  known  true  beauty  hath  no  need  of  paint. 
Yet,  since  a  label  fix'd  to  thy  fair  hearse 
Is  nil  the  mode,  mid  tears  put  into  verse 
Can  tench  posterity  our  present  grief 
And  their  own  loss,  but  never  give  relief  ; 

I’ll  tell  them— and  a  truth  which  needs  no 
pass— 

That  wit  in  Cartwright  nt  her  zenith  was. 
Arts,  fancy,  lauguage,  all  conven’d  in  thee, 
With  those  grand  mimcleB  which  deify 
The  old  world’s  writings,  kept  yet  from  the 
fire 

Because  they  force  these  worst  times  to  nd- 
mirc. 

Thy  matchless  genius,  in  all  rhou  didst  write, 
Like  the  sun,  wrought  with  such  staid  heat 
and  light, 

That  not  a  line — to  the  most  critic  he— 
Offends  with  flashes,  or  obscurity. 

— Vaughan,  IIenry,  1651,  Upon  the 
Poems  and  Plays  of  the  Ever -Memorable 
Mr.  William  Cartwright. 

Cartnrighi,  rare  Cartwright,  to  whom  all 
must  bow, 

That  was  best  preacher,  and  best  poet  too; 
Whose  learned  fancy  never  was  at  rest, 

But  always  labouring,  yet  labour’d  least 

— Leigh,  John,  1651,  Prefixed  to  Cart¬ 
wright's  Plays  and  Poems. 

To  have  the  same  person  cast  his  net 
and  catch  souls  as  well  in  the  pulpit  as  on 
the  stage!  ...  A  miracle  of  in¬ 
dustry  and  wit,  sitting  sixteen  hours  a 
day  at  all  manner  of  knowledge,  an  ex¬ 
cellent  preacher  in  whom  hallowed  fancies 
and  reason  grew  visions  and  holy  passions, 
raptures  and  extasies,  and  all  this  at 
thirty  years  of  age ! — Lloyd, David,  1668, 
Memoirs  of  Excellent  Personages. 

In  noticing  the  catalogue  of  poets 
ranged  under  the  title  of  “Amatory  and 
Miscellaneous,”  it  is  impossible  not  to  be 
struck  with  the  mutability  of  popular  ap¬ 
plause.  Cowley  and  Cartwright  were  the 
favourites  of  their  times,  were  considered 
as  the  first  of  poets,  celebrated  by  their 
literary  contemporaries  in  loud  and 


repeated  panegyrics,  and  their  names  fa¬ 
miliar  in  every  class  of  society.  What  is 
now  their  fate?  To  be  utterly  neglected, 
and,  except  to  those  who  justly  think  it 
necessary  to  be  intimate  with  every  stage 
of  our  literature,  nearly  unknown.  Have 
they  deserved  this?  Let  the  patient  reader 
wade  through  their  numerous  works,  and 
he  will  probably  answer,  Yes. —Drake, 
Nathan,  1798,  Literary  Hours,  No. 
xxviii,  p.  97. 

Perhaps  there  is  no  instance  in  the 
annals  of  English  literature  of  an  author 
more  admired  by  his  contemporaries  of 
distinction  than  Cartwright  appears  to 
have  been.  Indeed,  he  is  now  better 
known  by  the  praises  of  others  than  by 
his  own  works.  These,  with  the  exception 
of  his  plays,  which  are  now  entirely  neg¬ 
lected  consist  principally  of  political  ad¬ 
dresses  to  distinguished/characters  of  the 
day. — Alljboxe,  S.  Austin,  1854-58, 
Dictionary  of  English  Literature,  vol.  I,  p. 
350. 

The  specific  gravity  of  the  poems,  so  to 
speak,  is  far  greater  than  that  of  any  of 
his  contemporaries;  everywhere  is 
thought,  fancy,  force,  varied  learning. 
He  is  never  weak  or  dull ;  though  he  fails 
often  enough,  is  often  enough  wrong¬ 
headed,  fantastical,  affected,  and  has 
never  laid  bare  the  deeper  arteries  of 
humanity,  for  good  or  for  evil.  Neither 
is  he  altogether  an  original  thinker;  as 
one  would  expect  he  has  over-read  him¬ 
self  ;  but  then  he  has  done  so  to  good 
purpose.  If  he  imitates,  he  generally 
equals.  The  table  of  fare  in  “The  Ordi¬ 
nary”  smacks  of  Rabelais  or  Aristophanes, 
but  then  it  is  worthy  of  either;  and  if  one 
cannot  help  suspecting  that,  “The  Ordi¬ 
nary’’  never  would  have  been  written  had 
not  Ben  Jonson  written  “The  Alchemist,” 
one  confesses  that  Ben  Jonson  need  not  have 
been  ashamed  to  have  written  the  play 
himself :  although  the  plot,  as  all  Cart¬ 
wright's  are,  is  somewhat  confused  and 
inconsequent.  .  .  .  The  “Royal 

Slave,”  too,  is  a  gallant  play,  right- 
hearted  and  lofty  from  beginning  to  end, 
though  enacted  in  an  impossible  court- 
cloud  world  akin  to  that  in  which  the 
classic  heroes  and  heroines  of  Corneille 
and  Racine  call  each  other  Monsieur  and 
Madame.  .  .  .  The  “Royal  Slave” 

seems  to  have  been  considered,  both  by 
the  Court  and  by  his  contemporaries,  his 
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masterpiece.  And  justly  so.  .  .  .  The 
songs  are  excellent,  as  are  all  Cart¬ 
wright's;  for  grace,  simplicity,  and  sweet¬ 
ness,  equal  to  any  (save  Shakspeare’s) 
which  the  seventeenth  century  produced: 
but,  curiously  enough,  his  lyric  faculty 
seems  to  have  exhausted  itself  in  these 
half-dozen  songs.  His  minor  poems  are 
utterly  worthless,  out-Cowleying  Cowley 
in  frigid  and  fantastic  conceits;  and  his 
various  addresses  to  the  king  and  queen 
are  as  bombastic,  and  stupid,  and  arti¬ 
ficial,  as  any  thing  which  disgraced  the 
reigns  of  Charles  II.  or  his  brother. — 
Kingsley,  Charles,  1859,  Plays  and. 
Puritans,  Miscellanies. 

It  was  of  William  Cartwright  Ben  Jon- 
son  said,  “My  son  Cartwright  writes  like 
a  man.”  He  has  not  left  much  behind  to 
justify  this  eulogium  ;  but  his  minor  poems 
exhibit  evidences  of  taste  and  scholarship 
which  sufficiently  explain  the  esteem  and 
respect  in  which  he  was  held  by  his  con- 
emporaries. — Bell,  Robert,  1867?  ed., 
mgs  from  the  Dramatists,  p.  215. 
Cartwright,  whom  his  academical  and 
jrary  contemporaries  regarded  as  a 
enomenon,  is  to  us  chiefly  interesting 
a  type.  If  it  be  allowable  to  regard 
as  extravagant  the  tendencies  represented 
by  him  in  both  his  life  and  his  poetry,  he 
may  justly  be  remembered  by  a  sufficiently 
prominent  title  among  English  poets — 


that  of  the  typically  extravagant  Oxford 
resident  of  his  period.  .  .  Pie  pos¬ 

sessed  a  real  rhetorical  inventiveness,  and 
an  extraordinary  felicity  of  expression. 
These  gifts  he  was  able  to  display  on 
occasions  of  the  most  opposite  and  diverse 
character,  great  and  small,  public  and 
private,  -from  the  occurrence  of  an  un¬ 
exampled  frost  to  the  publication  of  a 
treatise  on  the  art  of  vaulting.  Yet  even 
with  a  panegyrical  poet  of  the  Fantastic 
School  the  relations  between  his  theme 
and  his  own  tastes  and  sentiments  are  of 
the  highest  importance.  Ward,  Adol- 
thus  William,  IS80.  English  Poets,  ed. 
Ward,  vol.  II,  pp.  227,  228. 

He  was  a  man  of  learning  as  well  as  of 
zeal ;  and  his  admirable  English  style  was 
well  fitted  to  add  to  the  favour  with  which 
his  writings  were  received. — Bowden, 
John,  1897,  Outlines  of  the  History  of  the 
Theological  Literature  of  The  Church  of 
England ,  p.  50. 

Nothing  in  the  writings  that  he  has  left 
justify  the  warm  admiration  that  his  per¬ 
sonality  seems  to  have  evoked.  He  is  a 
facile  verse  writer,  especially  of  panegyric 
addresses,  and  a  few  of  his  shorter  poems 
are  pleasant  enough  of  their  kind- 
academic  exercises  in  amorous  verse  such 
as  the  minor  poets  of  the  age  were  accus¬ 
tomed  to  produce. — Master m an,  J.  How¬ 
ard  B.,  1897,  The  Age  of  Milton,  p.  121. 


William  Browne 

1591-1643? 


William  Browne  was  born  at  Tavistock  in  1588,  and  died,  probably,  in  the  year 
1643.  He  went  to  Oxford  as  a  member  of  Exeter  College  ;  entered  the  Inner  Temple 
in  1612;  published  his  elegy  on  Prince  Henry  in  a  volume  along  with  another  by  hia 
friend  Christopher  Brooke  1613;  the  first  book  of  his  “Britannia’s  Pastorals”  in  the 
same  year;  his  “Shepherd’s  Pipe”  in  1614;  and  the  second  book  of  his  “Pastorals”  in 
1616,  the  year  of  the  death  of  Shakespeare.  The  third  book  of  his  “Britannia’s 
Pastorals”  was  unknown  till  1851,  when  it  was  published  for  the  Percy  Society  from 
a  manuscript  in  the  Cathedral  Library  at  Salisbury.  The  most  complete  edition  of 
Browne  is  that  published  in  the  Roxburghe  Library  by  Mr.  W.  Carew  Hazlitt  in  1868. 
— Ward,  Thomas  Humphrey,  1880,  ed.,  English  Poets,  vol.  n,  p.  65. 

An  excellent  edition  of  Browne  is  available  in  the  Muses’  Library,  edited  by  Gordon 
Goodwin,  with  an  introduction  by  A.  H.  Bullen,  in  1894. — Moulton,  Charles  Wells, 


1901. 

PERSONAL 

In  the  same  year  he  was  actually  created 
Master  of  Arts,  as  I  shall  tell  you  else¬ 
where  in  the  Fasti,  and  after  he  had  left 
the  Coll,  with  his  pupil,  he  became  a  re¬ 
tainer  to  the  Pembrochian  family,  was 


beloved  by  that  generous  Count,  William 
E.  of  Pembroke,  and  got  wealth  and  pur¬ 
chased  an  estate,  which  is  all  I  know  of 
him  hitherto,  only  that  as  he  had  a  little 
body,  so  a  great  mind.  In  my  searches  I 
find  that  one  Will  Browne  of  Ottery  S. 
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Mary  in  Devon,  died  in  the  winter  time 
16-15.  Whether  the  same  with  the  poet,  I 
am  hitherto  ignorant.  After  the  time  of 
the  said  poet,  appeared  another  person  of 
both  his  names,  author  of  two  common 
law-books,  written  in  English.  -Wood, 
Anthony,  1691  1721,  Athcnce  Oxonienses. 
vol.  I,  /.  493. 

Browne  was  fortunate  in  his  friends. 
His  life  at  the  Inner  Temple  brought  him 
into  contact  not  only  with  his  intimate 
friend  Wither  and  Charles  Brooke,  but 
also  with  such  a  man  as  Selden,  who 
wrote  commendatory  verses  to  the  first 
book  of  his  “Pastorals.”  He  was  too, 
apparently,  one  of  that  knot  of  brilliant 
young  men  who  called  themselves  the 
“sons”  of  Ben  Jonson,  and  there  are  some 
interesting  verses,  of  warm  yet  not  ex¬ 
travagant  praise,  prefixed  by  Ben  Jonson 
to  the  second  book  of  the  same  poem. 
With  Drayton  he  appears  to  have  been  on 
cordial  and  intimate  terms.  Some  verses 
by  Browne  are  prefixed  to  the  second  edi¬ 
tion  of  the  “Polyolbion,”  and  some  of  the 
most  charming  commendatory  verses  that 
were  ever  written  were  penned  by  Drayton 
in  honour  of  “Britannia’s  Pastorals.” 
Chapman  too,  “the  learned  Shepherd  of 
fair  Hitching  Hilt,”  was,  as  more  than 
one  indication  sufficiently  proves,  intimate 
with  our  poet,  and  Browne  was  not  only 
familiar  with  his  friend’s  Iliad  and  Odys¬ 
sey,  but  also,  we  may  be  very  sure,  knew 
well  that  golden  book  of  poetry,  the  “Hero 
and  Leander.”  With  such  contemporary 
influences,  and  with  the  fullest  knowledge 
of  and  reverence  for  such  of  his  prede¬ 
cessors  as  Sidney  and  Spenser,  Browne 
had  every  advantage  given  to  his  genius, 
and  every  help  to  enable  him  to  float  in 
the  full  and  central  stream  of  poetic  tra¬ 
dition. — Arnold,  W.  T.,  1880,  English 
Poets,  ed.  Ward,  vol.  II,  p.  65. 

BRITANNIA'S  PASTORALS 
1G13-1616-1832 

Drive  forth  thy  flock,  youug  pastor,  to  that 
plain 

Where  our  old  shepherds  wont  their  flocks  to 
feed : 

To  those  clear  walks  where  many  a  skilful 
swain 

To’ards  the  calm  ev'uiug  tun’d  his  pleasant 
reed.  .  .  . 


So  may  thy  sheep  like,  so  thy  lambs  increase, 
And  from  the  wolf  feed  ever  safe  aud  free! 


So  may’st  thou  thrive,  among  the  learned 
prease. 

As  thou  young  shepherd  art  belov’d  of  me  I 

Drayton,  Michael,  1613,  Commenda¬ 
tory  Verses  in  Britannia's  Pastorals. 

So  much  a  stranger  my  severer  Muse 
Is  not  to  love-strains,  or  a  shepward's  reed. 
But  that  she  knows  some  rites  of  Phoebus’ 
dues, 

Of  Pan,  of  Pallas,  and  her  Sisters’  meed. 
Rend  and  commend  she  durst  these  tun’d 
essays 

Of  him  that  loves  her.  (She  hath  ever  found 
Her  studies  as  one  circle.)  Next  she  prays 
His  readers  be  with  rose  and  myrtle  crown’d  1 
No  willow  touch  them!  As  his  bays  are  free 
From  wrong  of  bolts,  bo  may  their  chaplets 
be. 

— Selden,  John,  1613,  Commendatory 
Verses  in  Britannia's  Pastorals. 

Some  men,  of  books  or  friends  not  speaking 
right, 

May  hurt  them  more  with  praise  than  foes 
with  spite. 

But  I  have  seen  thy  work,  and  I  know  thee  : 
And,  if  thou  list  thyself,  what  thou  cause  be. 
For  though  but  early  in  these  paths  thou 
tread , 

I  find  thee  write  most  worthy  to  be  read. 

It  must  bo  thine  own  judgment  yet  that 
sends 

This  thy  work  forth:  that  judgment  mine 
commends 

— Jonson,  Ben,  1616,  Commendatory 
Verses  in  Britannia's  Pastorals,  Second 
Book. 

Thus  do  I  Bpur  thee  on  with  sharpest  praise, 
To  use  thy  gifts  of  Nature  and  of  skill, 

To  double-gild  Apollo's  brows  and  bays, 

Yet  make  great  Nature  Art’s  true  sov’reign 
still. 

So  Fame  shall  ever  say,  to  thy  renown, 

The  sheplierd’s-star,  or  bright’st  in  sky,  is 
Browne! 

—Davies,  John,  1616,  Commendatory 
Verses  in  Britannia's  Pastorals,  Second 
Book. 

I  feel  an  envious  tonch, 

And  tell  thee,  swain,  that  at  thy  fame  I 
grutch, 

Wishing  the  art  that  makes  this  poem  shine, 
And  this  thy  work  (wert  not  thou  wronged) 
mine. 

For  when  detraction  shall  forgotten  be, 

This  will  continue  to  eternize  thee ; 

And  if  hereafter  any  busy  wit 
Should,  wronging  thy  conceit,  miscensure  it, 
Though  seeming  learn'd  or  wise :  here  he 
shall  see, 

’Tis  prais’d  by  wiser  and  more  learn’d  than  he. 

—Wither,  George,  1616,  Commendatory 
Verses  in  Britannia's  Pastorals,  Second 
Book. 
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Many  inferior  faculties  are  yet  left, 
wherein  our  Devon  hath  displaied  her  abili¬ 
ties  as  well  as  in  the  former,  as  in  Philoso¬ 
phers,  Historians,  Oratours  and  Poets,  the 
blazoning  of  whom  to  the  life,  especially 
the  last,  I  had  rather  leave  to  my  worthy 
friend  Mr.  W.  Browne,  who,  as  hee  hath 
already  honoured  his  countrie  in  his  ele¬ 
gant  and  sweet  “Pastoral Is, ”  soquestion- 
les  will  easily  be  intreated  a  little  farther 
to  grace  it  by  drawing  out  the  line  of  his 
Poeticke  Auncesters,  beginning  in  Jose¬ 
phus  Iscanus  and  ending  in  himselfe. 
Carpenter,  Nathaniel,  1625,  Geography 
Delineated  Forth  in  Two  Books ,  p.  263. 

Esteemed  then,  by  judicious  persons,  to 
be  written  in  a  sublime  strain,  and  for 
subject  amorous  and  very  pleasing. 
Wood,  Anthony,  1691-1721,  Athena,  Ox- 
onicnscs,  vol.  i,  f.  492. 

Browne  was  a  pastoral  poet,  with  much 
natural  tenderness  and  sweetness,  and  a 
good  deal  of  allegorical  quaintness  and 
prolixity. — Hazlitt,  William,  1820,  Lec¬ 
tures  on  the  Literature  of  the  Age  of  Eliza¬ 
beth,  p.  192. 

Brown  is  one  of  the  sweetest  Pastoral 
Writers  in  the  world. — Neele,  Henry, 
1827-29,  Lectures  on  English  Poetry , 
Lecture  v. 

His  “Eritannia’s  Pastorals”  appear  to 
have  been  much  read  then  by  persons  of 
fine  taste ;  nor  could  persona  of  the  same 
class  find  now.  among  the  books  of  that 
time,  a  more  pleasant  book  of  the  kind 
for  a  day  or  two  of  peculiar  leisure.  The 
plan  of  the  book  is  that  of  a  story  of  shep¬ 
herds  and  shepherdesses,  with  allegorical 
personages  introduced  into  their  society, 
wandering  in  quest  of  their  loves  and  ad¬ 
ventures,  through  scenes  of  English  rural 
nature ;  but  the  narrative  is  throughout 
subordinate  to  the  descriptions  for  which 
it  gives  occasion.  A  rich  and  sweet,  and 
yet  varied  sensuousness,  characterizes 
these  descriptions.  .  .  .  The  mood  is 

generally  calm  and  quiet,  like  that  of  a 
painter  of  actual  scenery;  there  is  gener¬ 
ally  the  faintest  possible  breath  of  human 
interest;  but  now  and  then  the  sensuous 
takes  the  hue  of  the  ideal,  and  the  strain 
rises  in  vigor.  In  the  course  of  the  poem 
.Spenser  is  several  times  acknowledged  as 
the  poet  whose  genius  the  author  vener¬ 
ates  most.  The  influence  of  other  poets 
may,  however,  be  traced,  and  especially 
that  of  Du  Bartas.  .  .  .  Browne  is  a 


far  more  cultured  versifier  than  Sylvester, 
and  his  lines  are  linked  together  with  an 
artist's  fondness  for  truth  of  phrase  and 
rhyme,  and  for  natural  ease  of  cadence. 
—.Masson,  David,  1858,  The  Life  of  John 
Milton,  vol.  i,  eh.  vi. 

Browne  has  no  constructive  power,  and 
no  human  interest  in  his  pastorals,  but  he 
has  an  eye  for  nature. — Gilfillan, 
George,  1860,  ed.  Specimens  of  the  Less- 
Known  British  Poets ,  vol.  i,  p.  288. 

Browne  was  absolutely  devoid  of  all  epic 
or  dramatic  talent.  His  maids  and  shep¬ 
herds  have  none  of  the  sweet  plausibility 
which  enlivens  the  long  recitals  of  Spen¬ 
ser.  They  outrage  all  canons  of  common 
sense.  When  a  distracted  mother  wants 
to  know  if  a  man  has  seen  her  lost  child, 
she  makes  the  inquiry  in  nineteen  lines  of 
deliberate  poetry.  An  air  of  silliness 
broods  over  the  whole  conception.  Marina 
meets  a  lovely  shepherd,  whose  snowy 
buskins  display  a  still  silkier  leg,  and  she 
asks  of  him  her  way  to  the  marish ;  he 
misunderstands  her  to  say  “marriage,” 
and  tells  her  that  the  way  is  through  love  ; 
she  misunderstands  him  to  refer  to  some 
village  so  entitled,  and  the  languid  comedy 
of  errors  winds  on  through  pages.  The 
best  of  the  poem  consists  in  its  close  and 
pretty  pictures  of  country  scenes.  At  his 
best,  Browne  is  a  sort  of  Bewick,  and  pro¬ 
vides  us  with  vignettes  of  the  squirrel  at 
play,  a  group  of  wrens,  truant  schoolboys, 
or  a  country  girl, 

When  she  upon  her  breast,  love's  sweet  re¬ 
pose, 

Doth  bring  the  Qneen  of  Flowers,  the  Eng¬ 
lish  Hose. 

But  these  happy  “bits”  are  set  in  a  ter¬ 
rible  waste  of  what  is  not  prose,  but 
poetry  and  water,  foolish  babbling  about 
altars  and  anagrams,  long  lists  of  blooms 
and  trees  and  birds,  scarcely  characterized 
at  all,  soft  rhyming  verse  meandering 
about  in  a  vaguely  pretty  fashion  to  no 
obvious  purpose. — Gosse,  Edmund,  1894, 
The  Jacobean  Poets,  p.  154. 

INNER  TEMPLE  MASQUE 

It  was  not  only  by  the  parade  of  proces¬ 
sions,  and  the  decorations  of  scenery,  that 
these  spectacles  were  recommended. 
Some  of  them,  in  point  of  poetical  com¬ 
position.  were  eminently  beautiful  and  ele¬ 
gant.  Among  these  may  be  mentioned  a 
masque  on  the  story  of  Circe  and  Ulysses, 
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called  the  “Inner  Temple  Masque,  “  writ¬ 
ten  by  William  Brown,  a  student  of  that 
society,  about  the  year  1620.  From  this 
piece,  as  a  specimen  of  the  temple-masques 
in  this  view.  1  make  no  apology  for  my 
anticipation  in  transcribing  the  following 
ode,  which  Circe  sings  as  a  charm  to  drive 
away  sleep  from  Ulysses,  who  is  discov¬ 
ered  reposing  under  a  large  tree. 

In  praise  of  this  song  it  will  be  sufficient 
to  say,  that  it  reminds  us  of  some  favour¬ 
ite  touches  in  Milton’s  “Comus/’  to  which 
it  perhaps  gave  birth.  Indeed  one  cannot 
help  observing  here  in  general  although 
the  observation  more  properly  belongs  to 
another  place,  that  a  masque  thus  recently 
exhibited  on  the  story  of  Circe,  which 
there  is  reason  to  think  had  acquired  some 
popularity,  suggested  to  Milton  the  hint 
of  a  masque  on  the  story  of  Comus.  It 
would  be  superfluous  to  point  out  minutely 
the  absolute  similarity  of  the  two  charac¬ 
ters:  they  both  deal  in  incantations  con¬ 
ducted  by  the  same  mode  of  operation, 
and  producing  effects  exactly  parallel. 
Warton,  Thomas,  1778-81,  History  of 
English  Poetry ,  Sec.  xxxiv. 

A  masque  has  come  down  to  us  written 
by  William  Browne,  a  disciple  of  Spen¬ 
ser,  expressly  for  the  society  of  which  he 
was  a  member,  and  entitled  the  “Inner 
Temple  Masque/’  It  is  upon  the  story  of 
Circe  and  Ulysses,  and  is  worthy  of  the 
school  of  poetry  out  of  which  he  came. — 
Hunt,  Leigh,  1858,  The  Town,  p.  105. 

GENERAL 

It  appears  to  us.  that  sufficient  justice 
has  not,  since  the  era  of  Milton,  been  paid 
to  his  talents ;  for,  though  it  be  true,  as 
Mr.  Headley  has  observed,  that  puerilities, 
forced  allusions,  and  conceits,  have  fre¬ 
quently  debased  his  materials;  yet  are 
these  amply  atoned  for  by  some  of  the 
highest  excellencies  of  his  art;  by  an 
imagination  ardent  and  fertile,  and  some¬ 
times  sublime  ;  by  a  vivid  personification 
of  passion;  by  a  minute  and  truly  faithful 
delineation  of  rural  scenery ;  by  a  peculiar 
vein  of  tenderness  which  runs  through  the 
whole  of  his  pastorals,  and  by  a  versifica¬ 
tion  uncommonly  varied  and  melodious. 
With  these  are  combined  a  species  of  ro¬ 
mantic  extravagancy  which  sometimes 
heightens,  but  more  frequently  degrades, 
the  effect  of  his  pictures.  Had  he  exhib¬ 
ited  greater  judgment  in  the  selection  of 


his  imagery,  and  greater  simplicity  in  his 
style,  his  claim  on  posterity  had  been 
valid,  had  been  general  and  undisputed. 
— Drake,  Nathan,  1817,  Shakspeare  and 
his  Times,  vol.  i,  p.  605. 

His  poetry  is  not  without  beauty;  but 
it  is  the  beauty  of  mere  landscape  and  al¬ 
legory,  without  the  manners  and  passions 
that  constitute  human  interest. — Camp¬ 
bell,  Thomas,  1819,  Specimens  of  the 
British  Poets. 

Among  these  historical  poets  I  should 
incline  to  class  William  Browne,  author  of 
a  poem  with  the  quaint  title  of  “Britan¬ 
nia’s  E’astorals ;“  though  his  story,  one 
of  little  interest,  seems  to  have  been  in¬ 
vented  by  himself.  Browne,  indeed,  is  of 
no  distinct  school  among  the  writers  of 
that  age :  he  seems  to  recognize  Spenser 
as  his  master;  but  his  own  manner  is 
more  to  be  traced  among  later  than  earlier 
poets.  .  .  .  Browne  is  truly  a  poet, 

full  of  imagination,  grace,  and  sweetness, 
though  not  very  nervous  or  rapid.  I  know 
not  why  Headley,  favorable  enough  for  the 
most  part  to  this  generation  of  the  sons 
of  song,  has  spoken  of  Browne  with  unfair 
contempt.  Justice,  however,  has  been 
done  to  him  by  later  critics.  But  I  have 
not  observed  that  they  take  notice  of  what 
is  remarkable  in  the  history  of  our  poetical 
literature,  that  Browne  is  an  early  model 
of  ease  and  variety  in  the  regular  couplet. 
Many  passages  in  his  unequal  poem  are 
hardly  excelled,  in  this  respect,  by  the 
fables  of  Dryden.  It  is  manifest  that  Mil- 
ton  was  well  acquainted  with  the  writings 
of  Browne. — Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39, 
Introduction  to  the  Literature  of  Europe,  pt. 
iii,  eh.  v,  par.  45. 

Browne  is  one  of  those  poets  whom  few 
but  children  and  poets  will  either  like  or 
love. — Coleridge,  Hartley,  1849-51, 
Essays  and  Marginalia,  p.  278. 

His  facility  of  rhyming  and  command  of 
harmonious  expression  are  very  great; 
and,  within  their  proper  sphere,  his  inven¬ 
tion  and  fancy  are  also  extremely  active 
and  fertile.  His  strength,  however,  lies 
chiefly  in  description,  not  the  thing  for 
which  poetry  or  language  is  best  fitted, 
and  a  species  of  writing  which  cannot  be 
carried  on  long  without  becoming  tire¬ 
some ;  he  is  also  an  elegant  didactic  de- 
claimer;  but  of  passion,  or  indeed  of  any 
breath  of  actual  living  humanity,  his 
poetry  has  almost  none.  This,  no  doubt, 
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was  the  cause  of  the  neglect  into  which 
after  a  short  time  it  was  allowed  to  drcp ; 
and  this  limited  quality  of  his  genius  may 
also  very  probably  have  been  the  reason 
why  he  so  soon  ceased  to  write  and  pub¬ 
lish. — Craik,  George  L.,  1861,  A  Com¬ 
pendious  History  of  English  Literature  and 
of  the  English  Language ,  vol.  II,  p.  55. 

It  is  rare  in  literary  history  that  so 
much  promise  is  found  so  inexplicably 
stunted  and  silenced  by  time. — Sargent, 
Epes,  1881,  ed.,  Harper's  Cyclopccdia  of 
British  and  American  Poetry ,  p.  53. 

He  will  never  again  be  popular  as  he 
was  unquestionably  in  his  lifetime;  but 
he  will,  I  think,  be  always  read  by  poets 
and  students  of  poetry.  The  task  of  read¬ 
ing  his  works  is  not  wholly  pleasurable. 
If  he  charms  us  on  one  page,  he  wearies 
us  on  another;  if  he  delights  us  one 
moment  with  a  genuine  bit  of  nature,  in 
the  next  he  is  involved  in  the  subtleties  of 
allegory,  and  becomes  unreadable  if  not 
unintelligible.  When  at  his  best  his 
poetry  is  like  a  breath  of  sweet  country 
air,  or  the  scent  of  newly  mown  grass. 
His  similes,  drawn  from  what  we  are  wont 
to  call  common  objects,  are  often  singu¬ 
larly  happy  ;  he  gives  us  fresh  draughts 
from  nature,  and  his  verse  is  frequently 
marked  by  an  Arcadian  simplicity,  con¬ 
trasting  pleasurably  with  the  classical 
conceits  and  forced  allusions  over  which, 
in  other  portions,  the  reader  is  doomed  to 
groan. — Dennis,  John,  1883,  Heroes  of 
Literature,  p .  95. 

It  is  fair  to  say  that  there  is  in  him  no 
trace  of  the  mawkish  silliness  which  (blas¬ 
phemy  a3  the  assertion  may  seem  to  some 
adorers  of  Keats)  disfigures  occasionally 
the  work  of  that  great  poet.  But  Browne, 
like  Keats,  had  that  kind  of  love  of  Nature 
which  is  really  the  love  of  a  lover,  not  of 
a  mere  artist,  or  a  mere  man  of  science, 
or  a  mere  preacher;  and  he  had,  like 
Keats,  a  wonderful  gift  of  expression  of 
his  love.  When  he  tried  other  themes  he 
was  not  generally  successful,  but  his  suc¬ 
cess,  such  as  it  is,  is  great;  and,  close 
student  of  poetry  as  Browne  has  been 
admitted  to  be,  it  must  be  added  that, 
like  Keats,  who  was  also  a  close  student 
in  his  way,  he  never  smells  of  the  lamp. 

It  is  evident  that  he  would  at  any  time 
and  in  any  circumstances  have  sung,  and 
that  his  studies  have  only  to  some  extent 
coloured  and  conditioned  the  manner  of 


his  singing.  .  .  .  He  may  never  reach 

the  highest  poetry,  but  he  is  always  a 
poet.— Saintsbury,  George,  1887,  His¬ 
tory  of  Elizabethan  Literature,  pp.  301,  302. 

What  so  pleasant  as  to  read  of  May- 
games,  true-love  knots,  and  shepherds 
piping  in  the  shade?  of  pixies  and  fairy- 
circles?  of  rustic  bridals  and  junketings? 
of  angling,  hunting  the  squirrel,  nut¬ 
gathering?  Of  such-like  subjects  William 
Browne  treats,  singing  like  the  shepherd 
in  the  “Arcadia”  as  though  he  would 
never  grow  old.  He  was  a  happy  poet. 
It  was  his  good  fortune  to  grow  up  among 
wholesome  surroundings,  whose  gracious 
influences  sank  into  his  spirit.  He  loved 
the  hills  and  dales  round  Tavistock,  and 
lovingly  described  them  in  his  verse. 
Frequently  he  indulges  in  descriptions  of 
sunrise  and  sunset;  they  leave  no  vivid 
impression,  but  charm  the  reader  by  their 
quiet  beauty.  It  cannot  be  denied  that 
his  fondness  for  simple,  homely  images 
sometimes  led  him  into  sheer  fatuity;  and 
candid  admirers  must  also  admit  that,  de¬ 
spite  his  study  of  simplicity,  he  could  not 
refrain  from  hunting  (as  the  manner  was) 
after  far-fetched  outrageous  conceits. 
Browne  had  nothing  of  that  restless  en¬ 
ergy  which  inspired  the  old  dramatists; 
he  was  all  for  a  pastoral  contentment. 
Assuredly  he  was  not  a  great  poet,  but  he 
was  a  true  poet,  and  a  modest. — -Bullen, 
A.  H.,  1S93,  The  Poems  of  William  Browne 
of  Tavistock,  Introduction ,  vol.  I,  p.  xxviii. 

“On  the  Countess  Dowager  of  Pem¬ 
broke These  famous  lines  occur  in  ex¬ 
actly  the  same  form  in  the  middle  seven¬ 
teenth-century  MS.  in  the  Library  of  Trin¬ 
ity  College,  Dublin,  and  are  there  signed 
1  ‘  William  Browne.  ”  They  appear  to  have 
been  first  printed  in  Osborne’s  “Tradi¬ 
tional  Memoirs  on  the  Iieign  of  King 
James,”  in  1658  (p.  78),  and  were  also 
included  in  the  “Poems”  of  the  Countess’s 
son,  William,  Earl  of  Pembroke,  and  Sir 
Benjamin  Uudyerd  in  1660  (p.  66) ;  but  in 
neither  volume  is  there  any  indication  of 
the  authorship.  Writing  about  the  same 
time  Aubrey,  in  his  “Natural  History  of 
Wiltshire”  (ed.  Britton,  1847,  p.  90), 
cited  the  first  sextain,  and  stated  that  the 
verses  were  “made  by  Mr.  Browne,  who 
wrote  the  “Pastorals.”  But  in  1756 
Peter  Whalley  printed  a  garbled  version 
of  the  first  six  lines  in  his  edition  of  Ben 
Jonson's  “Works”  (vi.  297),  giving  as 
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r, using  bj  c.  Clint,  A.  R.  A. 
Engraving  bj  W .  Rod  Jon. 
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his  reason  that  they  were  “universally  as¬ 
signed”  to  Jonson,  and  they  appear  in  all 
editions  of  Jonson  since  Whallcy's  time, 
and  are  commonly  attributed  to  him.  The 
epitaph  is  certainly  more  effective  as  a 
single  sextain  ;  and  Mr.  Hazlitt  suggests 
that  “Whoever  composed  the  original  sex¬ 
tain,  the  addition  is  the  work  of  another 
pen,  namely,  Lord  Pembroke’s.”  Still,  it 
must  be  remembered  that  Browne  has  oc¬ 
casionally  marred  his  work  by  not  know¬ 
ing  when  to  stay  his  hand,  and  the  epitaph, 
as  it  appears  in  the  Lansdowne  and  Dublin 
MSS.,  reflects  him  at  his  best  and  at  his 
worst.  It  may  be  worth  noting  that 
Browne  thus  pointedly  refers  to  this 
very  epitaph  in  his  “Elegy”  on  Charles, 
Lord  Herbert  of  Cardiff  and  Shurland 
(p.  257),  which  is  written  in  the  same 
metre:  — 

“And  since  my  weak  and  saddest  verse 

Was  worthy  thought  thy  grandana’s  herse  ; 

Accept  of  this  I’ 

—Goodwin,  Gordon,  1894,  ed .,  Tke  Poems 
of  William  Browne  of  Tavistock ,  vol.  II, 
p.  350,  note. 

William  Browne  is  perhaps  the  easiest 
figure  in  our  literature.  He  lived  easily, 
he  wrote  easily,  and  no  doubt  he  died 


easily.  He  no  more  expected  to  be  read 
through  at  a  sitting  than  he  tried  to  write 
all  the  story  of  Marina  at  a  sitting.  He 
took  up  his  pen  and  composed  :  when  he 
felt  tired  he  went  off  to  bed,  like  a  sensi¬ 
ble  man:  and  when  you  are  tired  of  read¬ 
ing  he  expects  you  to  be  sensible  and  do 
the  same.— Quiller-Couch,  A.  T.,  1894, 
Adventures  in  Criticism,  p.  61. 

Either  wanted  power  to  condense,  or 
did  injustice  to  a  pretty  talent  by  fluency 
“long  drawn  out,”  by  want  of  taste  and 
of  proportion.  His  natural  descriptions 
are  apt  to  be  in  the  old  catalogue  fashion ; 
as  if  determined  to  outdo  Chaucer  or  Spen¬ 
ser,  he  gives  twenty-six  lines  to  enumer¬ 
ate  the  trees  in  an  imagined  forest.  Yet 
amongst  his  wearisome  shepherd  tales  we 
have  occasional  glimpses  of  true  landscape. 
— Palgrave  Francis.  Turner,  1896, 
Landscape  in  Poetry,  p.  152. 

The  idyllic  and  objective  spirit  of  the 
early  period  is  better  reproduced  in 
Browne,  who  is  often  admirably  suave  and 
melodious,  but  whose  manner  tends  to  a 
more  than  lyrical  profusion  and  length. — * 
Carpenter.  Frederic  Ives,  1897,  English 
Lyric  Poetry ,  1500-1700,  Introduction , 
p.  liii. 


Francis  Quarles 

1592- 1G44 


Francis  Quarles.  An  English  sacred  poet;  born  in  Rumford,  Essex,  in  1592:  died 
September  1644.  He  was  educated  at  Cambridge,  and  studied  for  a  lawyer.  He  re¬ 
ceived  several  appointments  from  the  Crown,  and  finally  held  the  position  of  city 
chronologer.  His  leading  works  were:  “Emblems  Divine  and  Moral”  (1635); 
“Argalus  and  Parthenia”  (1621) ;  and  the  “Enchiridion”  (1640)  in  prose.  Frequent 
fine  expressions  redeem  much  commonplace. — Warner,  Charles  Dudley,  1897,  ed., 
Library  of  the  World's  Best  Literature,  Biographical  Dictionary  of  Authors,  vol.  xxix, 
p.  447.' 


EMBLEMS  DIVINE  AND  MORAL 
1635 

Tinnit ,  inane  est;  with  the  picture  of 
one  ringing  on  the  globe  with  his  finger, 
is  the  best  thing  I  have  the  luck  to  re¬ 
member.  in  that  great  poet  Quarles. — 
Pope,  Alexander,  1721-22,  Letter  to  Dr. 
Atterbury ,  March  19. 

His  “Emblems,”  which  have  been  ser¬ 
viceable  to  allure  children  to  read,  have 
been  often  printed,  and  are  not  yet  for¬ 
gotten.  We  sometimes  stumble  upon  a 
pretty  thought  among  many  trivial  ones  in 
this  book;  and  now  and  then  meet  with 


poetry  in  mechanism  in  the  prints. — 
Granger,  James,  1769-1824.  Biograph¬ 
ical  History  of  England,  vol.  Ill,  p.  135. 

“Quarles’  Emblems,”  my  childhood’s 
pet  book. — Browning,  Robert.  1846, 
Letters  of  Robert  Browning  and  Elizabeth 
Barrett,  vol.  II,  p.  444. 

His  best  known  work  is  his  “Emblems,” 
through  which  a  bitter  melancholy  vein 
runs,  and  in  which  the  most  extravagant 
notions  on  the  misery  of  human  life,  and 
the  sin  and  corruption  of  nature  are  to  bo 
found.—  Perry,  George G.,  1861,  Hist&nj 
of  the  Church  of  England,  vol.  I,  p.  648. 
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These  “Emblems”  were  illustrated  in 
the  first  editions  by  most  ridiculous  prints ; 
and  yet,  as  Southey  has  noted,  it  is  the 
prints  that  have  been  most  popular,  while 
the  poems  have  been  neglected.  It  is 
owing  to  both,  however,  that  Quarles  be¬ 
came  so  early  what  Philips,  Milton’s 
nephew,  calls  him,  “the  darling  of  our 
plebeian  judgments.  ”  After  the  Restora¬ 
tion  Quarles  was  completely  forgotten, 
and  Pope  even  gives  him  a  place  in  the 
“Dunciad.”  The  better  taste,  or,  as  Camp¬ 
bell  says,  the  more  charitable  criticism, 
of  modern  times  has  admitted  him  into 
“the  laurelled  fraternity  of  the  poets,” 
and  he  is  now  admired  for  his  quaintness, 
vigour,  and  occasional  beauty. — Angus, 
Joseph,  1865,  The  Handbook  of  English 
Literature,  p.  159. 

It  is  difficult  to  conceive  of  any  poet 
who  could  produce  verse  of  a  high  order 
of  merit  in  close  on  a  hundred  and  fifty 
short  poems  written  to  order  on  as  many 
ictures;  and  the  author  of  the  “Em- 
lems”  has  certainly  written  nothing  that 
can  be  classed  with  the  best  of  Crashaw 
or  Vaughan.  But  he  has  here  kept  a  level 
of  poetic  excellence  in  his  verse  consider¬ 
ably  above  that  to  which  it  sometimes 
sank.— Masterman,  J.  Howard  B.,  1897, 
The  Age  of  Milton,  p.  117. 

GENERAL 

Had  he  been  contemporary  with  Plato 
(that  great  back-friend  to  Poets),  he  would 
not  onely  have  allowed  him  to  live,  but  ad¬ 
vanced  him  to  an  office  in  his  Common¬ 
wealth.  Some  Poets,  if  debarr'd  profaness, 
wantoness,  and  satyricalness  (that  they 
may  neither  abuse  God,  themselves,  nor 
their  neighbours),  have  their  tongues  cut 
out  in  effect.  Others  onely  trade  in  wit  at 
the  second  hand,  being  all  for  translations, 
nothing  for  invention.  Our  Quarles  was 
free  from  the  faults  of  the  first,  as  if  he 
had  drank  of  Jordan  instead  of  Helicon, 
and  slept  on  Mount  Olivet  for  his  Parnas¬ 
sus  :  and  was  happy  in  his  own  invention. 
His  visible  Poetry  (I  mean  his  “Emblems") 
is  excellent,  catching  therein  the  eye  and 
fancy  at  one  draught,  so  that  he  hath  out- 
Alciated  therein,  in  some  men’s  judge¬ 
ment.  His  Verses  on  Job  are  done  to  the 
life,  so  that  the  Reader  may  see  his  sores, 
and  through  them  the  anguish  of  his  soul. 
— Fuller,  Thomas,  1662,  Worthies  of 
England,  ed.  Niehols,  voL  I,  p  354. 


Milton  was  forced  to  wait  till  the  world 
had  done  admiring  Quarles. — Walpole, 
Horace,  1757,  Letters,  cd.  Cunningham, 
rol.  hi,  p.  99. 

Examples  of  bad  writing  might  no  doubt 
be  produced,  on  almost  any  occasion,  from 
Quarles  and  Blackmore  ;  but  as  no  body 
reads  their  works,  no  body  is  liable  to  be 
misled  by  them.— Beattie.  James,  1776- 
79,  .4/t  Essay  on  Poetry  and  Music,  p.  15, 
note. 

The  charitable  criticism  of  the  present 
age  has  done  justice  to  Quarles,  in  con¬ 
trasting  his  merits  with  his  acknowledged 
deformities.  .  .  A  considerable  re¬ 

semblance  to  Young  may  be  traced  in  the 
blended  strength  and  extravagance,  and 
ill-assorted  wit  and  devotion  of  Quarles. 
Like  Young,  he  wrote  vigorous  prose— 
witness  his  “Enchiridion.”  In  the  parallel, 
however,  it  is  due  to  the  purity  of  Young 
to  acknowledge,  that  he  never  was  guilty 
of  such  indecency  as  that  which  disgraces 
the  “Argalusand  Parthenia”  of  our  pious 
author.— Campbell,  Thomas,  1819,  Spec¬ 
imens  of  the  British  Poets . 

I  have  been  reading  lately  what  of 
Quarles's  poetry  I  could  get.  He  was  a 
contemporary  of  Herbert,  and  a  kindred 
spirit.  1  think  you  would  like  him.  It  is 
rare  to  find  one  who  was  so  much  of  a 
poet  and  so  little  of  an  artist.  He  wrote 
long  poems,  almost  epics  for  length,  about 
Jonah,  Esther,  Job,  Samson,  and  Solomon, 
interspersed  with  meditations  after  a  quite 
original  plan, — Shepherd’s  Oracles,  Com¬ 
edies,  Romancies,  Fancies,  and  Medita¬ 
tions, — the  quintessence  of  meditation, — 
and  Enchiridions  of  Meditation  all  divine, 
—and  what  he  calls  his  Morning  Muse; 
besides  prose  works  as  curious  as  the  rest. 
He  was  an  unwearied  Christian,  and  a  re¬ 
former  of  some  old  school  withal.  Hope¬ 
lessly  quaint,  as  if  he  lived  all  alone  and 
knew  nobody  but  his  wife,  who  appears  to 
have  reverenced  him.  He  never  doubts 
his  genius ;  it  is  only  he  and  his  God  in  all 
the  world.  He  uses  language  sometimes 
as  greatly  as  Shakespeare ;  and  though 
there  is  not  much  straight  grain  in  him, 
there  is  plenty  of  tough,  crooked  timber. 
In  an  age  when  Herbert  is  revived,  Quarles 
surely  ought  not  to  be  forgetten. — 
Thoreau,  Henry  David,  1843,  Letter  to 
Mrs.  Emerson,  Familiar  Letters,  ed.  San¬ 
born,  p .  134. 

As  a  poet  he  has  been  somewhat  hardly 
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dealt  with;  having  been  judged  more  by 
the  evidence  of  his  conceits,  absurdities, 
and  false  taste,  than  by  his  striking  and 
original  images,  his  noble  and  manly 
thoughts,  and  the  exceeding  fertility  of 
his  language.  It  is  not  surprising  that 
posterity  has  failed  to  reverse  the  unjust 
judgment  passed  upon  him  by  his  contem¬ 
poraries.  ...  No  writer  is  either 
more  affected  or  more  obscure.  It  is  only 
by  raking  that  we  can  gather  the  gold  ;  yet 
it  is  such  as  will  reward  the  seeker  who 
has  courage  to  undertake  the  search.  Ilis 
sagacity  and  good  sense  are  unquestion¬ 
able,  and  occasionally  there  is  a  rich  out¬ 
break  of  fancy;  while  at  times  be  startles 
us  by  compressing,  as  it  were,  a  volume 
into  a  single  line.— Hall,  'Samuel  Car¬ 
ter.  18+8,  Book  of  Gems. 

lie  has  not  so  much  of  beauty  and 
elegance  as  some  of  his  contemporaries; 
his  taste  is  coarser  than  even  that  of  his 
time ;  but  the  ruggedly  sublime  knows  and 
loves  him  well.  .  .  .  Besides  the  qualities 
we  have  chiefly  ascribed  to  this  poet, 
namely,  grandeur  and  deep-hearted  Chris¬ 
tian  earnestness,  he  has  some  minor  but 
interesting  qualities.  lie  possesses  a 
style,  manly,  nervous,  generally  clear,  and 
more  modern  than  that  of  almost  any  poet 
in  his  age.  He  has  a  keen  discrimination 
of  human  nature,  a  copious  supply  of  apt 
and  bold  imagery,  and  adds  to  this,  exten¬ 
sive  reading,  particularly  in  the  ancient 
fathers  of  the  Church.  Being  a  layman, 
too,  his  piety  and  zeal  tell  much  better  in 
favour  of  Christianity  than  had  he  been  a 
minister  ;  and  Quarles  ranks  with  Grotius, 
Addison,  Pascal,  Johnson,  Coleridge,  and 
Isaac  Taylor,  as  one  of  the  emnient  “lay 
brothers”  in  the  Christian  Church,  whose 
testimony  is  above  all  challenge,  and  whose 
talents  lift  their  religion  above  all  con¬ 
tempt. — Oilfillan,  George.  1857,  erf. 
Quarles  Emblems ,  pp.  191,  196. 

His  verses  are  characterized  by  in¬ 
genuity  rather  than  fancy,  but,  although 
often  absurd,  he  is  seldom  dull  or  languid. 
There  is  a  good  deal  of  spirit  and  coarse 
vigor  in  some  of  his  pieces. — Craik, 
George  L.,  1861,  A  Compendious  History 
of  English  Literature  and  of  the  English 
Language,  vol.  II,  p.  19. 

With  honoured,  thrice  honoured  George 
Herbert  waiting  at  the  door,  I  cannot  ask 
Francis  Quarles  to  remain  longer:  I  can 
part  with  him  without  regret,  worthy  man 


and  fair  poet  as  he  is. — Macdonald, 
George,  1868,  England's  Antiphon,  p. 
173. 

His  poems,  like  those  of  so  many  others 
in  this  and  the  preceding  age,  bespeak  a 
full  mind  and  a  meditative  temper.— Ar¬ 
nold,  Thomas,  1868-75,  Chaucer  to 
Wordsworth,  p.  193. 

Whose  name  is  preserved  from  oblivion 
by  a  touch  of  originality  in  his  most 
characteristic  productions. — Ward,  Adol¬ 
phus  William,  1875-99,  A  History  of  Eng¬ 
lish  Dramatic  Literature ,  vol.  in,  p.  286. 

Like  Byrom  in  the  next  century,  like 
not  a  few  poets  in  the  Middle  Ages, 
Quarles  was  a  kind  of  journalist  to  whom 
the  vehicle  of  verse  came  more  easily 
than  the  vehicle  of  prose,  and  the  dangers 
of  that  state  of  things  are  well  known. 

.  .  .  All  Quarles’s  work  is  journey- 

work,  but  it  is  only  fair  to  note  the  fre¬ 
quent  wealth  of  fancy,  the  occasional 
felicity  of  expression,  which  illustrate 
this  wilderness.  1  should  not  like  to  be 
challenged  to  produce  twenty  good  lines 
of  his  in  verse  or  prose  written  consecu¬ 
tively,  yet  it  might  be  a  still  more  danger¬ 
ous  challenge  to  produce  any  journalist  in 
verse  or  prose  of  the  present  day  who  has 
written  so  much,  and  in  whom  the  oc¬ 
casional  flashes — the  signs  of  poetical 
power  in  the  individual  and  of  what  may 
be  called  poetical  atmosphere  in  his 
“surroundings” — are  more  frequent. — 
Saintsbury,  George,  1887,  History  of 
Elizabethan  Literature,  p.  378. 

The  wretchedness  of  man’s  earthly  ex¬ 
istence  was  the  main  topic  of  Quarles' 
muse,  and  it  was  exclusively  in  religous 
circles  that  the  bulk  of  his  work  has  been 
welcomed  with  any  enthusiasm.  In  his 
own  day  he  found  very  few  admirers 
among  persons  of  literary  cultivation,  and 
critics  of  a  later  age  treated  his  literary 
pretentions  with  contempt.  Anthony  & 
Wood  sneered  at  him  as  “an  old  puri¬ 
tanical!  poet  .  .  .  the  sometime  darling 
of  our  plebeian  judgment.”  Phillips,  in 
his  “Theatrum  Poetarum”  (1675),  wrote 
that  his  verses  “have  been  ever,  and  still 
are,  in  wonderful  veneration  among  the 
vulgar;”  Pope  who  criticised  his  “Em¬ 
blems”  in  detail  in  a  letter  to  Atterbury, 
denounces  the  books  in  the  “Dunciad” 
(bk.  i.  ii.,  139-40)  as  one 
Where  the  pictures  for  the  page  atone, 

And  Quarles  is  saved  by  beauties  not  his  own. 
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Horace  Walpole  wrote  that  “Milton  was 
forced  to  wait  till  the  world  had  done 
admiring  Quarles.”  But  Quarles  is  not 
quite  so  contemptible  as  his  seventeenth- 
and-eighteenth-century  critics  assumed. 
Most  of  his  verse  is  diffuse  and  dull ;  he 
abounds  in  fantastic,  tortuous  and  irration¬ 
al  conceits,  and  he  often  sinks  into  ludicrous 
bathos ;  but  there  is  no  volume  of  his  verse 
which  is  not  illumined  by  occasional  flashes 
of  poetic  fire.  Charles  Lamb  was  un¬ 
decided  whether  to  prefer  him  to  Wither, 
and  finally  reached  the  conclusion  that 
Quarles  was  the  wittier  writer,  although 


Wither  “lays  more  hold  of  the  heart” 
(“Letters,”  ed.  Ainger,  i.,  95).  Pope 
deemed  Wither  a  better  poet  but  a  less 
honest  man.  Quarles’s  most  distinguished 
admirer  of  the  present  century  was  the 
American  writer,  II.  D.  Thorcau,  who 
asserted,  not  unjustly,  that  “he  uses  lan¬ 
guage  sometimes  as  greatly  as  Shakes¬ 
peare”  (“Letters”  18G5. )  Quarles’s  “En¬ 
chiridion,”  his  most  popular  prose  work, 
contains  many  aphorisms  forcibly  ex¬ 
pressed. — Lee,  Sidney,  1896,  Diction¬ 
ary  of  National  Biography ,  vol.  xlvii, 
p.  96. 


George  Sandys 

1578-1644 

Bom  in  England;  went  to  Oxford  in  1589;  traveled  in  the  east,  1610-12,  and 
published  in  1615  an  account  of  his  travels  in  a  work  entitled  a  “Relation  of  a  Journey 
in  Four  Books,  containing  a  description  of  the  Turkish  Empire,  of  Egypt,  of  the  Holy 
Land,  etc.”  In  1621  he  removed  to  America,  succeeding  his  brother  as  treasurer  to 
the  English  colony  of  Virginia.  He  was  much  interested  in  the  welfare  of  the  colony, 
establishing  iron-works  and  introducing  ship-building.  The  Virginia  company  broke 
up  in  1624,  and  he  returned  to  England.  He  published  translations  of  Ovid’s  “Meta¬ 
morphoses,”  the  first  translation  of  a  classic  to  appear  in  America;  also  poetical  ver¬ 
sions  of  the  Psalms.  Job.  Ecclesiastes,  etc. — Peck,  Harry  Thurston,  ed..  1898,  The 


International  Cyclopaedia ,  vol.  xm,  p.  105. 
PERSONAL 
SACRED 

TO  THE  5! EMORY 

OF 

GEORGE  SANDYS,  ESQ. 

EMINENT  AS  A  TRAVELLER,  A  DIVINE  POET, 
AND  A  GOOD  MAN, 

WHO  DIED  MARCH  IV.  MDCXLIII  AT  BOXLEY 
ABBEY, 

AGED  LXVI, 

AND  LIES  BURIED  IN  THE  CHANCEL  OF 
THIS  CHURCH. 

HIS  LIFE 

WAS  THROUGHOUT  BLAMELESS,  AND  NEVER 
UNUSEFUL : 

ITS  EARLIER  PART  WAS  SOMETIMES  PASS’D 
IN  OBSERVING  HIS 

FELLOW  MEN  IN  FOREIGN  LANDS  J  AND 
ITS  LATTER  AT  HOME 

IN  CELEBRATING  THE  PRAISES  OF  HIS  GOD 
AND  ATTUNING  THE  “SONGS  OF  ZION” 

TO  THE  BRITISH  LYRE. 

“Thon  bronght'st  me  home  in  safety;  that 
this  earth 

Might,  bary  me,  which  fed  me  from  my  birth. 
Blest  with  a  healthful  age  ,  a  quiet  mind, 


Content  with  little;  to  this  work  design’d, 
Which  I  at  length  hnve  finish’d  by  Thy  nid ; 
And  now  my  vows  have  at  Thy  altar  paid  ” 

ERECTED  MDCCCXLVIII  : 

By  an  admirer  of  talents,  piety,  and  virtue, 
His  hnmble  emulator  in  his  latter  task. 

— Montagu,  Matthew,  1848,  Inscription 
on  Monument. 

He  lived  to  be  a  very  aged  man,  whom 
I  saw  in  the  Savoy,  anno  1641,  having  a 
youthful  soul  in  a  decayed  body-;  and  I 
believe  he  dyed  soon  after. — Fuller, 
Thomas,  1662,  Worthies  of  England ,  ed. 
Nichols,  vol.  u,p.  519. 

I  happened  to  speake  with  his  niece,  my 
lady  Wyat,  at  whose  howse,  viz.  at  Boxley 
abbey,  he  dyed.  She  saies  he  told  her  a 
little  before  he  dyed  that  he  was  about  63. 
He  lies  buried  in  the  chancel  neer  the  dore 
of  the  south  side,  but  without  any  re- 
memberance  of  stone — which  is  pitty  so 
sweet  a  swan  should  lye  so  ingloriously. 
He  had  something  in  divinity  ready  for 
the  presse,  which  my  lady  lost  in  the 
warres — the  title  of  it  shee  does  not  re¬ 
member. — Aubrey,  John,  1669-96,  Brief 
Lives,  ed.  Clark,  vol.  II,  p.  212. 
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The  Author  upon  his  return  in  1612  or 
after,  being  improved  in  several  respects 
by  this  his  large  journey,  became  an  ac¬ 
complish’d  Gent,  as  being  Master  of 
several  Languages,  of  a  fluent  and  ready 
discourse  and  excellent  Comportment.  He 
had  also  naturally  a  poetical  fancy,  and 
a  zealous  inclination  to  all  human  learn¬ 
ing,  which  made  his  Company  desir’d,  and 
acceptable  to  most  virtuous  Men  and 
Scholars  of  his  time.  .  .  .  Was  buried  in 
the  Chancel  of  the  Parish  Church  there, 
near  to  the  Door,  on  the  South  side,  but 
hath  no  remembrance  at  all  over  his 
Grave,  nor  anything  at  that  place,  only 
this  which  stands  in  the  common  Register 
belonging  to  the  said  Chufch.  Georgius 
Sandys  Poetarum  Anglorum  sui  saculi 
facile  princcps,  scpultus  fuit  Martii  7  stilo 
Anglic,  an.dom.  1G 13.  Wood,  An'THONY, 
1691  1721,  Athence  Ozonicnscs ,  vol. 

46,  47. 

It  would  be  injurious  to  the  memory  of 
Sandys,  to  dismiss  his  life  without  inform¬ 
ing  the  reader  that  the  worthy  author 
stood  high  in  the  opinion  of  that  most 
accomplished  young  nobleman  the  lord 
viscount  Falkland,  by  whom  to  be  praised, 
is  the  highest  compliment  that  can  be 
paid  to  merit;  his  lordship  addresses  a 
copy  of  verses  to  Grotius,  occasioned  by 
his  “ChristuS  Patiens,  ”  in  which  he  in¬ 
troduces  Mr.  Sandys,  and  says  of  him,  that 
he  had  seen  as  much  as  Grotius  had  read  ; 
he  bestows  upon  him  likewise  the  epithet 
of  a  fine  gentleman,  and  observes,  that 
though  he  had  travelled  to  foreign  coun¬ 
tries  to  read  life,  and  acquire  knowledge, 
yet  he  was  worthy,  like  another  Livy,  of 
having  men  of  eminence  from  every  coun¬ 
try  come  to  visit  him. — Cibber,  The- 
ophilus,  1753,  Lives  of  the  Poets ,  vol.  I,  p. 
284. 

A  RELATION  OF  A  JOURNEY 
1615 

He  studied  the  genius,  the  tempers,  the 
religion,  and  the  governing  principles  of 
the  people  he  visited.—  Cibber,  Theo- 
philus,  1753,  Lives  of  the  Poets,  vol.  I,  p. 
282. 

That  judicious  traveller.— Gibbon, 
Edward,  1776-78,  Decline  and  Fall  of  the 
Roman  Empire,  ch.  xvii,  note. 

Sandys  was  an  accomplished  gentleman, 
well  prepared  by  previous  study  for  his 
travels,  which  are  distinguished  by  erudi¬ 
tion,  sagacity,  and  a  love  of  truth,  and 


are  written  in  a  pleasant  style. — Kerr, 
Robert,  1811-24,  General  History  and 
Collection  of  Voyages  and  Travels. 

Like  Sir  John  Mandeville,  the  first  Eng¬ 
lish  prose  writer,  Sandys  was  a  distin¬ 
guished  traveller,  and  his  book  on  the 
countries  of  the  Mediterranean  and  the 
Holy  Land  enjoyed  great  popularity.  It 
is  said  that  Addison,  in  the  history  of  his 
Italian  tour  took  Sandys  as  his  model. 
Sandys  seems  to  have  been  one  of  the  first 
to  quote  the  allusions  of  the  ancient  poets 
to  the  places  through  which  he  passed,  a 
plan  so  successfully  adopted  by  Dodwel! 
in  his  Classical  Tour  through  Greece,  and 
by  Eustace  in  his  Classical  Tour  through 
Italy.— Jenkins,  0.  L*.,  1876,  The  Stu¬ 
dent's  Handbook  of  British  and  American 
Literature ,  p.  393. 

OVID  S  METAMORPHOSES 
1021-26 

It  needeth  more  than  a  single  deniza¬ 
tion,  being  a  double  stranger.  Sprung 
from  the  stock  of  ancients  Romanes,  but 
bred  in  the  New  World,  of  the  sadness 
whereof  it  can  but  participate;  especially 
having  wars  and  tumult  to  bring  it  to  light 
instead  of  the  Muses;  .  .  .  snatcht 

from  the  howers  of  night  and  repose,  for 
the  day  was  not  mine,  but  dedicated  to 
the  service  of  your  Great  Father,  and 
yourselfe.— Sandys,  George,  1621,  Ovid’s 
Metamorphoses,  Dedication  to  Charles  I. 

Dainty  Sands,  that  hath  to  English  done 
Smooth-sliding  Ovid,  and  hath  made  him  ran 
With  so  much  sweetness  and  unusual  grace, 
As  though  the  neatness  of  the  English  pace 
Should  tell  the  jetting  Latin  that  it  came 
But  slowly  after,  os  though  stiff  and  lame. 

—Drayton,  Michael,  C1627,  Of  Poets 
and  Poesie. 

He  most  elegantly  translated  “Ovid’s 
Metamorphoses”  into  English  verse;  so 
that,  as  the  soul  of  Aristotle  was  said  to 
have  transmigrated  into  Thomas  Aquinas 
(because  rendring  his  sense  so  naturally), 
Ovid’s  genius  may  seem  to  have  passed 
into  Master  Sandys.  He  was  a  servant, 
but  no  slave,  to  his  subject ;  well  knowing 
that  a  Translator  is  a  person  in  Free 
Custody ;  Custody,  being  bound  to  give  the 
true  sense  of  the  Author  be  translated ; 
Free,  left  at  liberty  to  cloath  it  in  his  own 
expression.  .  .  .  Indeed  some  men 

are  better  Nurses  then  Mothers  of  a  Poem  ; 
good  only  to  feed  and  foster  the  Fancies 
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of  others;  whereas  Master  Sandys  was 
altogether  as  dexterous  at  inventing  as 
translating ;  and  his  own  Poems  as  sprite- 
full,  vigorous,  and  masculine.  —  Fuller, 
Thomas,  1662,  Worthies  of  England ,  ed. 
Nichols,  vol.  ii,  pp.  518,  519. 

’Twas  a  wonderfull  helpe  to  my  phansie, 
my  reading  of  Ovid’s  “Metamorphy”  in 
English  by  Sandys,  which  made  me  under¬ 
stand  the  Latin  the  better. — Aubrey, 
John,  1669-96,  Brief  Lives,  ed.  Clark,  vol. 
I,  p.  36. 

And  no  better  has  Ovid  been  served  by 
Che  so-much  admired  Sandys.  This  is  at 
least  the  idea  which  I  have  remaining 
of  his  translation;  fori  never  read  him 
since  I  was  a  boy.  They  who  take  him 
upon  content,  from  the  praises  which  their 
fathers  gave  him,  may  inform  their  judg¬ 
ment  by  reading  him  again,  and  see  (if 
they  understand  the  original)  what  is  be¬ 
come  of  Ovid’s  poetry  in  his  version ; 
whether  it  be  not  all,  or  the  greatest  part 
of  it,  evaporated.  But  this  proceeded  from 
the  wrong  judgment  of  the  age  in  which 
he  lived.  They  neither  knew  good  verse, 
nor  loved  it ;  they  were  scholars,  it  is 
true,  but  they  were  pedants ;  and  for  a 
just  reward  of  their  pedantic  pains,  all 
their  translations  want  to  be  translated 
into  English. — Dryden,  John,  1693,  Third 
Miscellany,  Dedication. 

One  of  the  earliest  literary  productions 
of  the  English  colonists  in  America,  of 
which  we  have  any  notice. — Holmes,  Abel, 
1829,  Annals  of  America,  vol.  I,  p.  184. 

This  production,  handed  down  to  us  in 
stately  form  through  two  centuries  and  a 
half,  is  the  very  first  expression  of  elab¬ 
orate  poetry,  it  is  the  first  utterance  of 
the  conscious  literary  spirit,  articulated 
in  America.  The  writings  which  preceded 
this  book  in  our  literary  history — the 
writings  of  Captain  John  Smith,  of  Percy, 
of  Strachey,  of  Whitaker,  of  Poey — were 
all  produced  for  some  immediate  prac¬ 
tical  purpose,  and  not  with  any  avowed 
literary  intentions.  This  book  may  well 
have  for  us  a  sort  of  sacredness,  as  being 
the  first  monument  of  English  poetry,  of 
classical  scholarship,  and  of  deliberate 
literary  art,  reared  on  these  shores.  And 
when  we  open  the  book,  and  examine  it 
with  reference  to  its  merits,  firEt,  as  a 
faithful  rendering  of  the  Latin  text,  and 
second,  as  a  specimen  of  fluent,  idiomaric, 
and  musical  English  poetry,  we  find  that 


in  both  particulars  it  is  a  work  that  we 
may  be  proud  to  claim  as  in  some  sense 
our  own,  and  to  honor  as  the  morning- 
star  at  once  of  poetry  and  of  scholarship  in 
the  new  world. — Tyler,  Moses  Coit,  1878, 
A  History  of  American  Literature ,  1607- 
1676,  vol.  i,  p.  54. 

Rendering  of  Ovid’s  “Metamorphoses” 
has  chiefly  preserved  his  name  in  literary 
circles.  A  writer  in  “Wits  Recreations” 
(1640)  congratulated  Ovid  on  “the 
sumptous  bravery  of  that  rich  attire”  in 
which  Sandys  had  clad  the  Latin  poet’s 
work.  He  followed  his  text  closely,  and 
managed  to  compress  his  rendering  into 
the  same  number  of  lines  as  the  original — 
a  feat  involving  some  injury  to  the  poetic 
quality  and  intelligibility  of  the  English. 
But  Sandys  possessed  exceptional  metrical 
dexterity,  and  the  refinement  with  which 
he  handled  the  couplet  entitles  him  to  a 
place  beside  Denham  and  Waller.  In  a 
larger  measure  than  either  of  them,  he 
probably  helped  to  develop  the  capacity  of 
heroic  rhyme.  He  was  almost  the  first 
writer  to  vary  the  cssura  efficiently,  and, 
by  adroitly  balancing  one  couplet  against 
another,  he  anticipated  some  of  the  effects 
which  Dryden  and  Pope  brought  to  perfec¬ 
tion.  Both  Dryden  and  Pope  read  SandyB’s 
Ovid  in  boyhood. — Lee,  Sidney,  1897, 
Dictionary  of  National  Biography ,  vol.  L, 
p.  292. 

DIVINE  POEMS  AND  PSALMS 
1G30-38-40 

Nor  mny  you  fear  the  poet’s  common  lot, 
Read  and  commended,  and  then  quite  forgot 
The  brazen  mines  and  marble  rocks  shall 
waste, 

When  your  foundatiou  will  unshaken  last, 
'Tis  Fame’s  best  pay,  that  you  your  labours 
see 

By  their  immortal  subject  crowndd  be. 

For  ne’er  was  author  in  oblivion  hid. 

Who  firm'd  his  name  on  such  a  pyramid. 

— King,  Bishop  Henry,  1638,  Verses 
Prefixed  to  a  Paraphrase  upon  the  Divine 
Poems  by  George  Sandys , 

Say,  Bacred  bard,  what  could  bestow 
Courage  on  thee  to  soar  bo  high? 

Tell  me,  brave  friend,  what  help’d  thee  so 
To  shake  off  all  mortality? 

To  light  this  torch  thou  hast  climb’d  higher 
Thau  he  who  stole  celestial  fire. 

— Waller,  Edmund,  1638,  Verses  Pre¬ 
fixed  to  a  Paraphrase  upon  the  Divine 
Poems  by  George  Sandys. 
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Others  translate,  but  you  the  beams  collect 
Of  your  inspired  authors,  and  reflect 
Those  heavouly  rays  with  new  and  strong 
effect. 

Yet  human  language  only  can  restore 
What  human  language  had  impair'd  before 
And,  when  that  once  is  done,  can  give  no 
more. 

Sir,  I  forbear  to  add  to  what  is  said, 

Lest  to  your  burnish’d  gold  I  bring  my  lead, 
And  with  what  is  immortal  mix  the  dead. 

— Godolhiin,  Sidney,  1638,  Verses  Pre¬ 
fixed,  to  a  Paraphrase  upon  the  Divine 
Poems  by  George  Sandy s. 

Such  is  the  verse  thou  writ’st,  that  who  reads 
thine 

Can  never  bo  content  to  suffer  mine; 

Such  is  the  verse  I  write,  that,  reading  mine, 
1  hardly  can  believe  I  have  read  thine; 

And  wonder  that,  their  excellence  once 
known, 

I  nor  correct  nor  yet  concenl  mine  own. 

Yet  though  I  danger  fear  than  censure  less. 
Nor  apprehend  a  breach  like  to  a  press, 

Thy  merits,  now  the  secoud  time,  inflame 
To  sacrifice  the  remnant  of  iny  shame. 

Falkland,  Lord,  1638,  Verses  Pre¬ 
fixed  to  a  Paraphrase  upon  the  Divine 
Poems,  by  George  Sandy s. 

I  presse  not  to  the  quire,  nor  <lnro  I  greet 
The  holy  Place  with  my  unhallowed  feet. 
My  uuwasht  Muse  pollutes  uot  things 
divine, 

Nor  mingles  her  propliauer  notes  with 
thine : 

Here  humbly  at  the  Porch  she  listning 
stayes, 

And  with  glad  cares  sucks  in  thy  Sacred 
Laycs 

-Carew,  Thomas,  1638,  To  my  Worthy 
Friend ,  Master  George  Sandy s,  on  his 
Translation  of  the  Psalmes. 

Infinitely  superior  [“Psalms”]  to  any 
other  both  for  fidelity,  music,  and  strength 
of  versification.  — Bowles,  William  Lisle, 
1807,  ed.  Pope's  Works,  vol.  Ill,  p.  359. 

When  Sir  Philip  Sidney  was  about 
twenty -three  years  old,  George  Sandys  was 
born  ;  and  about  fifty  years  after  Sidney’s 
early  death,  Sandys’  version  of  the  Psalms 
was  published.  It  is  difficult  to  believe 
that  so  brief  a  period  separated  the  ver¬ 
sions  of  the  two  men.  Sidney’s  rhymes 
are  for  the  most  part  rough  and  halting, 
while  Sandys’  verse,  masculine  and  care¬ 
ful  in  construction,  glides  smoothly  along 
and  delights  the  ear  with  its  music. — 
Dennis,  John,  1883,  Heroes  of  Literature, 
p.  83. 


GENERAL 

This  Play  ["Christ’s  Passion”]  is  trans¬ 
lated  from  the  Latin  Original  writ  by  Hugo 
Grotius.  This  Subject  was  handled  before 
in  Greek,  by  that  Venerable  Person,  Apol - 
linarius  of  Laodieea ,  Bishop  of  Hicrapolis  ; 
and  after  him  Gregory  Nazianzcn :  tho’ 
this  of  Hugo  Grotius,  (in  our  Author’s 
Opinion)  transcends  all  on  this  Argument. 
As  to  the  Translator,  I  doubt  not  but  he 
will  bo  allow’d  an  Excellent  Artist,  by 
Learned  Judges  ;  and  as  he  has  follow’d 
Horace's  Advice  of  Avoiding  a  servile 
Translation, 

Nec  verbum  verbd  curabis  reddere  fidus 
Inter  pres : 

So  he  comes  so  near  the  Sence  of  the 
Author,  that  nothing  is  lost,  no  Spirits 
evaporate  in  the  decanting  of  it  into  Eng¬ 
lish;  and  if  there  be  any  Sediment,  it  is 
left  behind.— Langbaine,  Gerard,  1691, 
An  Account  of  the  English  Dramatick  Poets, 
p.  437. 

Sandys’  “Metamorphoses of  Ovid,”  and 
his  "Metrical  Translations  from  Scrip¬ 
ture,”  are  poetically  pleasing:  and  they 
have  a  merit  in  diction  and  versification 
which  has  been  acknowledged  thankfully 
by  later  poets. — -Spalding,  William, 
1852  -82,  A  History  of  English  Literature, 
p.  276. 

Sandys  was  happily  taken  away  before 
his  friend  Lord  Falkland  fell,  and  he  was 
spared  the  miseries  of  the  civil  troubles 
which  culminated  in  the  murder  of  his 
much-loved  master.  Of  his  private  char¬ 
acter  no  more  need  be  said  than  that  he 
seems  to  have  been  universally  reverenced 
and  beloved.  As  a  poet,  he'  has  been  too 
much  overlooked,  probably  from  his  giving 
us  so  few  original  poems  ;  but  I  trust  that 
the  republication  of  his  works  will  show 
that  his  Paraphrases  are  not  mere  servile 
translations,  but  have  all  the  freedom  of 
original  composition,  are  singularly  sweet 
and  harmonious  in  versification,  and  for 
richness  and  grandeur  of  language  and 
imagery,  and  for  true  devotional  spirit, 
may  justly  be  ranked  amongst  the  choicest 
specimens  of  sacred  poetry. — Hooper, 
Richard,  1872,  ed.,  The  Poetical  Works  of 
George  Sandys,  vol.  I,  p.  liii. 

His  classical  translations  are  not  equal 
to  his  scriptural  paraphrases,  and  if  he 
had  finished  the  £)neid  Dryden  would  have 
left  it  alone.  Like  Dryden  he  did  his  best 
work  late:  he  was  fifty-nine  when  he 
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published  the  Psalms.  It  does  not  do  to 
compare  Sandyswith  the  authorised  version 
of  the  Bible.  Wherever  the  original  is 
peculiarly  striking  he  is  disappointing:  he 
gives  his  reader  no  such  compensation  for 
his  temerity  as  Sternhold’s  version  of  the 
Theophany  in  the  18th  Psalm  or  the  close 
of  the  24th,  or  as  Watts’s  equally  well- 
known  paraphrase  of  the  90th.  Even  Tate 
and  Brady  at  their  best,  as  in  the  139th 
Psalm,  come  very  near  to  Sandys’  high¬ 
est  level ;  but  he  is  much  more  equable ; 
he  never  subsides,  like  Sternhold  and 
Hopkins,  into  doggerel ,  he  never  subsides, 
like  Tate  and  Brady,  into  diffuse  plati¬ 
tudes.  He  always  grasps  the  meaning  for 
himself ;  he  seems  to  work,  if  not  always 
from  the  Hebrew,  from  an  ancient  ver¬ 
sion,  and  he  sometimes  exhibits  a  really 


masterly  power  of  condensation,  as  in  the 
1 19th  and  the  130th  Psalms.  Apart  from 
the  strictly  relative  praise  due  to  the  ver¬ 
sification,  the  paraphrase  on  Job  is  ap¬ 
pallingly  tame.  —  Simcox,  G.  A.,  1880, 
English  Poets,  cd.  Ward,  vol.  li,  192. 

In  1620,  when  Waller  was  but  fourteen, 
“the  learned  and  ingenious  Mr.  Sandys” 
had  written  lines  which,  if  we  modernize 
the  spelling,  we  might  easily  pass  off  upon 
the  unwary  reader  as  Pope’s  heroics.  And 
in  spite  of  Pope’s  obligations  to  the  large 
genius  of  Dryden,  it  is  to  his  early  delight 
in  Sandys’s  translation  of  the  Metamor¬ 
phoses  that  he  owed  that  ease  and  harmony 
of  numbers  which  was  his  from  first 
to  last.— Tovey,  Duncan  C.t  1897,  Re¬ 
views  and  Essays  in  English  Literature, 
p.  89. 


William  Chillingworth 

1602-1644 


William  Chillingworth,  theologian,  was  born  at  Oxford  in  1602,  the  son  of  a  pros¬ 
perous  citizen,  and  in  1618  became  a  scholar,  in  1628  a  fellow'  of  Trinity.  Through 
he  arguments  of  an  able  Jesuit,  “John  Fisher,”  he  embraced  Catholicism,  and  in 
1630  went  to  Douay,  where,  urged  to  write  an  account  of  his  conversion,  he  was  led 
to  renounce  that  faith  by  examination  of  the  questions  at  issue.  He  became  there¬ 
after  involved  in  controversies  w'ith  several  Catholic  divines,  and  his  answers  are  con¬ 
tained  in  his  “Additional  Discourses.”  In  the  quiet  of  Lord  Falkland’s  house  at 
Great  Tew  in  Oxfordshire  he  wrote  his  famous  book,  “The  Religion  of  Protestants  a 
safe  Way  to  Salvation”  (1637)— a  demonstration  of  the  sole  authority  of  the  Bible  in 
the  matter  of  salvation,  and  of  the  free  right  of  the  individual  conscience  to  interpret 
it.  His  conclusion  is,  in  his  own  oft-quoted  w’ords :  “The  Bible,  I  say,  the  Bible 
only,  is  the  religion  of  Protestants.”  He  left  also  nine  sermons,  and  a  fragment  on 
the  apostolical  institution  of  episcopacy.  In  1638  he  took  orders,  and  was  made 
Chancellor  of  Salisbury,  with  the  prebend  of  Brixworth  in  Notts  annexed.  In  the 
Civil  War  he  accompanied  the  king’s  forces,  and  before  Gloucester  devised  a  seige- 
engine  like  the  old  Roman  testudo.  At  Arundel  Castle  he  fell  ill,  and  after  the  sur¬ 
render  was  lodged  in  the  bishop’s  palace  at  Chichester,  where  he  died,  30th  January 
1643. — Patrick  and  Groome,  eds.,  1897,  Chambers’s  Biographical  Dictionary,  p.  212. 


PERSONAL 
Virtuti  sacrum. 

Spe  certissimac  resurrectionis 
Hie  redueem  cxpeclat  animam 
G  V LI  ELM  VS  CHILLING  WORTH, 

S.  T.  P. 

Oxonii  natus  ct  tducalut , 

Cotlcgii  S"*  Trinilatis  olim 
Socius,  Decus  ct  Gloria. 

Omni  Literarum  gcnerc  celcbcrrimus, 
Eccleriac  Anglicanac  adversus  Romano - 
Catholicam 

Propugnator  invictissimus 
Eccleiiae  Sarisburiensis  Praecentor  dignis- 
simus; 

Sine  Excquiis, 


Furcntis  cujusdani  Thcologaslri, 
Doctoris  Cheynelt, 

Diria  el  maledictione  tepultus: 
Honoriaet  Amicitiae  ergb, 
AbCLIVERO  WHITBY, 

Brcvi  hoc  monimento, 

Postcrorum  memoriae  consecratus, 
ytnno  Sahitit, 

1672. 

— Whitby,  Oliver,  1672,  Inscription  on 
Monument. 

Chillingworthi  Novissima :  or  the  sick¬ 
ness,  heresy,  death,  and  burial  of  William 
Chillingworth ;  (in  his  own  phrase)  Clerk 
of  Oxford,  and  in  the  conceit  of  his  fel¬ 
low-soldiers,  the  Queen’s  Arch  Engineer 
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and  Grand  Intelligencer.  Set  forth  in  a 
letter  to  his  eminent  and  learned  friends. 
A  relation  of  his  apprehension  at  Arundel, 
a  discovery  of  his  errors  in  a  brief  cate¬ 
chism,  and  a  short  oration  at  the  burial  of 
his  heretical  book,  by  Francis  Cheynell, 
late  Fellow  of  Merton  College. — Chey¬ 
nell,  Francis,  1644,  Title  Page. 

He  was  a  litlte  man,  blackish  haire,  of 
a  saturnine  complexion.  The  lord  Falk¬ 
land  (vide  [life  of]  lord  Falkland)  and  he 
had  such  extraordinary  clear  reasons,  that 
they  were  wont  to  say  at  Oxon  that  if  the 
great  Turke  were  to  be  converted  by  nat- 
urall  reason,  these  two  were  the  persons 
to  convert  him.  He  lies  buried  in  the  south 
side  of  the  cloysters  at  Chichester,  where 
he  dyed  of  the  morbus  castrensis  after  the 
taking  of  Arundel  castle  by  the  parlia¬ 
ment:  wherin  he  was  very  much  blamed 
by  the  king’s  soldiers  for  his  advice  in  mil¬ 
itary  affaires  there,  and  they  curst  that 
little  priest  and  imputed  the  losse  of  the 
castle  to  his  advice.  In  his  sicknesse  he 
was  inhumanely  treated  by  Dr.  Cheynell, 
who,  when  he  was  to  be  buryed,  threw 
his  booke  into  the  grave  with  him,  saying, 
“Rott  with  the  rotten;  let  the  dead  bury 
the  dead.”  Vide  a  pamphlet  of  about  6 
sheets  writt  by  Dr.  Cheynell  (maliciously 
enough)  where  he  gives  an  account  of  his 
life. — Audrey,  John,  1669-96,  Bri<f 
Lives,  erf.  Clark ,  vol.  I,  p.  172. 

He  was  then  observed  to  be  no  drudge 
at  his  Study,  but  being  a  Man  of  great 
Parts  would  do  much  in  a  little  time 
when  lie  settled  to  it.  He  would  often 
walk  in  the  College  Grove  and  contemplate, 
but  when  he  met  with  any  Scholar  there, 
he  would  enter  into  discourse,  and  dispute 
with  him,  purposely  to  facilitate  and  make 
the  way  of  wrangling  common  with  him ; 
which  was  a  fashion  used  in  those  days, 
especially  among  the  disputing  Theolo- 
gists,  or  among  those  that  set  themselves 
apart  purposely  for  Divinity.  Rut  upon 
the  change  of  the  Times,  occasion’d  by 
the  Puritan,  that  way  forsooth  was  ac¬ 
counted  boyish  and  pedagogical. 

He  was  a  most  noted  Philosopher  and  Ora¬ 
tor,  and  without  doubt  a  Poet  also,  other¬ 
wise  Sir  Joh.  Suckling  would  not  have 
brought  him  into  his  poem  called  “The 
Session  of  Poets;"  and  had  such  an  ad¬ 
mirable  Faculty  in  reclaiming  Schismatics, 
and  confuting  Papists,  that  none  in  his 
time  went  beyond  him.  He  had  also  very 


great  skill  in  Mathematics,  and  his  Aid 
and  Council  was  often  used  in  making 
Fortifications  for  the  King’s  Garrisons, 
especially  those  of  the  City  of  Gloucester, 
and  Arundell  Castle  in  Sussex. — Wood, 
Anthony,  1691-1721,  Athence  Oxonienses, 
vol.  H,  ff.  40,  42. 

RELIGION  OF  PROTESTANTS 
1037 

“The  Religion  of  Protestants  a  safe 
way  to  Salvation,”  against  Mr.  Knot  the 
Jesuit:  1  will  not  say,  “Malo  nodo  malus 
quaerendus  est  cuneus,  ”  but  affirm  no  per¬ 
son  better  qualified  than  this  Author,  with 
all  necessary  accomplishments  to  encoun¬ 
ter  a  Jesuit.  It  is  commonly  reported 
that  Dr.  Prideaux  compared  his  book  to  a 
Lamprey;  fit  for  food,  if  the  venomous 
string  were  taken  out  of  the  back  thereof: 
a  passage,  in  my  opinion,  inconsistent  with 
the  Doctor’s  approbation,  prefixed  in  the 
beginning  of  his  book.— Fuller,  Thomas, 
1662,  Worthies  of  England,  ed.  Nichols, 
vol.  II,  p.  233. 

Besides  perspicuity,  there  must  be  also 
right  reasoning,  without  which  perspicuity 
serves  but  to  expose  the  speaker.  And 
for  attaining  of  this,  1  should  propose  the 
constant  reading  of  Chillingworth,  who, 
by  his  example,  will  teach  both  perspicuity 
and  the  way  of  right  reasoning,  better 
than  any  book  that  I  know,  and  therefore 
will  deserve  to  be  read  upon  that  account 
over  and  over  again,  not  to  say  any  thing 
of  his  argument.- — -Locke,  John,  1704? 
Some  Thoughts  Concerning  Reading  and 
Study  for  a  Gentleman. 

Knott  is  by  no  means  a  despicable 
writer:  he  is  concise,  polished,  and  places 
in  an  advantageous  light  the  great  leading 
arguments  of  his  church.  Chillingworth, 
with  a  more  diffuse  and  less  elegant  style, 
is  greatly  superior  in  impetuosity  and 
warmth.  In  his  long  parenthetical  per¬ 
iods,  as  in  those  of  other  old  English  writ¬ 
ers,  in  his  copiousness,  which  is  never 
empty  or  tautological,  there  is  an  inartifi¬ 
cial  eloquence,  springing  from  strength 
of  intellect,  and  sincerity  of  feeling,  that 
cannot  fail  to  impress  the  reader.  But 
his  chief  excellence  is  the  close  reasoning 
which  avoids  every  dangerous  admission, 
and  yields  to  no  ambiguousness  of  lan¬ 
guage.  He  perceived,  and  maintained 
with  great  courage,  considering  the  times 
in  which  he  wrote  and  the  temper  of  those 
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whom  he  was  not  unwilling  to  keep  as 
friends,  his  favorite  tenet, — that  all 
things  necessary  to  be  believed  are  clearly 
laid  down  in  Scripture.— Hallam,  Henry, 
1837-39,  Introduction  to  the  Literature  of 
Europe,  pt.  iii,  ch.  ii,  par.  26. 

The  celebrated  work  by  Chillingworth 
on  the  “Religion  of  Protestants,”  is  gen¬ 
erally  admitted  to  be  the  best  defence 
which  the  Reformers  have  been  able  to 
make  against  the  church  of  Rome.  It  was 
published  in  1637,  and  the  position  of  the 
author  would  induce  us  to  look  for  the 
fullest  display  of  bigotry  that  was  consist¬ 
ent  with  the  spirit  of  his  time.  Chilling¬ 
worth  had  recently  abandoned  the  creed 
which  he  now  came  forward  to  attack ; 
and  he.  therefore,  might  be  expected  to 
have  that  natural  inclination  to  dogmatize 
with  which  apostasy  is  usually  accompa¬ 
nied.  .  .  .  If  we  turn  now  to  the 

work  that  was  written  under  these  au¬ 
spices,  we  can  scarcely  believe  that  it  was 
produced  in  the  same  generation,  and  in 
the  same  country,  where,  only  twenty-six 
years  before,  two  men  had  been  publicly 
urned  because  they  advocated  opinions 
ifferent  to  those  of  the  established 
church.  It  is,  indeed,  a  most  remarkable 
proof  of  the  prodigious  energy  of  that 
great  movement  which  was  now  going  on, 
that  its  pressure  should  be  felt  under  cir¬ 
cumstances  the  most  hostile  to  it  which 
can  possibly  be  conceived;  and  that  a 
friend  of  Laud,  and  a  fellow  of  Oxford, 
Bhould,  in  a  grave  theological  treatise,  lay 
down  principles  utterly  subversive  of  that 
theological  spirit  which  for  many  centuries 
had  enslaved  the  whole  of  Europe.  In 
this  great  work,  all  authority  in  matters 
of  religion  is  openly  set  at  defiance. — 
Buckle,  Henry  Thomas,  1857,  History  of 
Civilization  in  England,  vol.  I.  pp.  251, 
252. 

This  is  one  of  the  most  closely  and 
keenly  argued  polemical  treatises  ever 
written:  the  style  in  which  Chillingworth 
presses  his  reasoning  home  is  like  a  charge 
with  the  bayonet.— Craik,  George  L., 
18*61,  A  Compendious  History  of  English 
Literature  and  of  the  English  Language, 
vol.  ii,  p.  64. 

His  style  is,  indeed,  admirably  suited  at 
once  to  the  matter  and  to  the  form  of  his 
work.  He  commands  a  considerable  vo¬ 
cabulary,  and  although  his  sentences  are 
often  loosely  constructed,  he  writes,  when 


he  is  at  his  best,  with  point  and  carefully 
chosen  phrase.  His  rhetorical  weapons  are 
retort  and  homely  illustration.  His  man¬ 
ner  of  building  up  an  argument  is,  indeed, 
worthy  of  Locke’s  encomium.  If  he  de¬ 
sires  to  deal  a  specially  heavy  blow  he  re¬ 
duces  his  reasoning  to  a  formal  syllogism, 
and  crushes  his  opponent  with  it.  lie  has 
a  keen  scent  for  a  fallacy,  and  exposes 
one  when  he  finds  it  with  trenchant 
humour.  He  never  condescends  to  quib¬ 
bling,  but  all  throughout  an  argument 
maintains  a  dignity  which,  more  than  any¬ 
thing  else,  gave  him  his  strength  in  de¬ 
bate.  It  was  a  mind  of  no  common  order 
that  could  give  unity  to  a  work  constructed 
on  such  a  plan  as  “The  Religion  of  Prot¬ 
estants.”  Even  in  the  graces  of  com¬ 
position,  Chillingworth  excels  his  contem¬ 
poraries.  The  flexibility  and  pointedness 
of  his  style  are  virtues  as  great  as  the 
richness  and  power  of  Hooker’s  and 
Bacon’s,  and,  for  his  purpose,  of  greater 
value.  The  heat  of  debate  sometimes  hur¬ 
ries  him  into  undue  vehemence,  but  he 
never  loses  his  temper.  Ilis  other  works 
are  not  important. — Wallace,  W.,  1893, 
English  Prose,  erf.  Craik,  vol.  11,  p.  261. 

His  great  book  was  a  strong  plea  for 
liberty.  While  it  made  a  strong  protest 
against  the  all-embracing  dogmatism  of 
Rome,  and  accepted  the  “religion  of  Prot¬ 
estants”  as  exemplified  in  the  English 
Church  as  a  “safe  way  of  salvation,”  it 
was  content  to  accept  the  guidance  of  a 
free  and  rational  inquiry,  which,  though 
it  might  lead  to  some  errors,  was  strong 
in  the  sanction  of  intellectual  honesty,  and 
the  absence  of  exclusive  and  narrowing 
definitions.  It  was  the  work  of  an  ac¬ 
ademic  thinker  not  very  intimately  in 
touch  with  the  problems  of  life,  but  it  had 
that  force  of  initiation  which  belongs  not 
infrequently  to  scholastic  speculation. 
Its  free  and  rational  appeal  gave  a  new 
basis  to  Anglicanism,  and  started  philo¬ 
sophic  inquiry  on  a  fruitful  quest.  —Hut¬ 
ton,  William  Holden,  1895,  Social  Eng¬ 
land,  erf.  Traill,  vol.  iv,  />.  289. 

The  book  is  an  admirable  controversial 
exercise,  the  logical  accuracy  of  which 
won  a  warm  eulogy  from  Locke.  It  is  in 
reality  an  overgrown  pamphlet,  free  in¬ 
deed  from  the  worst  blemishes  of  contem¬ 
porary  pamphlet  literature,  and  full  of 
careful  argument  and  wide  learning,  but 
not  rising  far  enough  above  its  temporary 
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purpose  to  become  a  monumental  work 
like  Butler’s  “Analogy1'  or  Hooker’s  “Ec¬ 
clesiastical  Polity.”  Its  style,  though 
clear  and  vigorous,  is  not  marked  by 
strong  individuality,  and  its  line  of  argu¬ 
ment  is  academic  rather  than  popular.  — 
M asterman,  J.  Howard  B.,  1897,  The 
Age  of  Milton t  p.  190. 

GENERAL 

Was  justly  esteemed  the  acutest  and 
closest  disputant  of  his  time. — Granger, 
James.  1769-182-1,  Biographical  History 
of  England ,  vol.  n,  p.  350. 

His  frequent  changes  proceeded  from 
too  nice  an  inquisition  into  truth.  His 
doubts  grew  out  of  himself;  he  assisted 
them  with  all  the  strength  of  his  reason  ; 
he  was  then  too  hard  for  himself ;  but  find¬ 
ing  as  little  quiet  and  repose  in  those  vic¬ 
tories,  he  quickly  recovered  by  a  new  ap¬ 
peal  to  his  own  judgment,  so  that  in  all 
his  sallies  and  retreats  he  was,  in  fact,  his 
own  convert. — Gibbon,  Edward,  1793, 
Autobiography ,  cd.  Murray ,  p.  90. 

A  notably  militant  and  loyal  mind,  the 
most  exact,  the  most  penetrating,  and 
the  most  convincing  of  controversialists, 
first  Protestant,  then  Catholic,  then  Prot¬ 
estant  again  and  for  ever,  has  the  cour¬ 
age  to  say  that  these  great  changes, 
wrought  in  himself  and  by  himself, 
through  study  and  research,  are,  of  all  his 
actions,  those  which  satisfy  him  most. 
He  maintains  that  reason  applied  to  Scrip¬ 
ture  alone  ought  to  persuade  men ;  that 
authority  has  no  claim  in  it;  “that  noth¬ 
ing  is  more  against  religion  than  to  force 
religion;’’  that  the  great  principle  of  the 
Reformation  is  liberty  of  conscience ;  and 
that  if  the  doctrines  of  the  different  Prot¬ 
estants  sects  are  not  absolutely  true,  at 
least  they  are  free  from  all  impiety  and 
from  all  error  damnable  in  itself,  or  de¬ 
structive  of  salvation.  Thus  is  developed 
a  new  school  of  polemics,  a  theology,  a 
solid  and  rational  apologetics,  rigorous  in 
its  arguments,  capable  of  expansion,  con¬ 
firmed  by  science,  and  which,  authorizing 
independence  of  personal  judgment  at  the 
same  time  with  the  intervention  of  the 
natural  reason,  leaves  religion  in  amity 
with  the  world  and  the  establishments  of 
the  past.— Taine,  H.  A.,  1871,  English 
Literature,  tr.  Van  Laun,  vol.  I,  bk.  ii,  ch. 
v,  p.  381. 

The  style  of  Chillingworth  is  the  natural 


expression  of  his  thought — simple,  strong, 
and  earnest,  occasionally  rugged  and  ve¬ 
hement.  Particularly  like  his  thought, 
it  is  without  any  artifice.  He  is  concerned 
with  what  he  has  to  say,  not  with  his 
mode  of  saying  it;  and  having  thrown 
aside  almost  all  the  scholastic  pedantries 
which  in  his  time  still  clung  to  theological 
style,  he  gives  fair  play  to  his  native  sense 
and  vigour.  His  vehemence  is  apt  to 
hurry  him  into  disorder,  but  also  often 
breaks  into  passages  of  lofty  and  power¬ 
ful  eloquence.  If  we  compare  his  style 
with  that  of  Hooker  or  Bacon,  it  is  infe¬ 
rior  in  richness,  compass,  and  power,  but 
superior  in  flexibility,  rapidity,  and  point. 
It  turns  and  doubles  upon  his  adversary 
with  an  impetuosity  and  energy  that  carry 
the  reader  along,  and  serve  to  relieve  the 
tedious  levels  of  the  argument.  If  he 
must  be  ranked,  upon  the  whole,  greatly 
below  such  writers  as  we  have  mentioned, 
he  is  yet  in  this,  as  in  other  respects, 
much  above  most  of  his  contemporary 
divines.  The  pages  of  I^aud,  or  of  his 
biographer  Heylin,  or  even  of  Hammond, 
are  barren  and  unreadable  beside  those  of 
“The  Religion  of  Protestants  ;”  and  even 
the  richer  beauties  of  Taylor,  embedded 
amidst  many  pedantries  and  affectations, 
pall  in  comparison  with  his  robust  sim¬ 
plicity  and  energy. — TuLLOCH,  JOHN, 
1872,  Rational  Theology  and  Christian 
Philosophy  in  England  in  the  Seventeenth 
Century,  vol.  i,  p.  316. 

Chillingworth  did  little  more  than  put 
in  a  clearer  and  more  logical  form,  with 
all  its  excrescences  stripped  away,  the 
contention  of  Laud  in  the  conference  with 
Fisher.  That  which  marks  the  pre¬ 
eminence  of  the  younger  writer  is  his 
clear  sense  of  the  subordination  of  intel¬ 
lectual  conviction  to  moral  effort.  .  .  . 
It  is  not  given  to  any  one  man,  even  if  he 
be  a  Chillingworth,  to  make  out  with  com¬ 
plete  fulness  the  remedies  needed  for  the 
evils  of  his  age.  .  .  .  Chillingworth’s 

mind  was  too  purely  intellectual  to  enable 
him  to  understand  how  any  given  ritual 
could  either  raise  admiration  or  provoke 
hostility.— Gardiner,  Samuel  R.,  1883, 
History  of  England  from  the  Accession  of 
James  I.  to  The  Outbreak  of  the  Civil 
War,  vol.  vm,  pp.  262,  263,  264. 

On  the  purely  literary  side  the  merits 
of  Chillingworth  are  very  great.  His  ar¬ 
gumentative  clearness  was  regarded  by 
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Locke  a3  a  model,  and  although  his  book 
is  the  criticism  of  another  treatise,  he  has 
contrived  to  give  it  unity  by  the  impress 
of  the  order  of  his  own  mind.  Sustained 
and  dignified  his  argument  moves  steadily 
on  ;  he  is  never  captious  nor  sophistical ; 
he  never  strains  a  point  against  his  adver¬ 
sary,  but  overwhelms  him  by  the  massive¬ 
ness  of  his  learning  and  the  loftiness  of 
his  intellectual  attitude.  Yet  Chilling- 
worth’s  learning  never  overmasters  him, 
and  there  is  no  display  of  erudition;  in 
fact  he  does  not  rest  on  precedents,  but 
on  the  reasonableness  of  his  conclusions 
in  themselves.  ...  In  fact.  Chilling- 
worth’s  views,  as  lofty  as  they  were, 
laboured  under  the  defects  of  an  academic 
thinker  whose  experience  of  intellectual 
problems  was  larger  than  his  knowledge 
of  the  world  and  of  human  nature.  Still, 
he  put  forward  a  conception  of  rationalism 
which  was  destined  to  influence  other 
branches  of  speculation  besides  theology, 
and  he  stated  an  idea  of  toleration  which 
was  9oon  fruitful  of  results. — Creighton, 
Mandell,  1887,  Dictionary  of  National 
Biography,  vol.  X,  pp.  256,  257. 

If  laudari  a  laudato  be  a  safe  rule  for 
estimating  a  writer’s  merits,  the  name  of 
Chillingworth  ought  to  stand  nearly  as 
high  in  English  ecclesiastical  literature  as 
those  of  Hooker  and  Butler  .  . 

Chillingworth’s  style,  indeed,  is  not  only 
one  of  the  greatest  attractions  of  his  book, 
but  is  also  perhaps  the  strongest  indica¬ 
tion  which  it  supplies  of  the  extraordinary 
qualities  of  his  mind.  Its  naked  severity 
and  nervous  simplicity  are  occasionally 
dashed  by  a  vein  of  eloquence  which 
breaks  out  unexpectedly  and  with  prodi¬ 
gious  effect,  especially  as  it  depends  neither 


upon  a  musical  ear  nor  upon  pleasure  in 
ornament,  but  upon  the  excitement  of 
strong  masculine  feeling  roused  by  an  ad¬ 
equate  cause — the  feeling,  generally 
speaking,  of  indignation  against  oppres¬ 
sion,  sophistry,  and  falsehood.  An  earn¬ 
est  and  indeed  passionate  love  of  truth 
was  the  great  characteristic  of  Chilling- 
worth’s  mind. — Stephen,  Sir  James  Fitz- 
james,  1892,  Horae  Sabbaticac,  First 
Series,  pp.  187,  192. 

It  seems  to  me  that  the  chief  value  of 
Chillingworth  for  our  day  is  to  be  found 
in  the  moral  impetus  given  by  the  study 
of  his  writings,  in  the  influence  of  his 
transparent  love  of  truth  and  his  ardour 
in  its  search,  which  with  honest  hearts  is 
infectious.  Nor  can  one  fail  to  admire 
his  resolve  to  bring  himself  into  a  strict 
relation  with  facts.  If  evidence  be  in¬ 
sufficient,  he  never  will  allow  his  desires 
to  add  one  grain  to  the  scale.  Dowden, 
John,  1897,  Outlines  of  the  History  of  the 
Theological  Literature  of  The  Church  of 
England ,  p.  121. 

This  divine  was  somewhat  slighted  in 
his  own  age,  as  giving  little  show  of 
learning  in  his  discourses  ;  but  the  perspi¬ 
cuity  of  his  style  and  the  force  of  his 
reasoning  commended  him  to  the  Anglican 
divines  of  the  Restoration.  It  is  charac¬ 
teristic  that  Tillotson  had  a  great  admir¬ 
ation  for  this  humane  latitudinarian,  and 
that  Locke  wrote,  '  ‘  If  you  would  have  your 
son  reason  well,  let  him  read  Chilling¬ 
worth.”  The  masterpiece  of  Chilling¬ 
worth  stands  almost  alone,  in  a  sort  of 
underwood  of  Theophrastian  character- 
sketches.—  Gosse,  Edmund,  1897,  Short 
History  of  Modern  English  Literature,  p. 
135. 


William  Laud 

1573-1645 

Laud  was  born  at  Heading,  5th  October  1573.  He  was  elected  Fellow  of  St.  John’s 
College,  Oxford,  in  1593.  After  holding  different  livings,  he  was  elected  President  of 
his  College  in  1611,  and  was  made  Chaplain  to  James  I.  In  1615  he  became  Arch¬ 
deacon  of  Huntingdon;  in  1621  Bishop  of  St.  David’s.  In  1622  he  had  his  famous 
controversy  with  the  Jesuit  Fisher ;  and  in  1624  he  was  put  into  the  High  Commission 
Court.  In  1626  he  was  made  Bishop  of  Bath  and  Wells,  in  1628  Bishop  of  London.  In 
1630  he  became  Chancellor  of  the  University  of  Oxford,  and  in  August  1633  he  became 
Archbishop  of  Canterbury.  From  this  time  till  the  meeting  of  the  Long  Parliament 
he  was  nearly  in  the  position  of  a  Prime  Minister,  and  was  the  chief  agent  in  all  the 
arbitrary  acta  of  the  time,  such  as  the  High  Commission  prosecutions,  the  introduction 
of  the  Liturgy  into  Scotland,  the  licensing  of  books,  and  the  like.  One  of  the  first 
acta  of  the  Long  Parliament  was  to  send  him  to  the  Tower  in  March  1641.  His  goods 
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were  plundered  by  various  violent  proceedings.  He  was  brought  to  trial  March  1644, 
for  high  treason.  The  proceedings  lasted,  under  one  form  or  another,  till  January 
1645,  when  he  was  beheaded,  in  the  seventy-second  year  of  his  age. 

Writings :  They  consist  of  seven  sermons;  a  report  of  the  Conference  with  Fisher  the 
Jesuit,  held  for  the  instruction  of  the  Duke  of  Buckingham’s  mother;  the  Diary,  of 
which  Lord  Macaulay  spoke  so  contemptuously,  and  a  small  volume  of  private  devo¬ 
tions ;  a  variety  of  official  papers  connected  with  his  duties  as  Chancellor  of  Oxford; 
reports  of  several  of  his  speeches,  especially  of  speeches  at  the  Council  Board  and  at 
the  Court  of  High  Commission  ;  a  history  of  his  troubles  and  his  trial;  and  a  great 
mass  of  correspondence  with  various  persons,  of  whom  Strafford  is  the  most  remark¬ 
able. — ■Stephen,  Silt  James  Fitzjames,  1892,  Horae  Sabbaticae,  First  Series,  pp.  169, 


170. 

PERSONAL 

It  is  true  the  roughness  of  his  uncourtly 
nature  sent  most  men  discontented  from 
him,  yet  would  he  often  (of  himself)  find 
ways  and  means  to  sweeten  many  of  them 
again  when  they  least  looked  for  it.— 
Dearing,  Sir  Edward,  1642,  Seeches  in 
Matters  of  Religion,  Preface,  p.  5. 

Of  apprehension  he  was  quick  and  sud¬ 
den,  of  a  very  sociable  wit  and  a  pleasant 
humour;  and  one  that  knew  as  well  how 
to  put  off  the  gravity  of  his  place  and  per¬ 
son  when  he  saw  occasion,  as  any  man  liv¬ 
ing;  accessible  enough  at  all  times,  but 
when  he  was  tired  out  with  multiplicity 
and  vexation  of  business,  which  some,  who 
did  not  understand  him,  ascribed  unto  the 
natural  ruggedness  of  his  disposition  .  .  . 
constant  not  only  to  the  public  prayers  in 
his  chapel,  but  to  his  private  devotions  in 
his  closet.— Heyun,  I’eter,  1644,  Cypri- 
anus  A  nglicus ;  or,  the  Life  and  Death,  of 
Archbishop  Laud ,  p.  542. 

My  very  pockets  searched  ;  my  Diary, 
my  very  Prayer-book  taken  from  me,  and 
after  used  against  me;  and  that  in  some 
cases  not  to  prove  but  to  make  a  charge. 
Yet  I  am  thus  far  glad,  even  for  this  sad 
accident.  For  by  my  Diary  your  Lord- 
ships  have  seen  the  passages  of  my  life; 
and  by  my  Prayer-book  the  greatest  se¬ 
crets  between  Cod  and  my  soul ;  so  that 
you  may  be  sure  you  have  me  at  the  very 
bottom  :  yet,  blessed  be  God,  no  disloyalty 
is  found  in  the  one,  no  Popery  in  the  other. 
—Laud,  William,  1645,  Speech,  before 
House  of  Lords. 

A  man  vigilant  enough,  of  an  active  or 
rather  of  a  restless  mind,  more  ambitious 
to  undertake  than  politic  to  carry  on,  of 
a  disposition  too  fierce  and  cruel  for  his 
coat  which  notwithstanding  he  was  so  far 
from  concealing  in  a  subtle  way  that  he 
increased  the  envy  of  it  by  insolence.  He 
had  few  vulgar  and  private  vices,  as 


being  neither  taxed  of  covetousness, intem¬ 
perance  nor  incontinence,  and,  in  a  word, 
a  man  not  altogether  so  bad  in  his  personal 
character  as  unfit  for  the  state  of  Eng¬ 
land.— May,  Thomas,  1647,  History  of  the 
Long  Parliament . 

A  little,  low,  red-faced  man. — D’Ewes, 
Sir  Symonds,  1650?  Autobiography,  vol. 

II,  p.  100. 

He  was  a  man  of  great  parts,  and  very 
exemplar  virtues,  allayed  and  discredited 
by  some  unpopular  natural  infirmities  ;  the 
greatest  of  which  was,  (besides  a  hasty, 
sharp  way  of  expressing  himself,)  that  he 
believed  innocence  of  heart,  and  integrity 
of  manners,  was  a  guard  strong  enough  to 
secure  any  man  in  his  voyage  through  this 
world,  in  what  company  soever  he  trav¬ 
elled,  and  through  what  ways  soever  he 
was  to  pass :  and  sure  never  any  man  was 
better  supplied  with  that  provision. — 
Clarendon.  Lord  (Edward  Hyde),  1674? 
History  of  the  Rebellion  and  Civil  Wars  in 
England,  bk.  i,  par.  189. 

Thus  died  and  was  buried  the  king’s  and 
Church’s  martyr,  a  man  of  such  integrity, 
learning,  devotion  and  courage,  as  had  he 
lived  in  the  primitive  times,  would  have 
given  him  another  name :  whom  tho'  the 
cheated  multitude  were  taught  to  miscon¬ 
ceive  (for  those  honoured  him  most  who 
best  knew  him)  yet  impartial  posterity 
will  know  how  to  value  him,  when  they 
hear  the  rebels  sentenced  him  on  the  same 
day  they  voted  down  the  liturgy  of  the 
Church  of  England. — Wood,  Anthony, 
1691-1721,  Athenre  Oronienses ,  vol.  II,/. 70. 

A  dream  cometh  through  the  multitude 
of  business.  That  which  the  fancy  is 
troubled  with  most  in  the  day.  it  reincoun¬ 
ters  in  the  night,  yet  without  any  deliber¬ 
ation  of  reason;  and  therefore  must  be 
most  groundless  to  collect  an  observation 
from  it  of  any  act  that  hath  an  intellectual 
touch  in  it.  1  except  the  infusions  of 
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prophetical  inspiration,  which  commonly 
who  can  suppose  he  hath  attained  without 
enthusiastical  presumption?  Juggling  as¬ 
trologers,  that  will  fly  at  any  game  for 
profit  and  credit,  held  the  people  in  a 
dream,  how  they  could  interpret  dreams 
which  would  hit,  and  which  not,  by  the 
planet :  as  Salmasius  says  ( Clymact .  p. 
789),  that  it  was  Hephsestion’s  profession 
to  unfold  ...  in  what  nights  of 
every  moon  they  will  happen  to  be  true. 
Bnt  he  that  records  ki3  dreams,  as  if  he 
weighed  a  thing  so  light  in  the  balance  of 
observation,  his  wits  are  built  upon  fairy 
ground  and  needs  no  other  astrology  to 
deceive  him  but  his  own  superstition. — 
Hacket,  John,  1693,  Scrinia  Reserta: 
the  Life  of  Archbishop  Williams,  vol.  ll,  p. 
86. 

A  man  of  such  admirable  judgment  and 
learning,  that  he  knew  what  danger  the 
nation  was  in,  and  whence  it  proceeded, 
and  did  declare,  that  if  they  would  take 
his  advise,  he  could  heal  all  breaches; 
which  the  fanaticks  (or  puritans ,  as  Joyner 
calls  them)  well  perceiving,  they  dis¬ 
patched  him  as  soon  as  possible ;  which 
when  they  had  done,  they  used  these  words, 
All  praise  and.  glory  to  the  Lord, 

And  Laud  unto  the  devil. 

—He  arne,  Thomas,  1705,  Reliquiae 
Heamiance ,  ed.  Bliss,  Nov.  17,  vol.  i,  p. 
56. 

The  very  enemies  of  the  unfortunate 
archbishop  admitted  that  he  was  learned 
and  pious,  attentive  to  his  duties  and  un¬ 
exceptionable  in  his  morals :  on  the  other 
hand  his  friends  could  not  deny  that  he 
was  hasty  and  vindictive,  positive  in  his 
opinions,  and  inexorable  in  his  enmities. 
To  excuse  his  participation  in  the  arbi¬ 
trary  measures  of  the  council,  and  his 
concurrence  in  the  severe  decrees  of  the 
star-chamber,  he  alleged  that  he  was  only 
one  among  many ;  and  that  it  was  cruel  to 
visit  on  the  head  of  a  single  victim  the 
common  faults  of  the  whole  board.  But 
it  was  replied,  with  great  appearance  of 
truth  that  ‘‘though  only  one,  he  was  the 
chief;”  that  his  authority  and  influence 
swayed  the  opinions  both  of  his  sovereign 
and  his  col  leagues;  and  that  he  must  not  ex¬ 
pect  to  escape  the  just  reward  of  his  crimes, 
because  he  had  possessed  the  ingenuity  to 
make  others  his  associates  in  guilt.  Yet 
I  am  of  opinion  that  it  was  religious,  and 
not  political  rancour,  which  led  him  to  the 


block.  Could  the  zealots  have  forgiven 
his  conduct  as  archbishop,  he  might  have 
lingered  out  the  remainder  of  his  life  in 
the  tower.  There  was,  however,  little 
difference  in  this  respect  between  them 
and  their  victim.  Both  were  equally  ob¬ 
stinate,  equally  infallible,  equally  intoler¬ 
ant. — Lingard,  John,  1819-30,  .4  History 
of  England,  vol.  X,  ch.  ii. 

Prejudged  by  foes  determined  uot  to  Bpare, 

An  old  weak  Man  for  venguauco  thrown 
aside, 

Laud,  “in  the  painful  art  of  dying”  tried, 
(Like  n  poor  biid  entangled  in  n  sunro 
Whose  heart  still  flutters,  though  his  wings 
forbear 

To  stir  in  useless  struggle)  hath  relied 
On  hope  that  conscious  innocence  supplied, 
And  in  his  prison  breathes  celestial  air. 

Why  tarries  then  thy  chariot?  Wherefore 
stay, 

O  Death!  the  ensanguined  yet  triumphant 
wheels, 

Which  thou  prepar’st,  full  often,  to  convey 
(What  time  a  State  with  madding  faction 
reels) 

The  Saint  or  Patriot  to  the  world  that  heals 
All  wouuds,  all  perturbations  doth  ullay  ? 

—Wordsworth,  William,  1821-22,  Ec¬ 
clesiastical  Sonnets,  Part  II,  XLV. 

The  friend  of  Strafford,  archbishop 
Laud,  with  less  worldly  passions,  and  a 
more  disinterested  ardour,  brought  into 
the  council  the  same  feelings,  the  same 
designs.  Austere  in  his  conduct,  simple 
in  his  life,  power,  whether  he  served  it  or 
himself  wielded  it,  inspired  in  his  mind  a 
fanatical  devotion.  To  prescribe  and  to 
punish,  this  was  in  his  eyes  to  establish 
order,  and  order  ever  seemed  to  him  jus¬ 
tice.  His  activity  was  indefatigable,  but 
narrow  in  its  views,  violent,  and  harsh. 
Alike  incapable  of  conciliating  opposing 
interests,  and  of  respecting  rights,  he 
rushed,  with  head  down  and  eyes  closed, 
at  once  against  liberties  and  abuses ;  op¬ 
posing  to  the  latter  his  rigid  probity,  to 
the  former  his  furious  hate,  he  was  as  ab¬ 
rupt  and  uncompromising  with  the  court¬ 
iers  as  with  the  citizens;  seeking  no 
man’s  friendship,  anticipating  and  able  to 
bear  no  resistance,  persuaded,  in  short, 
that  power  is  all-sufficient  in  pure  hands ; 
and  constantly  the  prey  of  some  fixed  idea, 
which  ruled  him  with  all  the  violence  of 
passion,  and  all  the  authority  of  duty. 
Guizot,  Francois  Pierre  Guillaume, 
1826-41,  History  of  the  English.  Revolution 
of  1640,  tr.  Hazlitt,  p.M. 
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For  the  individual,  indeed,  we  entertain 
a  more  unmitigated  contempt  than  for  any 
other  character  in  our  history.  The  fond¬ 
ness  with  which  a  portion  of  the  church 
regards  his  memory,  can  bo  compared  only 
to  that  perversity  of  affection  which  some¬ 
times  lead  a  mother  to  select  the  monster 
or  the  idiot  of  the  family  as  the  object  of 
her  especial  favour.  .  .  .  The  sever¬ 

est  punishment  which  the  two  Houses 
could  have  inflicted  on  him  would  have 
been  to  set  him  at  liberty,  and  send  him 
to  Oxford.  There  he  might  have  stayed, 
tortured  by  his  own  diabolical  temper, 
hungering  for  Puritans  to  pillory  and 
mangle,  plaguing  the  Cavaliers,  for  want 
of  somebody  else  to  plague,  with  his  peev¬ 
ishness  and  absurdity,  performing  gri¬ 
maces  and  antics  in  the  cathedral,  continu¬ 
ing  that  incomparable  diary,  which  we 
never  see  without  forgetting  the  vices  of 
his  heart  in  the  abject  imbecility  of  his 
intellect;  minuting  down  his  dreams, 
counting  the  drops  of  blood  which  fell 
from  his  nose,  watching  the  direction  of 
the  salt,  and  listening  for  the  note  of  the 
screech-owl!  Contemptuous  mercy  was 
the  only  vengeance  which  it  became  the 
Parliament  to  take  on  such  a  ridiculous 
old  bigot.  -Macaulay,  Thomas  Babing- 
TON,  1827,  Hallam's  Constitutional  His¬ 
tory,  Essays. 

Cast  in  a  mould  of  proportions  that  are 
much  above  our  own,  and  of  stature  akin 
to  the  elder  days  of  the  Church. — New¬ 
man,  John  Henry,  1839,  Laud's  Diary, 
Preface. 

Stranger  Primate  of  all  England  I  have 
never  in  my  life  fallen  in  with.  And  it  is 
a  clean-brushed,  cultivated  man,  well-read 
in  the  Fathers  and  Church  history  ;  a  ra¬ 
tional,  at  least  much-reasoning,  extremely 
logical  man.  He  will  prove  it  for  thee  by 
never-ending  logic,  and  the  most  riveting 
arguments,  if  thou  hast  patience  to  listen. 
What  he  means,  what  he  can  possibly 
mean  ?  .  Human  scepticism  will 

not  go  the  length  of  disbelieving  that  he 
lived ;  and  yet  alas,  in  what  way ;  how 
could  a  human  figure,  with  warm  red  blood 
in  him  consent  to  live  in  that  manner? 
It  is,  and  continues,  very  difficult  to  say ! 
Future  ages,  if  they  do  not,  as  is  likelier, 
totally  forget  “W.  Cant.,”  will  range  him 
under  the  category  of  Incredibilities.  Not 
again  in  the  dead  strata  which  lie  under 
men’s  feet,  will  such  a  fossil  be  dug  up. 


The  wonderful  wonder  of  wonders,  were  it 
not  even  this,  A  zealous  Chief  Priest,  at 
once  persecutor  and  martyr,  who  has  no 
discoverable  religion  of  his  own  ?  Or  why 
not  leave  Laud  very  much  on  his  own 
basis?  Let  the  dead  bury  their  dead. 
Laud  is  little  to  me.— Carlyle,  Thomas, 

1844- 49-98,  Historical  Sketches  of  Notable 
Persons  and  Events  in  the  Reigns  of  James 
I.  and  Charles  /.,  p.  278. 

Laud  is  regarded  too  generally  in  the 
one  light  of  a  zealous  champion  of  forms 
and  ceremonies,  an  uncompromising  advo¬ 
cate  of  rubrical  uniformity.  He  was  cer¬ 
tainly  this ;  but  he  was  a  great  many  other 
things  too  ;  and  in  the  department  of  char¬ 
acter  additions  tell  more  than  simply  arith¬ 
metically  ;  they  enlarge,  elevate,  alter  the 
whole  nature  of  a  man.  The  political  de¬ 
partment,  e.  g.  in  Laud,  throws  depth  on 
the  ecclesiastical,  and  each  benefits  the 
other.  But  the  biographer  is  afraid  of 
the  politician.  The  combination  of  bishop 
and  politician  has  a  worldly  look,  and 
seems  to  give  an  advantage  to  Puritans. 
The  politician  is  accordingly  put  in  the 
background :  the  pious  upholder  of  vest 
mentsandthe  Church-service  is  presente 
to  us.  The  age  catches  the  characte 
and  expresses  it  in  its  own  way ;  and  tl 
stickler  for  obsolete  forms,  the  obstinate 
old  zealot  about  trifles,  becomes  the  one 
popular  figure  of  Laud.—  Mozley,  J.  B., 

1845- 78,  Archbishop  Laud ;  Essays  Histor¬ 
ical  and  Theological,  vol.  I,  p.  107. 

The  church  of  All-Hallows,  Barking, 
happened  to  stand  open,  much  to  my  sat¬ 
isfaction,  as  I  was  threading  a  very  nar¬ 
row  and  old-fashioned  street  near  the 
Tower ;  and  I  entered,  with  a  thrill  of 
emotion,  to  behold  the  venerable  interior, 
where  the  service  for  the  burial  of  the 
dead  was  read  over  the  bleeding  corpse  of 
Archbishop  Laud,  as  it  was  brought  in 
just  after  the  axe  had  made  him  a  martyr, 
and  here  temporarily  interred.  I  remem¬ 
ber  that  Southey  remarks  that  the  Prayer- 
Book  itself  seemed  to  share  in  his  funeral, 
for  on  the  same  day,  the  Parliament  made 
it  a  crime  to  use  it  in  any  solemnity  what¬ 
ever  ;  and  I  endeavored  to  recall  the  scene 
of  desolation  which  must  then  have  smit¬ 
ten  to  the  heart  any  true  son  of  the 
Church  of  England  who  was  its  spectator, 
beholding,  as  he  did,  the  Primate  of  all 
England  going  down  into  the  sepulchre, 
as  the  last,  apparently,  of  his  dignity  and 
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order;  the  Church  herself  beheaded,  if 
not  destroyed,  with  him;  and  the  Prayer- 
Book  reading  its  own  burial!  Thank  God, 
there  I  stood,  two  hundred  years  later,  a 
living  witness  of  the  resurrection  of  that 
Church  and  its  ritual,  and  of  its  powerful 
life,  in  the  new  world  of  the  West. — 
Coxe,  Arthur  Cleveland,  1856,  Impres¬ 
sions  of  England,  p.  81. 

Whose  memory  is  still  loathed,  as  the 
meanest,  the  most  cruel,  and  the  most  nar¬ 
row-minded  man  who  ever  sat  on  the  epis¬ 
copal  bench. — Buckle,  Henry  Thomas, 
18oT,  History  of  the  Civilization  in  Eng¬ 
land,  vol .  i,  p.  251. 

The  little  restless,  ubiquitous,  states¬ 
man-priest,  who  so  grievously  mistook  and 
under-rated  the  forces  with  which  he  had 
to  deal,  and  the  times  in  which  he  had 
fallen — Laud. — Benson,  Arthur  Chris¬ 
topher,  1896,  Essays,  p.  7. 

general 

Laud  seems  to  have  been  an  imitator, 
follower,  of  Bishop  Andrewes:  and  in 
e  particulars  the  resemblance  holds, 
seven  sermons  contained  few  doctrinal 
sions,  with  the  exception  of  an  impor- 
:  discussion  on  the  future  state  of  the 
s  in  Sermon  I.  ;  and  they  are  chiefly 
remarkable  as  expositions  ad  populum  of 
Laud’s  high  views  of  the  regal  office. 
Thus  they  show  him  as  a  statesman  more 
than  as  a  theologian,  and  their  value  is 
rather  in  relation  to  the  political  than  to 
the  ecclesiastical  or  controversial  history 
of  the  Caroline  era.  Public,  and  espec¬ 
ially  State,  occasions,  almost  necessitate 
a  stiff  and  artificial  manner,  as  well  as  a 
confined  range  of  thought;  and  it  is  much 
to  be  regretted  that  none  of  the  many  Ser¬ 
mons  Laud  preached  in  the  ordinary  course 
of  his  ministry  have  been  preserved.  That 
ha  was  a  theologian,  and  had  read  exten¬ 
sively  and  accurately,  is  proved  both  by 
his  “Conference”  and  “Defence.”  That 
he  was  a  frequent  preacher  his  Diary 
abundantly  testifies:  and  that  his  religion 
was  eminently  deep  and  earnest,  we  know 
from  his  published  Devotions,  as  well  as 
from  his  patient  endurance  of  persecution 
and  suffering.  But  neither  as  a  divine,  nor 
in  other  respects,  must  his  character  be 
altogether  measured  by  these  Sermons. — 
Scott,  William,  1847,  ed.t  The  Uorfo  of 

William,  Laud,  Preface  to  Sermons,  vol.  i, 
p.  vii. 


Laud,  largely  as  he  figures  in  the  social 
history  of  his  period,  is  a  less  figure  in 
our  ordinary  literary  histories  than  Her¬ 
rick,  who  would  have  licked  his  shoe. — 
Masson,  David,  1858,  The  Life  of  John 
Milton ,  vol.  i,  ch.  vi. 

He  was  no  mean  theologian,  and  while 
his  style  of  writing  is  far  from  attractive, 
it  certainly  has  the  merit  of  being  vigor¬ 
ous  and  pithy.  But  better  far  than  all 
mental  gifts  and  stores  of  learning,  it  can 
be  said  of  Laud,  with  strictest  truth,  that 
he  was  a  man  of  prayer.  The  distractions 
of  the  times,  the  multiplicity  of  occupa¬ 
tion,  the  troubles  of  his  position,  pre¬ 
vented  not  the  communion  of  his  soul  with 
his  heavenly  Father.  Seven  times  a  day 
did  he  pour  out  his  confessions,  prayers, 
thanksgivings,  at  the  thorne  of  grace; 
nor  were  the  dark  and  silent  watches  of 
the  night  unprovided  in  his  manual  with 
suitable  devotions,  the  language  of  which 
is  remarkably  scriptural,  and  showed  a 
mind  deeply  imbued  with  knowledge  of 
Holy  Writ.  The  same  book  contains  spe¬ 
cial  prayers  for  prosperity,  for  adversity, 
for  the  State,  the  King,  the  Church,  the 
Clergy. — Norton,  John  N.,  1864,  Life  of 
Archbishop  Laud,  p.  263. 

Laud’s  highest  praise  lies  in  his  patron¬ 
age  of  Letters.-  Rogers,  James  E. 
Thorold,  1870,  William  Laud,  Historical 
Gleanings,  Second  Series,  p.  89. 

No  one  who  has  studied  with  care  the 
devotions  and  the  “Diary”  of  William 
Laud  can  doubt  that  his  religion  was  per¬ 
sonal,  deep  and  strong ;  that  his  sym¬ 
pathies  were  wide  and  his  ideals  high; 
that  the  ceremonial  which  he  advocated 
was  dear  to  him  only  so  far  as  it  stimu¬ 
lated  a  more  intimate  knowledge  and  love 
of  God ;  and  that  his  personal  sanctity 
must  have  played  a  notable  part  in  the 
events  of  his  disturbed  and  difficult  life. 
— SiMPKlNSUN,  C.  H.,  1894,  Life  and  Times 
of  William  Laud,  p.  290. 

Laud’s  reputation,  good  or  ill,  as  an 
ecclesiastical  statesman  has  almost  en¬ 
tirely  obscured  his  fame  as  a  theologian. 
His  sermons  are  almost  unknown  even  to 
students  of  the  seventeenth-century  pulpit, 
and  his  Controversy  with  Fisher  is  rarely, 
if  ever,  referred  to  by  modern  controver¬ 
sialists  who  contend  over  the  same  field 
and  not  infrequently,  though  perhaps  un¬ 
consciously,  use  the  same  weapons.  Two 
hundred  years  ago  men  thought  differently. 
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The  sermons  were  reprinted  even  in  the 
dark  days  of  the  suppression  of  the 
Church,  and  the  Conference,  republished 
four  times  in  the  seventeenth  century,  be¬ 
came  the  authoritative  statement  of  the 
position  of  Anglicanism  in  opposition  to 
the  Roman  claims.  .  .  For  the  ob¬ 
livion  into  which  Laud’s  pulpit  discourses 
have  fallen  many  reasons  might  be  as¬ 
signed.  They  are  probably  not  even  typi¬ 
cal  of  his  style,  lie  was  a  constant,  and. 
from  the  demand,  apparently  an  admired 
preacher.  He  preached  as  willingly  and 
as  often  in  little  country  churches  as  in 
London  or  at  Court.  But  he  seems  to  have 
intentionally  avoided  all  ostentation  and  as 
far  as  possible  all  record  of  his  pulpit  min¬ 
istry.  Not  until  comparatively  late  in  his 
career  did  he  notice  in  his  Diary  even  his 
most  important  discourses;  and  he  never 
suffered  any  of  his  sermons  to  be  printed 
except  by  direct  royal  command.  In  his 


will  he  left  the  publication  entirely  in  the 
hands  of  his  executors. — Hutton,  Will¬ 
iam  Holden,  1895,  William  Laud,  p.  138. 

The  “Conference  with  Fisher”  is 
marked  throughout  by  a  reasonableness 
and  masculine  good  sense  which  might  not 
be  expected  by  those  who  know  Laud  only 
through  the  partisan  pages  of  certain  pop¬ 
ular  historians.  Laud  was  learned,  but 
he  was  no  mere  “bookman,”  to  use  a  word 
of  his  own;  and  in  this  controversy  he 
does  not  suffer  from  being  a  man  of  the 
world,  accustomed  to  observe,  to  consider, 
and  to  judge  the  facts  of  life  and  history. 
But,  it  seems  to  me,  the  chief  interest 
that  now  attaches  to  the  “Conference,” 
is  the  light  that  it  throws  on  the  general 
attitude  of  mind,  and  particular  beliefs, 
of  the  most  prominent  high-churchman  of 
his  day. — Dowden,  John,  1897,  Outlines 
of  the  History  of  the  Theological  Literature 
of  The  Church  of  England,  p.  115. 


Sir  Richard  Baker 

1568-1645 

Born  at  Sissinghurst,  in  Kent,  about  1568:  died  at  London,  in  the  Fleet  Prisoi 
Feb.  18,  1645.  An  English  writer,  author  of  “Chronicle  of  the  Kings  of  England’ 
(1641),  and  of  various  devotional  and  other  works.  He  died  in  destitution  due  to  his 
becoming  surety  for  debts  owed  by  relatives  of  his  wife.  His  literary  work  was  all 
done  in  the  Fleet. — Smith,  Benjamin  E.,  1894-97,  The  Century  Cyclopedia  of  frames, 


p.  110. 

PERSONAL 

He  received  the  honour  of  Knighthood 
from  K.  Jam.  I.  at  Theobalds;  at  which 
time  this  our  Author  (who  lived  at 
Highgate  near  London)  was  esteem’d  a 
most  compleat  and  learned  Person :  the 
benefit  of  which  he  reaped  in  his  old  Age, 
when  his  considerable  Estate,  was,  thro’ 
suretiship,  very  much  impaired.  In  1620 
he  was  High  Sheriff  of  Oxfordshire,  being 
then  Lord  of  Middle  Aston,  and  of  other 
Lands  therein,  and,  if  I  mistake  not,  a 
Justice  of  the  Peace.  He  was  a  Person 
tall  and  comely,  of  a  good  disposition  and 
admirable  discourse,  religious,  and  well 
read  in  various  Faculties,  especially  in 
Div.  and  Hist,  as  it  may  appear  by  these 
Books  following,  which  he  mostly  com¬ 
posed  when  he  was  forced  to  fly  for  shelter 
to  his  Studies  and  Devotions. — Wood, 
Anthony,  1691-1721,  Athena  Oxonienses, 
vol.  u,  f  72. 

GENERAL 

“Chronicle  of  the  Kings  of  England 
from  the  time  of  the  Roman  Government, 


unto  the  death  of  K.  Jam.”  &c.  Lond. 
1641.  &c.  fol.  Which  Chronicle,  as  the 
Author  saith,Vas  collected  with  so  great 
care  and  diligence,  that  if  all  other  of  our 
Chronicles  were  lost,  this  only  would  be 
sufficient  to  inform  posterity  of  all  pas¬ 
sages  memorable  or  worthy  to  be  known, 
&c.  However  the  Reader  must  know,  that 
it  being  reduced  to  method,  and  not  ac¬ 
cording  to  time,  purposely  to  please 
Gentlemen  and  Novices,  many  chief  things 
to  be  observed  therein,  as  name,  time, 
&c.  are  egregiously  false,  and  conse¬ 
quently  breed  a  great  deal  of  confusion  in 
the  Peruser,  especially  if  he  be  curious  or 
critical.— Wood,  Anthony,  1691-1721, 
Athena  Oxonienses ,  vol.  II,/.  72. 

My  friend  Sir  Roger  de  Coverley  told  me 
t’other  night,  that  he  had  been  reading 
my  paper  upon  Westminster-abbey,  in 
whicb,  says  he,  there  are  a  great  many 
ingenious  fancies.  He  told  me  at  the 
same  time,  that  he  observed  I  had  promised 
another  paper  upon  the  tombs,  and  that 
he  should  be  glad  to  go  and  see  them  with 
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me,  not  having  visited  them  since  he  had 
read  history.  I  could  not  imagine  how 
this  came  into  the  knight’s  head,  till  I 
recollected  that  he  had  been  very  busy  all 
last  summer  upon  Baker’s  “Chronicle,” 
which  he  has  quoted  several  times  in  his 
disputes  with  Sir  Andrew  Freeport  since 
his  last  coming  to  town.  Accordingly  I 
promised  to  call  upon  him  the  next  morn¬ 
ing.  that  we  might  go  together  to  the 
abbey.  .  .  The  glorious  names  of 

Henry  the  Fifth  and  queen  Elizabeth  gave 
the  knight  great  opportunities  of  shining, 
and  of  doing  justice  to  Sir  Richard  Baker, 
who,  as  our  knight  observed  with  some 
surprise,  had  a  great  many  kings  in  him, 
whose  monuments  he  had  not  seen  in  the 
abbey.— Addison,  Joseph,  1711-12,  The 
Spectator,  No.  329. 

He  wrote  “Meditations  and  Disquisi¬ 
tions  on  the  Lord’s  Prayer,  ’  ’  and  on  several 
of  the  Psalms,  “Apology  for  a  Layman’s 
writing  Divinity,”  and  a  poem  called 
“Cato’s  Moral  Distiches.”  His  chief  work, 
however,  and  the  only  one  by  which  he  is 
at  all  known,  is  “Chronicle  of  the  Kings  of 
England.”  .  .  .  About  the  only  history 
that  Englishmen  had  until  the  publication 
of  Rapin.  The  critics  denounced  it  as  un- 
scholarly  and  inaccurate.  But  it  was  writ¬ 
ten  in  a  pleasant,  entertaining  style,  and 
it  continued  for  a  long  time  to  be  pub¬ 
lished  and  read,  holding  its  place  in  the 
old-fashioned  chimney-corners,  on  the 
same  shelf  with  the  Family  Bible  and  Fox’s 
Book  of  Martyrs. — Hart,  John  S.,  1872, 
A  Manual  of  English.  Literature,  p.  106. 


Baker’s  name,  though  not  his  fame,  has 
been  kept  alive  by  his  connection  with  Sir 
Roger  de  Coverley  in  the  “Spectator:” 
Addison,  ridiculing  the  simple  ignorance 
of  the  Tory  squires  in  the  person  of  Sir 
Roger,  makes  him  quote  Sir  Richard  Baker 
as  a  great  authority.  Poor  Sir  Richard  is 
visited  quite  as  bitterly  as  his  rustic  ad¬ 
mirer:— “The  glorious  names  of  Henry 
the  Fifth  and  Queen  Elizabeth  gave  the 
Knight  great  opportunities  of  shining,  and 
doing  justice  to  Sir  Richard  Baker,  who, 
as  our  Knight  observed  with  sojtie  surprise, 
had  a  great  many  kings  in  him  whose 
monuments  he  had  not  seen  in  the  Abbey” 
Baker’s  popularity  with  country  gentle¬ 
men  was  probably  due  to  his  style,  which 
is  praised  by  such  an  authority  as  Sir 
Henry  Wotton — “full  of  sweet  raptures 
and  researching  conceits,  nothing  bor¬ 
rowed,  nothing  vulgar,  and  yet  all  glowing 
with  a  certain  equal  facility.”  -Minto, 
William,  1872-80,  Manual  of  English 
Prose  Literature ,  p.  256. 

Its  reputation  with  the  learned  never 
stood  very  high.  Thomas  Blount  published 
at  Oxford  in  1672  “Animadversions  upon 
Sr  Richard  Baker’s  ‘Chronicle,’  and  its 
continuation,”  where  eighty-two  errors 
are  noticed,  but  many  of  these  are  mere 
typographical  mistakes.  The  serious  er¬ 
rors  imputed  to  the  volume  are  enough, 
however,  to  prove  that  Baker  was  little  of 
an  historical  scholar,  and  depended  on 
very  suspicious  authorities. — Lee,  Sid¬ 
ney,  1885,  Dictionary  of  National  Biog¬ 
raphy,  vol.  in,  p.  16. 


Thomas  Nahhes 

16007-1645? 

Thomas  Nabbes,  died  about  1645,  is  called  by  Langbaine  a  third-rate  poet,  and  by 
Cibber  a  fifth-rate  poet.  Sir  John  Suckling,  his  patron,  and  other  wits  of  the  day, 
either  thought  better  of  his  plays  or  liked  the  author  for  his  personal  merits.  Among 
the  best-known  of  his  pieces  are:  1.  “Microcosmus ;  a  Morall  Masque,”  London, 
1637,  4to.  ...  2.  “Hannibal  and  Scipio ;  a  Tragedy,”  1637,  4to.  3.  “Covent- 
Garden;  a  Comedy,”  1638,  '39,  4to.  4.  “The  Unfortunate  Mother;  a  Tragedy,” 
1640,  4to.  A  volume  of  his  Plays,  Masks,  Epigrams,  Elegies,  and  Epithalamiums 
was  published  1639,  4to.— Allibone,  S.  Austin,  1870,  Dictionary  of  English  Litera¬ 
ture,  vol.  ii,  p.  1397. 


GENERAL 

A  writer  in  the  Reign  of  Charles  the 
First,  who  we  may  reckon  amongst  Poets 
of  the  Third-rate ;  and  One  who  was  pretty 
much  respected  by  the  Poets  of  those 
Times;  Mr. Richard  Brome,  and  Mr.  Robert 


Chamberlain,  (before  mention’d)  having 
publickly  profest  themselves  his  Friends; 
and  Sir  John  Suckling  being  his  Patron. — 
Langbaine,  Gerard,  1691,  An  Account  of 
the  English  Dramatick  Poets,  p.  379. 

A  Writer  in  the  reign  of  Charles  I, 
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whom  we  may  reckon,  says  Langbaine, 
among  poets  of  the  third  rate,  but 
who  in  strict  justice  cannot  rise  above  a 
fifth.  He  was  patronized  by  Sir  John 
Suckling.  He  has  seven  plays  and  masks 
extant,  besides  other  poems,  which  Mr. 
Langbaine  says,  are  entirely  his  own,  and 
that  he  has  had  recourse  to  no  preceding 
author  for  assistance,  and  in  this  respect 
deserves  pardon  if  not  applause  from  the 
critic.  .  .  As  he  was  in  some  degree 

of  esteem  in  his  time,  we  thought  it  im¬ 
proper  to  omit  him.  Cibber,  Theopiiilus, 
1753,  Lives  of  the  Poets,  vol.  II,  p.  24. 

Nabbes,  a  member  of  the  Tribe  of  Ben, 
and  a  man  of  easy  talent,  was  successful 
in  comedy  only,  though  he  also  attempted 
tragedy.  “Microcosmus”  (1637),  his 
best-known  work,  is  half-masque,  half- 


morality,  and  has  considerable  merit  in  a 
difficult  kind.  “The  Bride,"  “Covent 
Carden,”  “Tottenham  Court.  ”  range  with 
the  already  characterised  work  of  Brome, 
but  somewhat  lower. — Saixtsbury, 
George,  1887,  History  of  Elizabethan 
Literature,  p.  422. 

Nabbes  displays  a  satisfactory  command 
of  the  niceties  of  dramatic  blank  verse,  in 
which  all  his  plays,  excluding  the  two 
earliest  comedies,  were  mainly  written. 
Although  he  was  far  more  refined  in  senti¬ 
ment  than  most  of  his  contemporaries,  he 
is  capable  at  times  of  considerable  coarse¬ 
ness.  As  a  writer  of  masques  Nabbes 
deserves  more  consideration.  His  touch 
was  usually  light  and  his  machinery  in¬ 
genious. — Lee,  Sidney,  1894,  Dictionary 
of  National  Biography,  vol.  XL,  p.  18. 


Edward  Lord  Herbert 

1583-1648 


Edward  Herbert,  Baron :  usually  styled  Lord  Herbert  of  Cherbury ;  soldier,  states¬ 
man,  philosopher,  and  author;  born  of  an  ancient  family  at  Eyton  in  Shropshire,  in 
1583  ;  educated  at  University  College,  Oxford;  served  with  renown  in  the  Netherlands; 
became  a  gentleman  of  the  court  of  James  I.  ;  was  ambassador  to  France  1618-24; 
entered  the  Irish  peerage  in  1625,  and  the  English  in  1630.  His  deistical  “Tractatus 
de  Veritate”  appear  in  1624,  and  the  “De  Religione  Gentilium”  was  added  in  1645. 
His  philosophical  writings  are  somewhat  obscure,  but  he  maintained  the  existence  of 
innate  ideas  and  of  a  personal  Deity,  and  taught  that  the  mind  of  the  devout  seeker 
for  truth  may  become  illuminated  by  an  inward  light.  The  indistinctness  of  his  ex¬ 
pressions  and  the  somewhat  mystical  subtlety  of  his  notions  have  caused  him  to  be 
little  read  or  understood.  Died  in  London.  Aug.  20,  1648. — Adams,  Charles  Ken¬ 
dall,  ed.,  1897,  Johnson's  Universal  Cyclopaedia,  vol.  IV,  p.  243. 


PERSONAL 

Sir  Edward  Herbert,  afterward  lord 
Cherbery,  etc.,  dyed  at  his  house,  in 
Queen  street,  in  the  parish  of  St.  Giles  in 
the  fields,  London,  and  lies  interred  in  the 
chancell,  under  the  lord  Stanhope’s  in¬ 
scription.  On  a  black  marble  grave-stone 
thus: 

Heic  inhnmatur  corpus 
Edvardi  Herbert,  Equitie 
Balnei,  Baronis  de  Cherbury 
et  Castle -Island.  Auctoris  Libri 
cui  titulus  est  De  Veritate 
Reddor  ut  hcrbne, 

VicessLmo  die  Augusti, 

Anno  Domini  1G48. 

—Aubrey,  John,  1669-96,  Brief  Lives, 
ed.  Clark,  vol.  I,  p.  308. 

He  was  a  Person  well  studied  in  the  Arts 
and  Languages,  a  good  Philosopher  and 
Historian,  and  understood  Men  as  well  as 
Books,  as  it  evidently  appears  in  his 


Writings.  ...  He  surrendered  up 
his  last  breath  in  his  House  in  Queenstreet 
near  London  in  sixteen  hundred  forty  and 
eight,  and  was  buried  in  the  Chancel  of  S. 
Giles’s  Church  in  the  Fields.  Over  hia 
Grave,  which  is  under  the  South  Wall,  wm 
laid  a  fiat  Marble  Stone  with  this  Inscrip¬ 
tion  engraven  thereon,  Heic  inhumatur 
corpus  Edwardi  Herbert,  Equitis  Balnei, 
Baronis  de  Cherbury  &c  Castle  Island, 
auctoris  libri  cui  titulus  est  De  veritate. 
Reddor  ut  herbee ;  vicesimo  die  Augusti 
anno  Domini,  1648. — Wood,  Anthony, 
1691-1721,  A  thence  Oxonienses,  vol.  II,  f. 
117. 

As  a  soldier,  he  won  the  esteem  of  those 
great  captains  the  Prince  of  Orange  and 
the  Constable  de  Montmorency ;  as  a 
knight,  his  chivalry  was  drawn  from  the 
purest  founts.  Had  he  been  ambitious,  the 
beauty  of  his  person  would  have  carried 
him  as  far  as  any  gentle  knight  can  aspire 
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to  go.  As  a  public  minister,  he  supported 
the  dignity  of  his  country,  even  when  its 
prince  disgraced  it;  and  that  he  was 
qualified  to  write  its  annals  as  well  as  to 
ennoble  them,  the  history  I  have  mentioned 
proves,  and  must  make  us  lament  that  he 
did  not  complete,  or  that  we  have  lost, 
the  account  he  purposed  to  give  of  his 
embassy.  These  busy  scenes  were  blended 
with,  and  terminated  by,  meditation  and 
philosophic  inquiries.  Strip  each  period  of 
its  excesses  and  errors,  and  it  will  not  be 
easy  to  trace  out,  or  dispose  the  life  of  a 
man  of  quality  into  a  succession  of  em¬ 
ployments  which  would  better  become 
him.  Valour  and  military  activity  in 
youth;  business  of  state  in  the  middle 
age ;  contemplation  and  labours  for  the 
information  of  posterity  in  the  calmer 
scenes  of  closing  life :  this  was  Lord  Her¬ 
bert. —  Walpole,  Horace,  1764,  erf., 
Autobiography  of  Edward  Lord  Herbert  of 
Cherbury,  Advertisement. 

Lord  Herbert  stands  in  the  first  rank  of 
the  public  ministers,  historians,  and 
philosophers  of  his  age.  It  is  hard  to  say 
whether  his  person,  his  understanding,  or 
his  courage,  was  the  most  extraordinary ; 
as  the  fair,  the  learned,  and  the  brave, 
held  him  in  equal  admiration.  But  the 
same  man  was  wise  and  capricious ;  re¬ 
dressed  wrongs  and  quarrelled  for  punc¬ 
tilios;  hated  bigotry  in  religion,  and  was 
himself  a  bigot  to  philosophy.  He  ex¬ 
posed  himself  to  such  dangers,  as  other 
men  of  courage  would  have  carefully 
declined;  and  called  in  question  the  funda¬ 
mentals  of  religion  which  none  had  the 
hardiness  to  dispute  beside  himself. — 
Granger,  James,  1769-1824,  Biographical 
History  of  England,  vol.  II,  p.  319. 

The  life  of  Lord  Herbert  of  Cherbury, 
written  by  himself,  is  one  of  the  most 
curious  works  of  the  kind  that  has  ever 
issued  from  the  press.  Who  can  read 
without  delight  a  narrative,  and  such  a 
narrative  too,  of  the  private  foibles  and 
most  secret  thoughts  of  the  soldier,  the 
statesman,  the  wit,  and  the  philosopher. 
That  he  was  truth  itself  is  undoubted ;  and 
if  his  vanity  sometimes  occasions  a  smile, 
we  must  bear  in  mind  the  peculiar  features 
of  the  period  in  which  he  lived.  We  must 
remember  that  chivalry  was  not  then  ex¬ 
tinct,  and  that  the  smiles  of  beauty  and 
the  honours  of  battle  were  considered 
aB  indiBpensable  in  conferring  not  only 


reputation,  but  respect.  Gifted  by  nature 
with  wit,  beauty,  and  talent,  and  possess¬ 
ing  courage  almost  amounting  to  a  fault, 
can  we  wonder,  that  in  a  martial  and 
romantic  age  Lord  Herbert  should  have  en¬ 
gaged  the  hearts  of  women,  almost  as 
universally  as  he  won  for  himself  the  re¬ 
spect  of  men.  If  he  speaks  somewhat 
ostentatiously  of  his  own  merits,  at  least 
with  equal  candour  he  lays  open  to  us  his 
faults. —Jesse,  John  Heneage,  1839-57, 
Memoirs  of  the  Court  of  England  during  the 
Reign  of  the  Stuarts ,  Including  the  Protec¬ 
torate,  vol.  i,  p.  299. 

Lord  Edward  Herbert  was  one  of  the 
handsomest  men  of  his  day,  of  a  beauty 
alike  stately,  chivalric  and  intellectual. 
His  person  and  features  were  cultivated 
by  all  the  disciplines  of  a  time  when 
courtly  graces  were  not  insignificant, 
because  a  monarch  mind  informed  the 
court,  nor  warlike  customs,  rude  or  me¬ 
chanical,  for  individual  nature  had  free 
play  in  the  field,  except  as  restrained  by 
the  laws  of  courtesy  and  honor.  The 
steel  glove  became  his  hand,  and  the  spur 
his  heel;  neither  can  we  fancy  him  out  of 
his  place,  for  any  place  he  would  have 
made  his  own.  But  all  this  grace  and 
dignity  of  the  man  of  the  world  was  in 
him  subordinated  to  that  of  the  man,  for 
in  his  eye,  and  in  the  brooding  sense  of 
all  his  countenance,  was  felt  the  life  of 
one  who,  while  he  deemed  that  his  present 
honour  lay  in  playing  well  the  part 
assigned  him  by  destiny,  never  forgot  that 
it  was  but  a  part,  and  fed  steadily  his 
forces  on  that  within  that  passes  show. — 
Ossoli,  Margaret  Fuller,  1846,  Papers 
on  Literature  and  Art. 

Still  less  heroic,  and  much  less  'great, 
was  Lord  Herbert  of  Cherbury,  who,  how¬ 
ever,  had  more  literary  power  than  Selden, 
and  was  even  more  double-faced. — 
Saintsbury,  George,  1895,  Social  Eng¬ 
land,  erf.  Traill,  vol.  IV,  p.  98. 

KING  HENRY  VIII. 

1649 

Above  all,  Edward,  Lord  Herbert,  of 
Cherbury,  may  be  truly  said  to  have 
written  the  life  and  reign  of  King  Henry 
the  Eight;  having  acquitted  himself  with 
the  like  reputation  as  the  Lord-Chancellor 
Bacon  gained  by  that  of  Henry  the 
Seventh.  For,  in  the  politic  and  martial 
part  of  this  honourable  author  has  been 
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admirably  particular  and  exact,  from  the 
best  records  that  were  extant ;  though,  as 
to  the  ecclesiastical,  he  seems  to  have 
looked  upon  it  as  a  thing  out  of  his  prov¬ 
ince,  and  an  undertaking  more  proper  for 
men  of  another  profession. — Nicolson, 
William,  1090-171-1,  English  Historical 
Library . 

His  reign  of  Henry  VIII.  is  allowed  to 
be  a  masterpiece  of  historic  biography. 
Walpole,  Houace,  170-1,  crt.,  Autobiog¬ 
raphy  of  Edward  Lord  Herbert  of  Cher¬ 
bury,  Advertisement. 

Has  been  ever  esteemed  one  of  the  best 
histories  in  the  English  language:  but 
there  is  not  in  it  that  perfect  candour 
which  one  would  wish,  or  expect  to  see, 
in  so  celebrated  an  historian. — Granger, 
James,  1709-1824,  Biographical  History 
of  England,  vol.  in,  p.  1-15. 

A  book  of  good  authority,  relatively  at 
least  to  any  that  preceded,  and  written  in 
a  manly  and  judicious  spirit. — Hallam, 
Henry,  1837-89,  Introduction  to  the  Litera¬ 
ture  of  Europe ,  pt.  iii,  ch.  ix,  par.  36. 

Undoubtedly  the  best  work  of  its  kind 
before  the  Restoration :  the  English  is  a 
model  of  purity,  and  perhaps  the  very  best 
prose,  in  the  sense  of  being  most  com¬ 
prehensible  to  modern  ears,  before  Dry- 
den’s;  the  periods  are  well  constructed, 
though  not  quite  so  abundant  in  antithesis 
as  those  of  Bacon.  -Fletcher,  C.  K.  L., 
18S1,  The  Development  of  English  Prose 
Style,  p.  11, 

The  “History”  was  intended  to  chal¬ 
lenge  comparison  with  Bacon's  “Henry 
VII.,”  but  all  the  labour  of  its  author 
failed  to  secure  for  it  anything  like  the 
spring  and  liveliness  of  Bacon’s  narrative. 
— Keu,  \V.  I\,  1893,  English  Prose ,  ed. 
Craik,  vol.  n,  p .  175. 

AUTOBIOGRAPHY 

Being  written  when  Lord  Herbert  was 
past  sixty,  the  work  was  probably  never 
completed.  The  spelling  is  in  general 
given  as  in  the  MS.  but  some  obvious  mis¬ 
takes  it  was  necessary  to  correct,  and  a 
few  notes  have  been  added,  to  point  out 
the  most  remarkable  persons  mentioned  in 
the  text.  The  style  is  remarkably  good 
for  that  age,  which  coming  between  the 
nervous  and  expressive  manliness  of  the 
preceding  century,  and  the  purity  of  the 
present  standard,  partook  of  neither.  His 
lordship’s  observations  are  new  and  acute, 


some  very  shrewd ;  his  discourse  on  the 
Reformation  very  wise.  .  .  .  Nothing  is 
more  marked  than  the  air  of  veracity  or 
persuasion  which  runs  through  the  whole 
narrative.  If  he  makes  us  wonder,  and 
wonder  makes  us  doubt,  the  charm  of  his 
ingenuous  integrity  dispels  our  hesitation. 
The  whole  relation  throws  singular  light 
on  the  manners  of  the  age,  though  the 
gleams  are  transient. — Walpole,  Horace, 
17G4,  ed..  Autobiography  of  Edward  Lord 
Herbert  of  Cherbury,  Advertisement. 

In  many  passages  the  autobiography  of 
Lord  Herbert  is  of  a  style  so  charming, 
and  of  a  manner  and  matter  so  singularly 
characteristic  of  his  order,  age,  and 
nation,  that  one  might  easily  believe  it 
written  by  some  skilful  student  of  the 
period,  with  a  tacit  modern  conscious¬ 
ness  of  the  wonderful  artistic  success  of 
the  study.  As  you  read,  you  cannot  help 
thinking  now  and  then  that  Thackeray  him¬ 
self  could  not  have  done  it  better,  if  he 
had  been  minded  to  portray  a  gentleman  of 
the  first  James’s  time.  Vet  this  picture, 
so  frank,  so  boldly  colored,  so  full  of  the 
very  life  of  a  young  English  noble,  is 
one  of  the  most  remarkable  instances  of 
self-portraiture  in  any  language,  in  the 
absence  of  that  consciousness  which  the 
momentarily  bewildered  sense  attributes 
to  it;  its  great  value  to  the  reader  of  our 
day  is,  that  the  author  sits  to  himself  as 
unconstrainedly  as  if  posterity  should 
never  come  to  look  over  his  shoulder,  and 
all  his  attitudes  and  expressions  are  those 
of  natural  ease.  A  rare  sincerity  marks 
the  whole  memoir,  and  gives  it  the  grace 
of  an  antique  simplicity. — Howells, 
William  Dean,  1877,  ed.,  Life  of  Lord, 
Herbert  of  Cherbury ,  p.  1. 

It  may  be  doubted  whether  there  is  any 
more  astounding  monument  of  coxcombry 
in  literature.  Herbert  is  sometimes  cited 
as  a  model  of  a  modern  knight-errant,  of 
an  Amadis  born  too  late.  Certainly,  ac¬ 
cording  to  his  own  account,  all  women 
loved  and  all  men  feared  him ;  but  for  the 
former  fact  we  have  nothing  but  his  own 
authority,  and  in  regard  to  the  latter  we 
have  counter  evidence  which  renders  it 
exceedingly  doubtful.  He  was,  according 
to  his  own  account,  a  desperate  duellist. 
But  even  by  this  account  his  duels  had  a 
curious  habit  of  being  interrupted  in  the 
immortal  phrase  of  Mr.  Winkle  by  “several 
police  constables;”  while  in  regard  to 
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actual  war  the  exploits  of  his  youth  seem 
not  to  have  been  great,  and  those  of  his 
age  were  wholly  discreditable,  inasmuch 
as  being  by  profession  an  ardent  Royalist, 
he  took  the  first  opportunity  to  make, 
without  striking  a  blow,  a  profitable  com¬ 
position  with  the  Parliament.  Neverthe¬ 
less,  despite  the  drawbacks  of  subject- 
matter,  the  autobiography  is  a  very  in¬ 
teresting  piece  of  English  prose. — Saints- 
BURY,  George,  1887,  History  of  Eliza¬ 
bethan  Literature,  p.  439. 

Herbert  is  best  known  to  modern  read¬ 
ers  by  his  autobiography.  Childlike  vanity 
is  the  chief  characteristic  of  the  narrative. 
He  represents  himself  mainly  as  a  gay 
Lothario,  the  hero  of  innumerable  duels, 
whose  handsome  face  and  world-wide  rep¬ 
utation  as  a  soldier  gained  for  him  the 
passionate  adoration  of  all  the  ladies  of 
his  acquaintance  and  the  respect  of  all 
men  of  distinction.  He  enters  into 
minute  details  about  his  person  and  habits. 
He  declares  that  he  grew  in  height  when 
nearly  forty  years  old,  that  he  had  a  pulse 
in  his  head,  that  he  never  felt  cold  in  his 
life,  and  that  he  took  to  tobacco  in  his 
later  years  with  good  effect  on  his  health. 
But  Herbert’s  veracity  even  on  such  points 
is  disputable ;  his  accounts  of  his  literary 
friends  and  his  mother  are  very  incom¬ 
plete,  his  dates  are  conflicting,  and  he 
does  himself  an  injustice  by  omitting 
almost  all  mention  of  his  serious  studies, 
which  give  him  an  important  place  in  the 
history  of  English  philosophy  and  poetry. 
He  only  shows  the  serious  side  of  his 
character  in  a  long  digression  on  educa¬ 
tion  in  the  early  part  of  his  memoirs, 
where  he  recommends  a  year’s  reading  in 
philosophy  and  six  months’  study  of  logic, 
although  “I  am  confident,”  he  adds,  ‘‘a 
man  may  have  quickly  more  than  he  needs 
of  these  arts.”  Botany  he  praises  as  “a 
fine  Btudy,  ”  and  “worthy  of  a  gentleman,  ” 
and  he  has  some  sensible  remarks  on 
moral  and  physical  training.  At  the  end 
of  his  autobiography  he  states  that  he  had 
written  a  work  on  truth,  which  he  had 
shown  to  two  great  scholars,  Tilenus  and 
Grotius,  who  had  exhorted  him  to  print  it, 
and  that  a  miraculous  sign  to  the  same 
effect  had  been  vouchsafed  him  from 
heaven  in  answer  to  a  prayer. — Lee, 
Sidney,  1891,  Dictionary  of  National  Biog¬ 
raphy ,  vol.  xxvi,  p.  178. 

The  “Life  of  Lord  Herbert”  is  full  of 


adventures  and  of  encounters  with  great 
personages.  The  adventures  are  well 
told;  there  is  seldom  anything  very  strik¬ 
ing  in  the  descriptions  of  people.  King 
Louis  XIII.  and  the  fair  maid  of  an  inn 
are  described  more  particularly  than  the 
rest :  the  writer  has  little  to  say  of  Casau- 
bon  or  Grotius,  of  Henry  IV.  or  Queen 
Margaret.  Spinola,  though  there  is  not 
much  about  him,  is  represented  as  a  soldier 
and  a  gallant  gentleman,  whom  Herbert 
offered  to  follow  “if  ever  he  did  lead  an 
army  against  the  infidels.”  The  fortunes 
and  the  ideas  of  Herbert  are  generally 
sufficient  for  him :  he  is  not  much  in¬ 
terested  in  other  people.  The  story  comes 
to  an  end  in  1624 ;  the  writer  did  not  go 
on  to  tell  of  his  difficulty  in  understanding 
what  the  civil  war  of  England  was  all 
about,  and  of  the  inconvenience  which  it 
caused  him. — Ker,  W.  P.,  1893,  English 
Prose,  ed.  Craik,  vol.  II,  p.  176. 

POEMS 

I  have  no  wish  to  rob  Oblivion  of  its 
legitimate  prey.  Some  of  Lord  Herbert’s 
poems  are,  I  freely  admit,  not  worth  re¬ 
suscitation,  but  many  of  them,  or  portions 
at  least  of  many  of  them,  seem  to  me  au¬ 
thentic  poetry.  In  almost  all  of  them  we 
find  originality  and  vigour,  however  fan¬ 
tastic  the  conception,  however  rough  the 
execution.  But  were  their  merits  even 
less  than  they  are,  no  cultivated  man 
could  regard  them  with  indifference.  The 
name  of  their  writer  would  be  a  sufficient 
passport  to  indulgent  attention.  .  .  . 

In  my  estimate  of  Lord  Herbert’s  poems 
I  have  hitherto  stood  alone.  ...  It 
is  strange  that  in  his  “Autobiography” 
Lord  Herbert  makes  no  mention  of  his 
Poems,  the  existence  of  which  seems  not 
to  have  been  suspected  by  any  of  his  dis¬ 
tinguished  contemporaries.  They  were 
evidently  jotted  down  in  moments  of 
leisure,  as  occasion  offered.  Some  of 
them  were  the  work  of  his  youth,  some  of 
his  middle  age  ;  the  last  was  written  four 
years  before  his  death.  .  .  But 

Herbert’s  greatest  metrical  triumph  is 
that  he  was  the  first  to  discover  the  har¬ 
mony  of  that  stanza  with  which  the  most 
celebrated  poet  of  our  own  day  has  famil¬ 
iarised  us.  The  glory  of  having  invented 
it  belongs  indeed  to  another,  but  the  glory 
of  having  passed  it  almost  perfect  into 
Mr.  Tennyson’s  hands  belongs  unquestion¬ 
ably  to  Herbert.  And  it  is  due  also  to 
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Herbert  to  say  that  he  not  only  revealed 
its  sweetness  and  beauty,  but  that  he 
anticipated  some  of  its  most  exquisite 
effects  and  variations.  .  .  .  The  Latin 
poems  of  Herbert  are  scarcely  likely  to 
find  favour  in  the  eyes  of  modern  scholars. 
Their  diction  is,  as  a  rule,  involved  and 
obscure;  they  teem  with  forced  and  un- 
classical  expressions.  Ilis  hendecasyl- 
labics  are  intolerably  harsh,  and  violate 
almost  every  metrical  canon.  His  Elegiacs 
are  not  more  successful  ;  indeed,  the  only 
tolerable  copy  among  the  poemata  are  the 
verses  on  a  Dial,  for  the  epigrams  are 
below  contempt.— 'Collins,  John  Chur- 
TOX,  1881,  cd..  The  Poems  of  Lord  Herbert 
of  Cherbury ,  pp.  xviii,  xx,  xxx,  xxxiii. 

As  a  poet  he  was  a  disciple  of  Donne, 
and  excelled  his  master  in  obscurity  and 
ruggedness.  Ben  Jonson  was  impressed 
by  his  “obscureness. ”  His  satires  are  very 
poor,  but  some  of  his  lyrics  have  the  true 
poetic  ring,  and  at  times  suggest  Her- 
rick.  He  often  employs  the  metre  which 
was  brought  to  perfection  by  Tennyson  in 
“In  Memoriam.”  His  Latin  verses  are 
scholarly,  and  chiefly  deal  with  philosophic 
subjects.  Lee,  SIDNEY,  1891,  Dictionary 
of  National  Biography,  rol.  XXVI,  p.  180. 

GENERAL 

He  was  a  most  excellent  Artist  and  rare 
Linguist,  studied  both  in  Books  and  Men, 
and  himself  the  Author  of  two  Works 
most  remarkable,  viz.  “A  Treatise  of 
Truth,”  written  in  French,  so  highly 
prized  beyond  the  Seas,  that  (as  I  am  told) 
it  is  extant  at  this  day  with  great  Honour 
in  the  Pope’s  Vatican. —Fuller,  Thomas, 
1662,  Worthies  of  England,  ed.  Nichols, 
vol.  n,  p.  601. 

His  lordship  sems  to  have  been  one  of 
the  first  that  formed  Deism  into  a  system, 
and  asserted  the  sufficiency,  universality, 
and  absolute  perfection  of  natural  re¬ 
ligion,  with  a  view  to  discard  all  extraor¬ 
dinary  revelation  as  useless  and  needless. 
He  seems  to  assume  to  himself  the  glory 
of  having  accomplished  it  with  great 
labour  and  a  diligent  inspection  into  all 
religions,  and  applauds  himself  for  it  as 
happier  than  any  Archimedes.— Leland, 
John,  1754-56,  A  View  of  the  Deistical 
Writers . 

Too  much  space  may  seem  to  have  been 
bestowed  on  a  writer  who  cannot  be  ranked 
high  among  metaphysicians.  But  Lord 


Herbert  was  not  only  a  distinguished 
name,  but  may  claim  the  priority  among 
those  philosophers  in  England.  If  his 
treatise  “  De  Veritate”  is  not,  as  an  entire 
work,  very  successful,  or  founded  always 
upon  principles  which  have  stood  the  test 
of  severe  reflection,  it  is  still  a  monument 
of  an  original,  independent  thinker,  with¬ 
out  rhapsodies  of  imagination,  without 
pedantic  technicalities,  and,  above  all. 
bearing  witness  to  a  sincere  love  of  the 
truth  he  sought  to  apprehend.  The  am¬ 
bitious  expectation  that  the  real  essences 
of  things  might  be  discovered,  if  it  were 
truly  his,  as  Gassendi  seems  to  sup¬ 
pose,  could  not  be  warranted  by  any  thing, 
at  least,  within  the  knowledge  of  that  age. 
But,  from  some  expressions  of  Herbert,  1 
should  infer  that  he  did  not  think  our 
faculties  competent  to  solve  the  whole 
problem  of  quiddity,  as  the  logicians 
called  it,  or  the  real  nature  of  any  thing, 
at  least,  objectively  without  us.  He  is, 
indeed,  so  obscure,  that  I  will  not  vouch 
for  his  entire  consistency.  It  has  been  an 
additional  motive  to  say  as  much  as  I  have 
done  concerning  Lord  Herbert,  that  I 
know  not  where  any  account  of  his  treatise 
“De  Veritate”  will  be  found.  Brucker  is 
strangely  silent  about  this  writer,  and 
Buhle  has  merely  adverted  to  the  letter  of 
Gassendi.  Descartes  has  spoken  of  Lord 
Herbert's  book  with  much  respect,  though 
several  of  their  leading  principles  were 
far  from  the  same. — H  all  am,  Henry, 
1837-39,  Introduction  to  the  Literature  of 
Europe ,  pt.  iii,  ch.  iii,  par.  28. 

Vain  and  eccentric  Lord  Herbert.  .  .  . 
His  celebrated  treatise  l'De  Veritate,  prout 
distinguitur  a  Revelation  r,  a  Verisimili,  a 
Possibili  et  a  Falso,”— a  book,  as  he  says 
himself,  “so  different  from  anything  which 
had  been  written  before,”  that  he  had  not 
dared  to  publish  it,  till,  in  answer  to  his 
prayers,  he  had  received  a  supernatural 
sign  from  heaven.  He  had  circulated 
copies  of  the  book  among  the  continental 
thinkers,  “without  suffering  it  to  be 
divulged  to  others but,  satisfied  with  the 
result,  he  was  now  preparing  a  second 
edition  to  be  published  in  London.  When 
this  edition  appeared  (1633,)  it  bore  the 
“imprimatur”  of  Laud’s  domestic  chap¬ 
lain,  stating  that  nothing  had  been  found 
in  it  “contrary  to  good  morals  or  the  truth 
of  the  Faith.”  It  is  the  custom  now, 
however,  to  regard  the  book  as  the  first 
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English  Deistical  treatise,  and  the  author 
as  the  first  English  Deist.  It  mav  be 
doubted  whether  this  judgment  is.  in  any 
respect,  correct ;  nay,  whether,  if  the  con¬ 
spicuous  heads  of  that  day  were  carefully 
counted,  there  might  not  be  found  among 
them  one  or  two  whose  speculations  passed 


the  bounds  of  any  form  of  Theism  what¬ 
ever.  -Masson,  David,  1858,  The  Life  of 
John  Milton,  vol.  i,  eh.  vi. 

With  Lord  Herbert  appeared  a  sys¬ 
tematic  deism. — Taixe,  H.  A.  1871,  Eng¬ 
lish  Literature,  Ir.  Van  Laun,  vol.  I,  bk.  ii, 
ch.  i,  p.  207. 


William  Drummond 

1585-1649 


William  Drummond,  1585-1649.  Born,  at  Hawthornden,  13  Dec.  1585.  Educated 
at  Edinburgh  High  School  till  1601;  at  Edinburgh  University,  1601-05;  M.  A.,  27 
July  1605.  To  London,  1606.  In  France,  studying  law  at  Bourges  and  l’aris,  1607- 
08.*  In  Scotland,  1609.  In  London,  1610.  Returned  to  Hawthornden  as  laird,  same 
year,  at  father’s  death.  Betrothed  to  Miss  Cunningham  of  Barns,  1614  ( ?) ;  she  died, 
1615.  Severe  illness,  1620.  Took  out  a  patent  for  mechanical  appliances,  mostly 
military,  Dec.  1627.  Presented  library  to  Edinburgh  University,  1627.  Married 
Elizabeth  Logan,  1632.  Political  activity  1638-49.  Died,  4  Dec.  16-19,  at  Haw- 
thomden.  Buried  in  Lasswade  Church.  Works :  “Tears  on  the  Death  of  Meliades,” 
1613;  “Mausoleum”  (a  collection  of  elegies  by  various  writers),  1613;  “Poems” 
(anon.)  1616;  “Forth  Feasting”  (anon.),  1617;  “Flowers  of  Zion,”  1623;  “The 
Cypresse  Grove,”  1625;  Sonnet  on  the  Death  of  King  James,  1625;  “A  Pastorall 
Elegie,”  1638;  “A  Speech  to  the  Noblemen,  etc.”  1639;  “Considerations  to  the 
Parliament,”  1639;  “Speech  for  Edinburgh  to  the  King,”  1641  ;  1642; 

“Remoras for  the  National  League,”  1643;  “Objections  against  the  Scots  answered,” 
1646 ;  “Vindication  of  the  Hamiltons,”  1648.  Posthumous:  “The  History  of  Scot¬ 
land,”  1655;  “Poems,”  1656;  “Polemo-Middenia”  (anon.;  attrib.  to  Drummond), 
1683;  Extracts  from  MSS.  (ed.  by  Laing  in  “Archaeologica  Scotica”),  1827.  “Con¬ 
versations  with  Jonson,”  1842.  Collected  lUorta:  “Poems,”  1711;  “Poems,”  ed.  by 
W.  S.  Ward  (4  vols.),  1894.  Life:  by  Prof.  Masson,  1873. — Sharp,  R.  FarquharsON, 
1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  87. 


PERSONAL 

My  dear  Drnnunoml,  to  whom  much  I  owe 
For  his  much  love,  and  proud  I  was  to  know 
His  poesie :  for  which  two  worthy  men 
I  Menstry  still  shall  love,  and  Hawthornden. 

— Drayton,  Michael,  c  1627,  Of  Poets 
and  Poesie. 

Mr.  Drummond,  though  a  scholar  and 
a  man  of  genius,  did  not  think  it  beneath 
him  to  improve  himself  in  those  gay  ac¬ 
complishments  which  are  so  peculiar  to 
the  French,  and  which  never  fail  to  set  off 
wit  and  parts  to  the  best  advantage.  He 
studied  music,  and  is  reported  to  have  pos¬ 
sessed  the  genteel  accomplishment  of 
dancing,  to  no  inconsiderable  degree.-- 
Cibber,  Tiieoph ilus,  1753,  Lives  of  the 
Poets,  vol.  i,  p.  305. 

I  have  no  doubt  that  Drummond,  a  val¬ 
etudinarian  and  “minor  poet,”  was  thor¬ 
oughly  home  down  by  the  superior  powers, 
physical  and  mental,  of  Jonson,  and 
heartily  glad  when  he  saw  the  last  of 
his  somewhat  boisterous  and  somewhat 


arrogant  guest.  The  picture  drawn  by  one 
who  thus  felt  himself  “sat  upon”  at  every 
turn  was  not  likely  to  be  a  flattering  one, 
and  yet  there  is  nothing  in  the  “Conver¬ 
sations”  to  lead  us  to  expect  that  the  por¬ 
trait  given  at  the  end  of  them  would  be 
composed  almost  entirely  of  shadows.— 
Gifford,  William,  1816,  ed .,  The  iUorl-s 
of  Ben  Jonson,  vol.  i X,  p.  416 

He  loved  a  beautiful  girl  of  the  noble 
family  of  Cunningham,  who  is  the  Lesbia 
of  his  poetry.  After  a  fervent  courtship, 
he  succeeded  in  securing  her  affections; 
but  she  died,  “in  the  fresh  April  of  her 
years,”  and  when  their  marriage-day  had 
been  fixed.  Drummond  has  left  us  a  most 
charming  picture  of  his  mistress,  of  her 
modesty,  her  retiring  sweetness,  her  ac¬ 
complishments,  and  her  tenderness  for 
him.  ...  He  travelled  for  eight 
years,  seeking,  in  change  of  place  and 
scene,  some  solace  for  his  wounded  peace. 
There  was  a  kind  of  constancy  even  in 
Drummond’s  inconstancy;  for  meeting 
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many  years  afterwards  with  an  amiable 
girl,  who  bore  the  most  striking  resem¬ 
blance  to  his  lost  mistress,  he  loved  her 
for  that  very  resemblance,  and  married 
her.  Her  name  was  Margaret  Logan.— 
Jameson,  Anna  Brownell,  1829,  The 
Loves  of  the  Poets,  vol.  i,  pp.  267,  269. 

Whose  chief  value  to  posterity  is  as 
the  Boswell  of  Ben  Jonson. — Lowell, 
James  Kussell,  1858-64-90,  Library  of 
Old  Authors,  Prose  Works ,  Riverside  ed., 
vol.  I,  p.  252. 

Drummond  was  evidently  a  man  of  su¬ 
perior  talents  and  accomplishments.  We 
are  informed  that  he  was  familiarly  ac¬ 
quainted  with  the  best  Greek  and  Latin 
authors:  his  long  residence  on  the  Con¬ 
tinent  afforded  him  an  excellent  opportu¬ 
nity  of  acquiring  a  knowledge  of  the  living 
languages :  and  he  is  said  to  have  spoken 
French,  Italian,  and  Spanish  as  fluently  as 
his  native  tongue.  To  his  graver  quali¬ 
fications  lie  added  no  mean  proficiency  in 
music;  and  he  occasionally  sought  a  relax¬ 
ation  of  his  studies  by  playing  on  the  lute, 
“which  he  did  to  admiration.  ”  He  seems 
to  have  devoted  a  considerable  portion  of 
his  time  to  the  invention  or  improvement 
of  various  instruments  and  machines,  ap¬ 
plicable  to  various  purposes  of  peace  or 
war.  They  are  curiously  enumerated,  to 
the  extent  of  sixteen,  in  a  patent  which 
he  obtained  in  the  year  1627,  and  which 
secured  to  him  the  sole  right  and  property 
within  the  kingdom  of  Scotland  for  the 
space  of  twenty-one  years.— Irving, 
David,  1861,  History  of  Scotish  Poetry , 
ed.  Carlyle,  p.  540. 

The  church  and  churchyard  of  Lasswade 
are  on  a  height  overlooking  the  village, 
and  about  two  miles  and  a  half  from 
Hawthornden.  The  present  church  was 
built  about  a  hundred  years  age  ;  but,  in 
a  portion  of  the  well-kept  churchyard, 
railed  in  separately  from  the  rest,  as  more 
select  and  important,  there  is  the  frag¬ 
mentary  outline  of  the  smaller  old  church, 
with  some  of  the  sepulchral  monuments 
that  belonged  to  it.  Drummond’s  own 
aisle,  abutting  from  one  part  of  the  ruined 
wall,  is  still  perfect,  a  small  arched  space 
of  stone-work,  with  a  roofing  of  strong 
stone  slabs,  and  a  grating  of  iron  for 
door-way.  Within  that  small  arched 
space  Drummond’s  ashes  certainly  lie, 
though  there  is  no  inscription  to  mark  the 
precise  spot  as  distinct  from  the  graves 


of  some  of  his  latest  descendants  who  are 
also  buried  there,  and  to  one  of  whom 
there  is  a  commemorative  tablet.  The 
small  arched  aisle  itself  is  his  monument, 
and  it  is  a  sufficient  one.  There  could 
hardly  be  a  more  peaceful  rustic  burying- 
ground  than  that  in  which  it  stands,  the 
church  and  the  manse  close  to  it  on  the 
height,  with  only  steep  descending  lanes 
from  them  to  Lasswade  village  and  to  the 
road  leading  from  Lasswade  to  Edinburgh. 
— Masson,  David,  1873,  Drummond  of 
Hawthornden,  p.  456. 

The  natural  beauties  of  Hawthornden 
make  it  a  fit  scene  where  fancy  may  sport 
at  will  with  the  poets’  memories  ;  and  the 
associations  of  a  later  minstrel  have  added 
fresh  charms  to  the  romantic  dell,  fra¬ 
grant  in  olden  times  with  the  scent  of  the 
hawthorn  bloom,  through  which  the  North 
Esk  still  wends  its  way  past  Roslin  Castle, 
Drummond's  tower,  and  Melville  Grove, 
mid  scenes  of  ancient  song  and  story,  to 
the  meeting  of  the  waters  under  Dalkeith 
palace. — Wilson,  Daniel,  1878,  Reminis¬ 
cences  of  Old  Edinburgh,  vol.  II,  p.  216. 

He  was  a  man  of  varied  culture,  and 
his  writings  in  poetry  and  prose  were 
widely  read.  He  was  the  foremost  of 
that  band  of  men  which  broke  the  tradi 
tion  that  Scottish  literature  ought  to  be 
written  in  the  Scottish  national  tongue, 
and  which  strove  to  express  their  thoughts 
in  the  language  which  had  served  the  pur¬ 
poses  of  Shakspeare  and  Jonson.  and  was 
one  day  to  serve  the  purposes  of  Scott  and 
Campbell.  He  was  withal  an  upright  and 
honest  man,  craving  for  philosophic  and 
literary  culture  rather  than  for  Calvinistic 
orthodoxy,  and  fearing  the  inquisitive 
meddling  of  the  Presbyterian  clergy  who 
would  be  sure  to  bear  hard  upon  one  of 
his  tastes  and  opinions.  He  was  one  who, 
like  Patrick  Forbes,  had  formed  part  of 
that  wave  of  liberal  reaction,  which, 
through  the  blunders  of  James  and 
Charles,  had  already  spent  its  force.— 
Gardiner,  Samuel  R.,  1883,  History  of 
England  from  the  Accession  of  James  I.  to 
The  Outbreak  of  the  Civil  War,  vol.  VII,  p. 
295. 

If  Drummond,  as  he  sat  under  his  Bycn- 
more-tree  that  memorable  afternoon, 
watching  Jonson ’s  approach,  did  not  cry, 
“Welcome,  welcome,  royal  Ben,”  and  if 
Jonson  did  not  reply  on  the  instant, 
“Thank’e,  thank’e,  Hawthornden,”  as 
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English  Deistical  treatise,  and  the  author 
as  the  first  English  Deist.  It  niav  be 
doubted  whether  this  judgment  is,  in  any 
respect,  correct;  nay,  whether,  if  the  con¬ 
spicuous  heads  of  that  day  were  carefully 
counted,  there  might  not  be  found  among 
them  one  or  two  whose  speculations  passed 


the  bounds  of  any  form  of  Theism  what¬ 
ever.— Masson,  David,  1833,  The  Life  of 
John  Milton,  vol.  i,  ch.  vi. 

With  Lord  Herbert  appeared  a  sys¬ 
tematic  deism. — Taine,  H.  A.  1S71,  Eng¬ 
lish  Literature,  tr.  Van  Laun,  vol.  i,  bk.  ii, 
ch.  i,  p.  207. 


William  Drummond 

1585-1649 


William  Drummond,  1585-1649.  Born,  at  Hawthornden,  13  Dec.  15S5.  Educated 
at  Edinburgh  High  School  till  1601:  at  Edinburgh  University,  1601-05;  M.  A.,  27 
July  1605.  To  London,  1606.  In  France,  studying  law  at  Bourges  and  Paris,  1607- 
OS.  In  Scotland,  1609.  In  London,  1610.  Returned  to  Hawthornden  as  laird,  same 
year,  at  father’s  death.  Betrothed  to  Miss  Cunningham  of  Barns,  1614  (?) ;  she  died, 
1615.  Severe  illness,  1620.  Took  out  a  patent  for  mechanical  appliances,  mostly 
military,  Dec.  1627.  Presented  library  to  Edinburgh  University,  1627.  Married 
Elizabeth  Logan,  1632.  Political  activity  1638-49.  Died,  4  Dec.  1649,  at  Haw¬ 
thornden.  Buried  in  Lasswade  Church.  Works:  ‘’Tears  on  the  Death  of  Meliades,” 
1613;  “Mausoleum”  (a  collection  of  elegies  by  various  writers),  1613;  “Poems” 
(anon.)  1616;  “Forth  Feasting”  (anon.),  1617;  “Flowers  of  Zion,”  1623;  “The 
Cypresse  Grove,”  1625;  Sonnet  on  the  Death  of  King  James.  1625;  “A  Pastorall 
Elegie,”  1638;  “A  Speech  to  the  Noblemen,  etc.”  1639;  “Considerations  to  the 
Parliament,”  1639;  “Speech  for  Edinburgh  to  the  King,”  1641 ;  1642; 

“Remoras  for  the  National  League,”  1643;  “Objections  against  the  Scots  answered,” 
1646 ;“ Vindication  of  the  Hamiltons, ”  1648.  Posthumous:  “The  History  of  Scot¬ 
land.”  1655;  “Poems,”  1656;  “Polemo-Middenia”  (anon.;  attrib.  to  Drummond), 
1683;  Extracts  from  MSS.  (ed.  by  Laing  in  “Archaeologica  Scotica”),  1827.  “Con¬ 
versations  with  Jonson,  ”  1842.  Collected  T  For  As :  “Poems,”  1711;  “Poeni3,”  ed.  by 
W.  S.  Ward  (4  vols.),  1894.  Life:  by  Prof.  Masson.  1873.— Sharp,  R.  Farquharson, 
1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  87. 


PERSONAL 

My  dear  Drummond,  to  whom  much  I  owe 
For  his  much  love,  nnd  proud  I  was  to  know 
His  poesie:  for  which  two  worthy  men 
I  Menstry  still  slinll  love,  and  Hawthornden. 

— Drayton,  Michael,  c  1627,  Of  Poets 
and  Poesie. 

Mr.  Drummond,  though  a  scholar  and 
a  man  of  genius,  did  not  think  it  beneath 
him  to  improve  himself  in  those  gay  ac¬ 
complishments  which  are  so  peculiar  to 
the  French,  and  which  never  fail  to  set  off 
wit  and  parts  to  the  best  advantage.  He 
studied  music,  and  is  reported  to  have  pos¬ 
sessed  the  genteel  accomplishment  of 
dancing,  to  no  inconsiderable  degree. — 
Cibber,  Theophilus,  1753,  Lives  of  the 
Pods,  vol.  I,  p.  305. 

I  have  no  doubt  that  Drummond,  a  val¬ 
etudinarian  and  “minor  poet,”  was  thor¬ 
oughly  borne  down  by  the  superior  powers, 
physical  and  mental,  of  Jonson,  and 
heartily  glad  when  he  saw  the  last  of 
his  somewhat  boisterous  and  somewhat 


arrogant  guest.  The  picture  drawn  by  one 
who  thus  felt  himself  “sat  upon”  at  every 
turn  was  not  likely  to  be  a  flattering  one, 
and  yet  there  is  nothing  in  the  “Conver¬ 
sations”  to  lead  us  to  expect  that  the  por¬ 
trait  given  at  the  end  of  them  would  be 
composed  almost  entirely  of  shadows. — 
Gifford,  William,  1816,  ed..  The  Works 
of  Ben  Jonson,  vol.  ix,  p.  416 
He  loved  a  beautiful  girl  of  the  noble 
family  of  Cunningham,  who  is  the  Lesbia 
of  his  poetry.  After  a  fervent  courtship, 
he  succeeded  in  securing  her  affections; 
but  she  died,  “in  the  fresh  April  of  her 
years,”  and  when  their  marriage-day  had 
been  fixed.  Drummond  has  left  us  a  most 
charming  picture  of  his  mistress ;  of  her 
modesty,  her  retiring  sweetness,  her  ac¬ 
complishments,  and  her  tenderness  for 
him.  ...  He  travelled  for  eight 
years,  seeking,  in  change  of  place  and 
scene,  some  solace  for  his  wounded  peace. 
There  was  a  kind  of  constancy  even  in 
Drummond’s  inconstancy;  for  meeting 
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many  years  afterwards  with  an  amiable 
girl,  who  bore  the  most  striking  resem¬ 
blance  to  his  lost  mistress,  he  loved  her 
for  that  very  resemblance,  and  married 
her.  Her  name  was  Margaret  Logan. — 
Jameson,  Anna  Brownell,  1829,  The 
Loves  of  the  Poets,  vol.  I,  pp.  267,  269. 

Whose  chief  value  to  posterity  is  as 
the  Boswell  of  Ben  Jonson. — Lowell, 
James  Russell,  1858-64-90,  Library  of 
Old  Authors,  Prose  JForfcs,  Riverside  ed., 
vol.  I,  p.  252. 

Drummond  was  evidently  a  man  of  su¬ 
perior  talents  and  accomplishments.  We 
are  informed  that  he  was  familiarly  ac¬ 
quainted  with  the  best  Greek  and  Latin 
authors:  his  long  residence  on  the  Con¬ 
tinent  afforded  him  an  excellent  opportu¬ 
nity  of  acquiring  a  knowledge  of  the  living 
languages:  and  he  is  said  to  have  spoken 
French.  Italian,  and  Spanish  as  fluently  as 
his  native  tongue.  To  his  graver  quali¬ 
fications  he  added  no  mean  proficiency  in 
music;  and  he  occasionally  sought  a  relax¬ 
ation  of  his  studies  by  playing  on  the  lute, 
“which  he  did  to  admiration.  ”  He  seems 
to  have  devoted  a  considerable  portion  of 
his  time  to  the  invention  or  improvement 
of  various  instruments  and  machines,  ap¬ 
plicable  to  various  purposes  of  peace  or 
war.  They  are  curiously  enumerated,  to 
the  extent  of  sixteen,  in  a  patent  which 
he  obtained  in  the  year  1627,  and  which 
secured  to  him  the  sole  right  and  property 
within  the  kingdom  of  Scotland  for  the 
space  of  twenty-one  years. — Irving, 
David,  1861,  History  of  Scotisk  Poetry , 
ed.  Carlyle,  p.  540. 

The  church  and  churchyard  of  Lasswade 
are  on  a  height  overlooking  the  village, 
and  about  two  miles  and  a  half  from 
Hawthornden.  The  present  church  was 
built  about  a  hundred  years  age  ;  but,  in 
a  portion  of  the  well-kept  churchyard, 
railed  in  separately  from  the  rest,  as  more 
select  and  important,  there  is  the  frag¬ 
mentary  outline  of  the  smaller  old  church, 
with  some  of  the  sepulchral  monuments 
that  belonged  to  it.  Drummond’s  own 
aisle,  abutting  from  one  part  of  the  ruined 
wall,  is  still  perfect,  a  small  arched  space 
of  stone-work,  with  a  roofing  of  strong 
stone  slabs,  and  a  grating  of  iron  for 
door-way.  Within  that  small  arched 
space  Drummond’s  ashes  certainly  lie, 
though  there  is  no  inscription  to  mark  the 
precise  spot  as  distinct  from  the  graves 


of  some  of  his  latest  descendants  who  are 
also  buried  there,  and  to  one  of  whom 
there  is  a  commemorative  tablet.  The 
small  arched  aisle  itself  is  his  monument, 
and  it  is  a  sufficient  one.  There  could 
hardly  be  a  more  peaceful  rustic  bury  in  g- 
ground  than  that  in  which  it  stands,  the 
church  and  the  manse  close  to  it  on  the 
height,  with  only  steep  descending  lanes 
from  them  to  Lasswade  village  and  to  the 
road  leading  from  Lasswade  to  Edinburgh. 
—Masson,  David,  1873,  Drummond  of 
Hawthornden,  p.  456. 

The  natural  beauties  of  Hawthornden 
make  it  a  fit  scene  where  fancy  may  sport 
at  will  with  the  poets’  memories  ;  and  the 
associations  of  a  later  minstrel  have  added 
fresh  charms  to  the  romantic  dell,  fra¬ 
grant  in  olden  times  with  the  scent  of  the 
hawthorn  bloom,  through  which  the  North 
Esk  still  wends  its  way  past  Roslin  Castle, 
Drummond’s  tower,  and  Melville  Grove, 
mid  scenes  of  ancient  song  and  story,  to 
the  meeting  of  the  waters  under  Dalkeith 
palace.— Wilson,  Daniel,  1878,  Reminis¬ 
cences  of  Old  Edinburgh,  vol .  II,  p.  216. 

He  w'as  a  man  of  varied  culture,  am 
his  writings  in  poetry  and  prose  wert 
widely  read.  He  was  the  foremost  of 
that  band  of  men  which  broke  the  tradi¬ 
tion  that  Scottish  literature  ought  to  be 
written  in  the  Scottish  national  tongue, 
and  which  strove  to  express  their  thoughts 
in  the  language  which  had  served  the  pur¬ 
poses  of  Shakspeare  and  Jonson.  and  was 
one  day  to  serve  the  purposes  of  Scott  and 
Campbell.  He  was  withal  an  upright  and 
honest  man,  craving  for  philosophic  and 
literary  culture  rather  than  for  Calvinistic 
orthodoxy,  and  fearing  the  inquisitive 
meddling  of  the  Presbyterian  clergy  who 
would  be  sure  to  bear  hard  upon  one  of 
his  tastes  and  opinions.  He  was  one  who, 
like  Patrick  Forbes,  had  formed  part  of 
that  w'ave  of  liberal  reaction,  which, 
through  the  blunders  of  James  and 
Charles,  had  already  spent  its  force. — 
Gardiner,  Samuel  R.,  1883,  History  of 
England  from  the  Accession  of  James  I.  to 
The  Outbreak  of  the  Civil  War,  vol.  vn,  p. 
295. 

If  Drummond,  as  he  sat  under  his  syca¬ 
more-tree  that  memorable  afternoon, 
watching  Jonson’s  approach,  did  not  cry, 
“Welcome,  welcome,  royal  Ben,”  and  if 
Jonson  did  not  reply  on  the  instant, 
“Thank’e,  thank'e,  Hawthornden,”  as 
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tradition  has  ever  since  asserted,  there 
can  be  no  question  that  the  welcome  was 
a  right  royal  one.  Jonson  might  not  have 
been  so  free  with  his  thanks  and  his 
speech,  however,  if  he  had  known  that  his 
“Hawthornden”  was  to  become,  at  his  ex¬ 
pense,  the  inventor  of  interviewing. — 
Hutton,  Lawrence,  1891,  Literary  Land¬ 
marks  of  Edinburgh,  p.  17. 

Drummond  of  Hawthornden  lives  in  lit¬ 
erature  rather  by  the  picturesque  beauty 
of  his  name  than  by  the  intrinsic  merit  of 
his  poetry,  real  as  that  is.  Drummond 
of  Hawthornden !  There  is  a  pleasant 
murmur  in  the  very  syllables,  as  of  the 
humming  of  bees  on  Mount  Hybla. — Le 
Galuenne,  Richard,  1894-95,  Retrospec¬ 
tive  Reviews,  vol.  n,  p.  157. 

CYPRESS  GROVE 

1G25 

"A  Cypress  Grove"  is  a  remarkable, 
and  in  some  respects  unique,  example  of 
sonorous  poetic  prose.  Detached  pas¬ 
sages  of  similar  eloquence  are  to  be  found 
in  the  prose  of  Drummond’s  contempora¬ 
ries  and  immediate  successors ;  none  of 
them  has  maintained  the  same  height  of 
imaginative  contemplation  throughout  a 
piece  of  equal  length,  ‘ 1 A  Cypress  Grove” 
is  the  first  original  work  in  which  an  Eng¬ 
lish  writer  has  deliberately  set  himself  to 
make  prose  do  service  for  poetry.  It  is 
a  dignified  ‘‘Meditation  upon  Death,” 
tinged  with  melancholy ;  and  the  whole 
has  unity  of  tone  and  conception.  .  .  . 
The  most  characteristic  qualities  of  Drum¬ 
mond’s  style  are  wealth  of  imagery, 
variety  of  sentence-structure,  and  rhyth¬ 
mic  flow.  His  metaphors  are  apt  and  preg¬ 
nant ;  he  uses  similes  less  frequently  than 
the  writers  of  his  age,  and  seldom  draws 
them  out  beyond  a  line.  The  antithesis 
of  some  of  the  apophthegms  which  break 
the  continuity  of  his  periods  is  not  over¬ 
strained.  Two  cases  of  word-play  occur, 
but  they  are  venial.  The  composition, 
though  carefully  elaborated,  is  seldom 
laboured  or  overcharged  with  ornament; 
and  his  ear  is  rarely,  if  ever,  betrayed 
into  a  preference  of  sound  to  sense.  The 
even  pitch  of  subdued  eloquence  at  which 
the  style  is  maintained  would  prove  monot¬ 
onous  but  for  the  ever-changing  and 
contrasting  formation  of  the  sentences. 
This  skilful  variation  of  construction,  by 
diversifying  the  length  and  cadence  of  the 


clauses,  gives  to  the  pages  of  ‘‘A  Cypress 
Grove”  the  peculiar  charm  of  richly  mod¬ 
ulated  music.— M ’Cor mick,  W.  S.,  1893, 
English  Prose ,  cd.  Craik,  vol.  II,  pp.  191, 
192. 

SONNETS 

Without  ostentatious  praise  (which  is 
always  to  be  suspected)  it  is  but  truth  to 
observe  that  many  of  his  sonnets,  thuse 
more  especially  which  are  divested  of  Ital¬ 
ian  conceits,  resemble  the  best  Greek  epi¬ 
grams  in  their  best  taste,  in  that  exquisite 
delicacy  of  sentiment,  and  simplicity  of 
expression,  for  which  our  language  has  no 
single  term,  but  which  is  known  to  all 
classical  readers  by  the  word  a^trcia.  It 
is  in  vain  we  lament  the  fate  of  many  of 
our  poets,  who  have  undeservedly  fallen 
victims  to  a  premature  oblivion,  when  the 
finished  productions  of  this  man  are  little 
known,  and  still  less  read.  -Headley, 
Henry,  1787,  Select  Beauties  of  Ancient 
English  Poetry. 

His  sonnets  are  in  the  highest  degree 
elegant,  harmonious,  and  striking.  It  ap¬ 
pears  to  me  that  they  are  more  in  the 
manner  of  Petrarch  than  any  others  that 
we  have,  with  a  certain  intenseness  in  the 
sentiment,  an  occasional  glitter  of  thought 
and  uniform  terseness  of  expression. 
Hazlitt,  William,  1820,  Lectures  on  the 
Literature  of  the  Age  of  Elizabeth,  p.  177. 

Drummond’s  sonnets,  for  the  most  part, 
are  not  only  of  the  legitimate  order,  but 
they  are  the  earliest  in  the  language  that 
breathe  what  may  be  called  the  habit  of 
mind  observable  in  the  best  Italian  writers 
of  sonnets;  that  is  to  say,  a  mixture  of 
tenderness,  elegance,  love  of  country,  se¬ 
clusion,  and  conscious  sweetness  of  verse. 
We  scent  his  “musked  eglantines,”  listen 
to  his  birds,  and  catch  glimpses  of  the 
“sweet  hermitress”  whose  loss  he  de¬ 
plored.  Drummond  was  not  without  the 
faults  of  prototypes  inferior  to  those  writ¬ 
ers.  His  Italian  scholarship  in  some 
measure  seduced,  as  well  as  inspired  him; 
but  upon  the  whole  his  taste  was  excellent ; 
and  he  leaves  upon  his  readers  the  impres¬ 
sion  of  an  elegant-minded  and  affectionate 
man. — Hunt,  Leigh,  1859-67,  An  Essay 
on  the  Sonnet,  ed.  Lee,  vol.  i,  p.  78. 

As  a  poet  in  the  broadest  sense  of  the 
word,  Drummond  of  Hawthornden  ranks 
far  below  Spenser;  but  in  the  “sonnet’s 
scanty  plot”  he  rules  as  of  right  divine, 
and  even  the  lord  of  the  world  of  faery 
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must  stand  uncovered  before  him.  There 
is  not  the  same  weight  of  matter  in  his 
sonnets  that  there  is  in  the  irregular  son¬ 
nets  of  Shakspeare,  nor  is  there  the  same 
penetrative  vigour  of  language;  but  there 
are  qualities  equally  precious  if  not  equally 
impressive — exquisite  keenness  of  sensi¬ 
bility,  attested  by  peculiar  delicacy  of 
touch;  imaginative  vision  and  notable 
power  of  rendering  it ;  native  spontaneous¬ 
ness  happily  allied  with  fine  mastery  of 
the  secrets  of  metre  and  melody ;  and  the 
rare  art  — carried  to  perfection  in  the  son¬ 
nets  of  Mr.  Rossetti — of  making  his  verse 
the  expression,  not  of  crude  passion, 
which,  as  Edgar  Poe  pointed  out,  is  not 
genuine  poetic  material,  but  rather  the 
reflection  of  passion  in  the  still  deeps  of 
imaginative  reverie.  Noiile,  James  Ash¬ 
croft,  1880-92,  The  Sonnet  in  England , 

p.  22. 

Some  of  Drummond’s  sonnets  are — one 
must  use  the  word — simply  adorable  ;  and 
if  this  sounds  extravagant  there  are  4  Be 
as  thou  wast,  my  Lute,”  and  “Dear  Quir- 
isterwho  from  these  shadows  sends,”  and 
twenty  more,  to  speak  for  themselves  in 
such  wise  as  no  man  may  gainsay. — La¬ 
nier,  Sidney,  1880,  .4  Forgotten  English 
Pod ,  Music  and  Poetry ,  p.  121. 

Their  most  distinguishing  quality  is  ele¬ 
gance  of  expression, — a  tender  pensive¬ 
ness  of  sentiment,  and  a  vein  of  meditation 
that  bespeaks  a  serious  thinker. — Stodd¬ 
ard,  Richard  Henry,  1881,  The  Sonnet  in 
English  Poetry,  Scribner's  Monthly ,  vol.  22, 
p.  914. 

What  poems  of  Drummond  do  we  re¬ 
member  as  we  remember  those  which  re¬ 
cord  how  he  loved  and  lamented  Mary 
Cunningham? — Dowden,  Edward,  1881, 
erf.,  The  Sonnets  of  William  Shakespeare , 
Introduction,  p.  xviii. 

Drummond  said  that  Drayton  seemed 
rather  to  love  his  muse  than  his  mistress, 
judging  by  his  many  artificial  similes, 
which  showed  the  quality  of  his  mind,  but 
not  the  depth  of  his  passion.  Perhaps 
Drummond  alone  of  the  poets  of  his  period, 
excepting  Shakspeare  only,  had  just 
license  to  write  so,  for  what  he  says  with 
truth  of  Drayton  might  with  equal  appro¬ 
priateness  have  been  urged  against  all  his 
other  contemporaries  save  one. 
Drummond  also  was  free  from  excess  of 
the  kind  that  marred  contemporaries  pos¬ 
sessed  of  more  vital  impulse ;  for  much 


that  reality  of  absorbing  passion  did  for 
Shakspeare  in  preserving  him  from  the 
artificial  expression  of  affected  suffering, 
time  itself,  acting  healingly  on  a  great  sor¬ 
row,  did  for  him.  After  the  early  book  in 
which  he  told  the  story  of  his  life’s  one 
loss,  Drummond  seemed  to  sit  above  the 
need  of  that  languishing  craving  for  love- 
experience  which  was  the  will-o'-the-wisp 
which  led  his  contemporaries  into  one 
knows  not  what  quagmires  of  poetic  mock¬ 
ery.  Drummond’s  sonnets  are  wholly  de¬ 
void  of  those  excellences  of  conception 
and  phrase  which,  where  they  exist  in  the 
best  of  his  brother  poets,  seem  to  be 
delved  out  of  the  full  depth  of  a  deep  na¬ 
ture,  but  they  are  distinguished  by  a 
healthful  seriousness  and  enlarged  view  of 
life  and  its  operative  relationships,  such 
as  must  have  come  to  him  equally  from 
his  patient  submission  to  untoward  cir¬ 
cumstance,  and  from  the  distance  at  which 
he  stood  removed  from  the  irritating  at¬ 
mosphere  of  small  rivalries,  which  in  Lon¬ 
don  narrowed  the  sympathies  of  men  so 
much  above  him  in  original  gift  as  Be 
Jonson. — Caine,  Hall,  1882,  ed.,  Sonnt 
of  Three  Centuries ,  p.  277,  note. 

A  graceful  poet,  but  assuredly  not  1 
master  he  has  again  and  again  been  r« 
resented  to  be.  His  essential  weakness 
may  be  seen  in  his  inability  to  adopt  any 
pure  mould:  his  sonnets  may  either  be  re¬ 
garded  as  English  bastards  of  Italian 
parentage,  or  as  Italian  refugees  dis¬ 
guised  in  a  semi-insular  costume.  —Sharp, 
William,  1886,  erf.,  Sonnets  of  This  Cen¬ 
tury,  p.  xlix. 

A  more  important  event  in  Drummond’s 
life,  the  most  important  perhaps  of  all  for 
literature,  was  his  meeting  with  a  daugh¬ 
ter  of  Cunningham  of  Barns,  which  seems 
to  have  taken  place  about  this  time.  He 
fell  in  love  with  the  lady,  wooed  and  won 
her;  the  marriage  day  was  fixed,  but  be¬ 
fore  it  came  she  died  of  a  fever.  Drum¬ 
mond’s  genuine  and  deep  affection  for  her 
and  the  tragic  close  of  their  love  had  a 
profound  effect  upon  his  poetry.  It 
strengthened  and  confirmed  the  melan¬ 
choly  which,  implanted  by  nature,  had 
been  nourished  by  the  quietude  of  Haw- 
thornden.  It  fed  his  mystic  idealism ;  it 
gave  him,  both  during  the  lady’s  life  and 
after  she  was  dead,  a  real  subject  for  his 
muse ;  and  thus  it  did  much  to  save  him 
from  that  tendency  to  conceits  which  was 
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creeping  like  a  canker  into  English  poetry. 
.  .  .  These  poems  are  Drummond’s 

most  valuable  contribution  to  literature. 
The  series  of  pieces  commemorating  his 
love  is  divided  into  two  parts,  one  prior, 
the  other  subsequent  to  her  death.  To¬ 
gether  they  contain  most  of  what  is  truly 
excellent  in  the  author’s  poetry;  only  oc¬ 
casionally  in  later  years  did  he  rise  as 
high.  .  .  .  The  best  of  Drummond's 

pieces  entitle  him  to  a  place  in  the  first 
rank  of  English  sonneteers;  and  it  is  to 
be  wondered  that  he  has  not,  in  virtue  of 
these  exquisite  poems,  taken  a  higher 
place  in  the  rolls  of  literature. — Walker. 
Hugh,  1893,  Three  Centuries  of  Scottish 
Literature ,  vol.  I,  pp.  150,  151. 

THE  HISTORY  OF  SCOTLAND 
1035 

Had  there  been  nothing  extant  of  him 
but  his  “History  of  Scotland,”  consider 
but  the  language,  how  florid  and  ornate  it 
is,  consider  the  order  and  the  prudent 
conduct  of  the  story,  and  you  will  rank 
him  in  the  number  of  the  best  writers,  and 
compare  him  even  with  Thuanus  himself. 
— Phillips,  Edward,  1656,  cd.t  Poems  by 
that  most  famous  Wit,  William  Drummond 
of  Hawthornden,  Preface. 

He  was  universally  esteemed  one  of  the 
best  poets  of  his  age,  and  stands  in  the 
first  rank  of  modern  historians.  He,  for 
his  excellence  in  telling  a  story,  and  in¬ 
teresting  his  reader  in  what  he  relates,  is 
thought  to  be  comparable  to  Livy. — 
Granger,  James,  1769-1824,  Biograph¬ 
ical  History  of  England,  vol.  Ill,  p.  142. 

To  take  what  came  to  hand  in  any  easily 
accessible  form — the  mere  first  tea-leaves, 
let  us  say,  that  had  already  yielded  three 
or  four  infusions  calling  themselves  His¬ 
tories  ;  to  get  from  these,  by  his  art  as  a 
stylist,  yet  another  weak  dilution,  which 
he  could  tinge  with  his  doctrine  of  kingly 
prerogative;  thus,  in  the  guise  of  a  new 
History,  to  inculcate  the  same  Drummond- 
ism  in  politics  which  he  had  expounded 
more  openly  in  his  pamphlets:  such  was 
Drummond’s  method,  and  such  his  pur¬ 
pose.  Even  the  literary  ability  shown  in 
the  execution  of  the  task  is  not  great. 
There  is  nothing  graphic  in  the  book  ;  you 
are  in  a  haze  as  you  read  ;  you  cannot, 
except  at  a  point  or  two,  discern  a  group 
of  faces,  or  see  things  happening. — Mas¬ 
son,  David,  1873,  Drummond  of  Haw¬ 
thornden,  p.  470. 


GENERAL 

His  censure  of  my  verses  was :  That  they 
were  all  good,  especiallie  my  Epitaphe  of 
the  Prince,  save  that  they  smelled  too 
much  of  the  Schooles,  and  were  not  after 
the  fancieof  the  tyme :  for  a  child  (sayes 
he)  may  writte  after  the  fashion  of  the 
Greeks  and  Latine  verses  in  running;  yett 
that  he  wished,  to  please  the  King,  that 
piece  of  Forth  Feasting  had  been  his 
owne. — Drummond,  William,  1619,  Notes 
on  Ben  Jonsons  Conversations. 

To  say  that  these  Poems  are  the  effects 
of  a  genius  the  most  polite  and  verdant 
that  ever  the  Scottish  nation  produced, 
although  it  be  a  commendation  not  to  be 
rejected  (for  it  is  well  known  that  that 
country  hath  afforded  many  rare  and  ad¬ 
mirable  wits),  yet  it  is  not  the  highest 
that  may  be  given  him  ;  for.  should  1  affirm 
that  neither  Tasso,  nor  Guarini,  nor  any 
of  the  most  neat  and  refined  spirits  of 
Italy,  nor  even  the  choicest  of  our  English 
Poets,  can  challenge  to  themselves  any 
advantage  above  him,  it  could  not  be 
judged  any  attribute  superior  to  what  he 
deserves,  nor  shall  I  think  it  any  arrogance 
to  maintain  that  among  all  the  several 
fancies  that  in  these  times  have  exercised 
the  most  nice  and  curious  judgments  there 
hath  not  come  forth  anything  that  deserves 
to  be  welcomed  into  the  world  with 
greater  estimation  and  applause.  -Phil¬ 
lips,  Edward,  1656,  erf.,  Poems  by  that 
most  famous  Wit,  William  Drummond  of 
Hawthornden,  Preface. 

During  the  reign  of  King  James  and 
Charles  I.  we  have  met  with  no  poet  who 
seems  to  have  had  a  better  ear,  or  felt 
more  intimately  the  passion  he  describes. 
— Cibber,  Theophilus,  1753,  Lives  of  the 
Poets,  vol.  I,  p.  304. 

The  earliest  piece  of  Waller  is  that  to 
the  King  on  his  Navy,  in  1625.  The  piece 
in  which  Sir  John  Denham’s  greatest  force 
lies,  “Cooper’s  Hill,”  was  not  written 
till  1640.  The  harmony  of  Drummond 
therefore  at  a  time  when  those  who  are 
usually  called  the  first  introducers  of  a 
smooth  and  polished  versification,  had  not 
yet  begun  to  write,  is  an  honour  to  him 
that  should  never  be  forgotten.  Nor  is 
his  excellence  half  enough  praised  or  ac¬ 
knowledged.—  Le  Neve,  Philip,  1789, 
Cursory  Remarks  on  Some  of  the  Ancient 
English  Poets,  particularly  Milton. 

It  is  not  easy  to  determine,  whether  a 
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dead  language,  in  which  men  had  been  in¬ 
itiated,  and  of  which  the  purest  models 
had  been  studied,  from  their  earliest 
years,  or  a  foreign  dialect  which,  the 
tongue  was  unable  to  pronounce,  and  to 
the  purity  and  precision  of  which  the  mind 
was  unaccustomed,  imposed  the  severest 
constraint  upon  original  genius.  Yet  at 
u  time  when  the  rugged  numbers  of  Donne 
and  Johnson  prevailed  in  poetry,  Drum¬ 
mond  of  Hawthornden  gave  the  first  speci¬ 
men  of  a  rich  and  melodious  versification, 
and  discovered  a  vein  of  tender,  unaffected 
sentiment  which  succeeding  poets  have 
not  disdained  to  imitate.  His  taste  was 
formed  in  the  Italian  school ;  and  he  pre¬ 
ceded  Denham  and  Waller  in  the  refine¬ 
ment  of  our  numbers;  though  his  poetry, 
like  theirs,  is  neither  always  equal,  nor 
always  correct.  Laixg,  Malcolm,  1800- 
4,  The  History  of  Scotland,  vol.  in,  p.  476. 

The  Scottish  Court  of  James  the  Sixth, 
in  the  midst  of  pedantry,  scholastic  jar¬ 
gon,  and  polemic  theology,  produced  sev¬ 
eral  poets  by  no  means  devoid  of  genius. 
Some  possessed  quaintness  of  wit,  some 
easy  versification,  and  some  the  power  of 
affecting  the  emotions  of  the  heart,  but 
the  various  talents  of  the  poets  were  sel¬ 
dom  concentrated  in  the  same  person. 
The  rays  of  poetical  light  were  refracted 
and  divided  among  several  poets.  In 
Drummond  alone  were  they  united,  and 
displayed  the  solar  radiance  of  fancy. — ■ 
Leyden,  John,  1803,  Scottish  Descriptive 
Poems,  p.  254. 

I  have  long  sought  a  copy  of  Drum¬ 
mond’s  works,  and  I  have  sought  it  in 
vain ;  but  from  specimens  which  I  have 
casually  met  with,  in  quotations,  I  am 
forcibly  inclined  to  favour  the  idea,  that, 
as  they  possess  natural  and  pathetic  sen¬ 
timents,  clothed  in  tolerably  harmonious 
language,  they  are  entitled  to  the  praise 
which  has  been  so  liberally  bestowed  on 
them. — White,  Henry  Kihke,  1806,  Mel¬ 
ancholy  Hours,  Remains ,  vol.  n,  p.  247. 

The  elegance  of  Drummond’s  sonnets, 
and  the  humour  of  his  Scotch  and  Latin 
macaronics,  have  been  at  least  sufficiently 
praised:  but  when  Milton  has  been  de¬ 
scribed  as  essentially  obliged  to  him,  the 
compliment  to  his  genius  is  stretched  too 
far.— Campbell,  Thomas,  1819,  Speci¬ 
mens  of  the  British  Poets. 

Drummond,  the  over-praised  and  under¬ 
praised, — a  passive  poet,  if  we  may  use 


the  phraseology, — who  was  not  careful  to 
achieve  greatness,  but  whose  natural 
pulses  beat  music,  and  with  whom  the 
consciousness  of  life  was  the  sentiment  of 
beauty. — Browning,  Elizabeth  Barrett, 
1842-63,  The  Book  of  the  Poets. 

And  Mr.  Drummond  was  a  genius?  I 
expect  his  singing  will  differ  a  little  from 
that  of  the  old  Iliad  Homerides, — merging 
direct  with  fiery  veracity  towards  the  fact, 
melting  into  music  by  the  very  truth  and 
fire  of  it.  Aias,  yes,  from  the  Greek 
Homerides,  from  the  Norse  Skalds,  from 
the  English  or  Scotch  ballad-singer,  from 
all  men  that  ever  at  any  time  sang  truly. 
The  true  singer  hurries  direct — towards 
the  fact,  intent  on  that  alone,  melts  into 
music  by  the  very  fire  of  his  veracity. 
Drummond’s  genius  one  would  say  is  that 
of  an  accomplished  Upholsterer  rather. 
Different  from  Homer’s — as  a  pair  of  the 
costliest  slashed  puff-breeches,  stuffed 
broader  than  a  bushel  with  nothing  in 
them,  may  differ  from  a  pair  of  Grecian 
Ilippolytus’  limbs  with  nothing  superflous 
on  them,  but  good  Mr.  Drummond  is  a  type 
of  his  age.  His  monstrous  unveracious 
puff-breeches  ovation  is  the  emblem  of 
so  much  other  unveracity.— Carlyle, 
Thomas,  1844-49-98,  Historical  Sketches 
of  Noble  Persons  and  Events  in  the  Reigns 
of  James  1.  and  Charles  /.,  p.  260. 

Through  the  greater  part  of  his  verse 
we  hear  a  certain  muffled  tone  of  the 
sweetest,  like  the  music  that  ever  threat¬ 
ens  to  break  out  clear  from  the  brook, 
from  the  pines,  from  the  rain-shower, — 
never  does  break  out  clear,  but  remains  a 
suggested,  etherially  vanishing  tone.  His 
is  a  voix  voilee,  or  veiled  voice  of  song. — 
Macdonald,  George,  1868,  England's 
Antiphon,  p.  146. 

Scotland,  underneath  all  her  apparent 
unanimity  for  the  Covenant  during  the 
last  two  years,  and  her  exultation  in  the 
new  Presbyterian  order  of  things,  yet  con¬ 
tained,  as  may  be  readily  guessed,  a  good 
deal  of  lurking  or  diffused  Drummondism. 
That  was  not  the  name  by  which  it  was 
known  at  the  time;  it  was  called  Malig¬ 
nancy  by  the  Covenanters,  and  Loyalty 
and  the  like  by  its  professors ;  but  Drum¬ 
mondism  is  the  best  name  for  us,  and  we 
are  quite  entitled  to  introduce  it  into  the 
language  of  this  portion  of  Scottish  His¬ 
tory.  For,  though  Drummond  was  only 
a  private  man,  no  one  had  expressed,  or 
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was  capable  of  expressing,  so  eloquently 
and  energetically  as  he  had  done,  in  his 
“Irene”  and  subsequent  tracts,  the  very 
essence  of  all  the  antipathy  to  the  estab¬ 
lished  order  of  things  existing  anywhere 
among  his  countrymen.  These  tracts 
were,  in  fact,  the  best  unpublished  mani¬ 
festoes,  if  such  a  phrase  may  pass,  of  the 
scattered,  diffused,  and  suppressed  dis¬ 
content.  All  the  disaffected  in  Scotland 
were  virtual  Drummond ists.  So  far  as 
words  went,  Drummond  was  their  univer¬ 
sal  representative.  —  Masson,  David, 
1873,  Drummond  of  Hawthornden,  p .  342. 

His  poetry  lacks  fire  and  force,  and 
emotional  power ;  but  on  the  other  hand, 
he  had  a  cultured  taste,  fancy,  and  a  com¬ 
mand  of  descriptive  imagery.  Some  of 
his  sacred  poems  exhibit  poetical  imagery 
and  an  easy  flow  of  versification.  -Mack¬ 
intosh,  John,  1878-92,  History  of  Civili¬ 
sation  in  Scotland,  vol.  Ill,  p .  366. 

Good  as  are  some  of  the  love-sonnets 
and  madrigals,  Drummond  is  best  where 
he  is  most  serious.  His  deepest  interests 
are  metaphysical  and  religious ;  he  is  for 
ever  taking  refuge  from  the  ills  of  the 
present  in  meditations  on  Death,  Eternity, 
the  Christian  Doctrine.  The  Universe, 
“this  All”  as  he  calls  it,— that  conception 
of  the  earth  with  its  concentric  spheres 
which  belonged  to  the  older  astronomy, 
— is  an  idea  on  which  he  dwells  in  almost 
monotonous  fashion.  The  finest  of  all  his 
writings,  the  prose  tract  called  “The  Cy- 
presse  Grove,  ”  is  a  discourse  upon  Death, 
reminding  us.  as  Mr.  Masson  well  says, 
of  the  best  work  of  Sir  Thomas  Browne ; 
the  most  striking  of  his  poems  are  cer¬ 
tainly  those  where,  as  in  the  sonnet  “For 
the  Baptist,”  he  presents  in  his  own  rich 
language  the  severer  ]>ortions  of  the 
Christian  history,  or  the  inexhaustible 
theme  of  the  shortness  and  the  mystery  of 
life.  What  saves  him  from  becoming 
wearisome  is  partly  the  nobility  of  his 
verse  at  its  best,  its  stateliness  and  sono¬ 
rous  music;  partly  his  evident  sincerity, 
and  his  emancipation,  speaking  generally, 
from  the  evil  influences  that  were  creep¬ 
ing  in  to  corrupt  English  poetry  at  that 
time.— Ward,  Thomas  Humphry,  1880, 
English  Poets ,  vol.  II,  p.  26. 

Drummond  is  a  learned  poet,  and  is  at 
his  best  in  his  sonnets.  Italian  influence 
is  always  perceptible,  and  his  indebted¬ 
ness  to  Guarini  is  very  pronounced.  Yet 


sonnets  like  those  on  “Sleep”  and  the 
“Nightingale”  possess  enough  natural 
grace  and  feeling  to  give  them  immortal¬ 
ity,  and  borrowed  conceits  are  often  so 
cleverly  handled  by  Drummond  that  ho  de¬ 
serves  more  praise  than  their  inventor. 
His  madrigals  show  a  rare  command  of 
difficult  metres,  but  are  less  sprightly 
than  could  be  wished.  The  elegy  on 
Prince  Henry,  which  has  been  compared 
with  “Lycidas,”  is  solemnly  pathetic. 
Drummond  anticipated  Milton  in  using  the 
metre  of  the  “Hymn  of  the  Nativity.”  The 
prose  of  “The  Cypresse-Grove”  is  majes¬ 
tic  and  suggests  Sir  Thomas  Browne,  but 
the  historical  and  political  tracts  are  not 
noticeable  for  their  style.  Drummond’s 
political  epigrams  and  satires  are  dull  and 
often  pointless.  -Lee,  Sidney,  1888, 
Dictionary  of  National  Biography ,  vol. 
xvi,  p.  48. 

His  sonnets,  a  form  in  which  he  is  pe¬ 
culiarly  successful,  approach  more  nearly 
to  perfection  of  rhyme-structure  than 
any  of  those  of  his  contemporaries,  ex¬ 
cept  perhaps  Donne’s;  but  he  is  barely 
able  to  resist  the  tempting  error  of  the 
final  couplet.  One  or  two  long  and  glow¬ 
ing  odes  of  great  merit  he  styles  “songs.” 
This  first  collection  of  his  poems  contains 
many  lyrics  that  are  admirable,  and  few 
that  are  without  dignity  and  skill.  He 
uses  flowers  and  pure  colours  like  a  Tuscan 
painter,  and  strikes  us  as  most  fantastic 
when  he  essays  to  write  in  dispraise  of 
beauty,  since  no  poet  of  his  time  is  so  res¬ 
olute  a  worshipper  of  physical  loveliness 
as  he  is.  In  Drummond’s  voluptuous  and 
gorgeous  verse  there  is  no  trace  of  the 
Elizabethan  naivete  or  dramatic  passion. 
It  is  the  deliberate  poetry  of  an  accom¬ 
plished  scholar-artist. — Gosse,  Edmund, 
1894,  The  Jacobean  Poets ,  p.  103. 

With  one  exception  the  Scottish  poets 
of  mark  of  the  Jacobean  period  were 
something  more  than  simply  men  of  let¬ 
ters.  Courtiers,  statesmen,  or,  as  in  the 
case  of  the  later  Montrose,  soldiers,  the 
main  interests  of  their  lives  lay  in  the 
world  of  action,  and  poetry  was  with  them 
either  the  solace  of  hours  of  retirement 
or  the  outcome  of  experience  gained  in 
active  life.  William  Drummond,  alone  of 
them  all,  can  be  said  to  have  lived  a  life 
devoted  to  the  art  of  poetry.  To  this 
circumstance  may  possibly,  to  some  ex¬ 
tent,  be  attributed  the  fact  that  of  all  the 
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Scottish  poets  of  that  time  he.  without 
question,  holds  the  highest  place.  .  .  . 
Drummond’s  poetry,  though  it  is  limited 
in  range,  was  certainly  the  finest  English 
poetry  of  its  time.  .  .  .  The  chief 

characteristics  of  Drummond's  verse  are 
its  lustrous  beauty  and  its  melodious 
sweetness.  For  these  qualities  it  has 
been  termed  Spenserian,  but  Spenser  was 
not  its  model.  .  .  .  If  he  appears 

to  lack  vigour  and  originality,  as  has 
sometimes  been  said,  that  lack  is  more 
than  atoned  for  by  the  wonderful  sensuous 
richness  and  perfection  of  his  work.  His 
genius,  it  is  true,  seems  to  have  been  un¬ 
fitted  for  the  production  of  any  long- 
sustained  composition,  but  so  also,  later, 
was  the  genius  of  Robert  Burns,  and  it 
may  well  be  doubted  whether  the  yard- 
measure  serves  as  any  very  valuable  cri¬ 
terion  of  poetic  merits.  -Eyre-Todd, 
George,  1895,  Scottish  Poetry  of  the  Seven¬ 
teenth  Century,  pp.  139,  151,  152. 

His  landscape  is  generalised :  Haw- 
thornden  and  its  lovely  scenery  have  no 


distinct  place  in  it.  But  the  passion 
which  burned  in  his  heart  was  true  and 
tender  as  Petrarch’s;  and  this  has  given 
a  vivifying  power,  a  peculiar  colour  to  his 
descriptions. — Palgrave,  Francis  T., 

1896,  Landscape  in  Poetry ,  p.  153. 

The  imagination  of  Drummond  aspires 
to  Spenser’s  rich  standard  of  association 
and  contrast ;  he  has  a  refined  poetic  sen¬ 
suousness  and  delight  in  objective  imag¬ 
ery;  his  sentiment  is  romantic,  melan¬ 
choly,  and  musical ;  but  the  new  subjective 
and  meditative  emotion  which  pervades 
his  verse,  and  a  slight  involuntary  ten¬ 
dency  to  the  new  conceits  and  metaphys¬ 
ical  quiddities  mark  him  also  as  one  of 
the  new  age.— Carpenter,  Frederic  Ives, 

1897,  English  Lyric  Poetry ,  1500-1700, 
Introduction ,  p.  liii. 

Drummond  of  Hawthornden’s  “Forth 
Feasting,”  1617,  bought  by  Ouvry  at 
Sotheby’s  in  1858  for  £8,  15s.  (bound  in 
morocco),  fetched  £60  at  Ouvry’s  sale  in 
1882.— Wheatley,  Henry  B.,  1898, 
Prices  of  Books,  p.  218. 


John  Winthrop 

1588-1649 

John  Winthrop,  colonist,  b.  Edwardston,  near  Groton,  Suffolk,  England,  12  Jan., 
1588.  Studied  at  Cambridge  university.  Succeeded  his  father  as  lord  of  Groton 
Manor.  Gave  up  or  lost  his  position  as  an  attorney  of  the  court  of  wards  in  London, 
perhaps  through  his  non-conformist  sympathies,  and  was  elected  governor  of  the 
Massachusetts  Company,  20  Oct.,  1629.  Sailed  from  Yarmouth  in  the  Arhclla  with 
the  company’s  second  supply,  arriving  at  Salem,  12  June,  1630,  and  bringing  the 
charter  with  him.  Settled  first  at  Charlestown,  but  had  removed  to  Boston  by  Novem¬ 
ber.  Was  active  in  the  banishment  of  the  so-called  Antinomians  in  1637,  holding  that 
the  colony’s  existence  depended  on  its  religious  unity.  Had  previously  taken  part  in 
Roger  Williams’s  banishment,  but  continued  his  private  relations  with  the  founder  of 
Rhode  Island,  and  was  his  life-long  correspondent.  In  1638  saved  the  colony’s  charter, 
which  had  been  called  for  from  England,  by  a  diplomatic  letter  excusing  the  sending 
of  it.  In  1643  headed  the  commissioners  of  Massachusetts  who  met  with  others  from 
the  Plymouth,  Connecticut,  and  New  Haven  colonies  and  formed  the  old  New  England 
Union  and  Confederation,  of  which  Winthrop  was  the  originator  and  first  president. 
Was  elected  governor  of  Massachusetts  eleven  times,  and  held  many  other  important 
offices.  His‘‘Modell  of  Christian  Charity,”  written  on  the  voyage  from  England,  was 
first  printed  by  the  Mass.  Hist.  Society.  The  “History  of  New  England,”  a  fount 
of  information  concerning  events  in  Massachusetts  for  the  period  it  covers,  was  written 
as  a  daily  journal  in  three  manuscript  volumes.  Of  these  the  first  two  were  copied 
and  printed  in  1790.  On  the  discovery  of  the  third  in  the  tower  of  the  old  South 
church  in  1816,  the  whole  work  was  edited  and  printed  by  James  Savage  in  1825-6 
(revised  ed.  1853).  ‘‘Life  and  Letters,”  by  Robert  C.  Winthrop,  appeared  in  1866. 
Winthrop’s  speech  defining  civil  liberty,  made  after  his  acquital  from  charges  of  un¬ 
duly  exercising  his  power  as  a  magistrate,  has  become  a  classic.  Died,  Boston,  Mass., 
26  Mar.,  1649. —  Stedmax,  ARTHUR,  1890,  A  Library  of  American  Literature .  Short 
Biographies ,  vol.  XI,  p.  611. 
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Upon  this  occasion  we  are  now  to  attend 
to  this  duty  for  a  governour.  .  .  . 

who  has  been  unto  us  a  brother ;  not 
usurping  authority  over  the  church;  often 
speaking  his  advice,  and  often  contra¬ 
dicted,  even  by  young  men,  and  some  of 
low  degree  ;  yet  not  replying,  but  offering 
satisfaction  also  when  any  supposed  of¬ 
fences  have  arisen  ;  a  governour  who  has 
been  unto  us  as  a  mother,  parent-like  dis¬ 
tributing  his  goods  to  brethren  and  neigh¬ 
bours  at  his  first  coming ;  and  gently  bear¬ 
ing  our  infirmities  without  taking  notice 
of  them.— Mather,  Cotton,  1649,  Ser¬ 
mon. 

Governor  Winthrop  had  five  sons  living 
at  the  time  of  his  decease,  all  of  whom, 
notwithstanding  the  reduction  of  his  for¬ 
tune,  acquired  and  possessed  large  prop¬ 
erty,  and  were  persons  of  eminence.  The 
high  reputation  of  the  first  Governor  of 
Massachusetts,  has  been  well  sustained  by 
succeeding  generations  of  his  family;  and 
no  name,  perhaps,  in  the  history  of  New 
England  has  been  more  richly  adorned  by 
exalted  public  and  private  character,  or 
more  generally  respected,  than  that  of 
■Vinthrop. — Moore,  Jacob,  1848,  Lives 
jf  the  Governors  of  New  Plymouth  and  Mas¬ 
sachusetts  Bay,  p.  272. 

Certain  is  it  that,  among  the  millions 
of  living  men  descended  from  those  whom 
he  ruled,  there  is  not  one  who  does  not  — 
through  efficient  influences,  transmitted 
in  society  and  in  thought  along  the  inter¬ 
vening  generations— owe  much  of  what  is 
best  within  him  and  in  the  circumstances 
about  him  to  the  benevolent  and  coura¬ 
geous  wisdom  of  John  Winthrop. — Pal¬ 
frey.  John  Gorham,  1860,  History  of 
New  England ,  vol.  II,  p.  266. 

Born  at  Groton,  in  Suffolk,  of  a  family 
honored  in  that  neighborhood  for  its  high 
character  and  its  wealth,  he  had  been 
trained  to  the  law,  as  his  father  and 
his  grandfather  had  been  before  him.  He 
was  a  man  of  good  books  and  of  good 
manners;  catholic  in  opinion  and  sym¬ 
pathy;  a  deeply  conscientious  man;  not 
willing  that  his  life  should  be  a  thing  of 
extemporized  policies  and  make-shifts, 
but  building  it  up  clear  from  the  founda¬ 
tion  on  solid  principle.  .  .  .  The 

native  qualities  of  the  man  were  lofty, 
self-respecting,  grave;  by  culture  and 
habit  he  expressed  himself  spontaneously 


in  dignified  and  calm  words;  and  at  times 
when  the  thought  lifted  him,  he  rose  to  a 
stately  unconscious  eloquence.  He  was 
no  artist,  only  a  thinker  and  a  doer. 
Of  course  he  never  aimed  at  effect. 
His  moral  qualities  are  plainly  stamped 
upon  his  manner  of  expression  -moder¬ 
ation,  disinterestedness,  reverence,  pity, 
dignity,  love  of  truth  and  of  justice. 
The  prevailing  tone  is  judicial:  be  tells 
the  truth  squarely,  even  against  himself. 
The  greatest  incidents  in  the  life  of  the 
colony  are  reported  ;  also  the  least.  The 
pathos,  and  heroism,  and  pettiness  of 
their  life,  all  are  here. — Tyler,  Moses 
Coit,  1878,  A  History  of  American  Liter¬ 
ature,  1607-1676,  vol.  i,  pp.  129,  131. 

His  public  statues  in  Boston  and  in  the 
National  Capital  present  him  with  the 
Holy  Bible  in  one  hand  and  the  Charter  of 
Massachusetts  in  the  other.  No  emblem¬ 
atic  expression  could  be  more  true. 
Without  question  he  was  primarily  a  man 
of  religion.  To  himself  the  main  purport 
of  the  work  he  wrought  was  religious.  In 
his  eyes  Massachusetts  was  ever,  before 
all  things  else,  a  Church.  The  State  was  for 
the  sake  of  the  Church,  incident  and  subor¬ 
dinate  toit.  And  this  probably  is  the  reason 
why  he  so  quietly  accepted  and  adjusted 
himself  to  changes  in  the  interior  civil 
polity  of  the  commonwealth  that  were  ad¬ 
verse  to  his  judgment.  They  concerned  the 
secondary  interest.  While  in  his  political 
principles  he  was  liberal  in  that  large  sense 
in  which  Puritanism  was  liberal,  in  his 
practical  view  of  government,  as  between 
aristocracy  and  democracy  he  inclined  to 
the  former.  Yet  his  temper  was  such  as  to 
make  him  a  potent  mediator  between  the 
aristocratic  and  democratic  elements  that 
were  ever  in  conflict  around  him.  By  the 
moderating  influence  of  his  self-control, 
humility,  disinterestedness,  patriotism, 
the  strife  of  rival  parties  was  again  and 
again  so  restrained  as  to  save  the  State 
from  serious  detriment.  In  this  respect 
he  was  a  prototype  of  Abraham  Lincoln. 
The  particular  service  with  which,  above 
all  his  contemporaries,  he  stands  identified 
is  that  of  the  defence  of  the  Charter. 
Which  is  to  say  that  he  was  the  pre¬ 
eminent  representative  in  the  Massachu¬ 
setts  colony  of  the  idea  of  independent 
self-government.  —  Twitchell,  Joseph 
Hopkins,  1891,  John  Winthrop  (Makers 
of  America ),  p.  232. 
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Winthrop’s  own  personality  comes  out 
well  in  his  Journal.  He  was  a  born  leader 
of  men,  a  conditor  imperii,  just,  moder¬ 
ate,  patient,  wise. — Beers,  Henry  A., 
1895,  Initial  Studies  in  American  Letters , 

p.  26. 

JOURNAL 

The  antiquarian  considered  it  a  God¬ 
send,  and  the  lovers  of  American  litera¬ 
ture  at  large  were  much  delighted  at  this 
discovery.  Here  was  something  authen- 
tick  ;  a  history  written  day  by  dav,  as  the 
events  transpired,  by  one  who  knew  the 
whole  matter,  and  in  which  he  acted  no 
small  part :  a  journal  not  written  to  please 
any  set  of  men,  or  to  assist  the  designs 
of  a  party. — Knapp,  Samuel  L.,  1829, 
Lectures  on  American  Literature,  p.  46. 

The  Massachusetts  Company  proper, 
with  their  charter,  had  not  left  their  final 
anchorage  at  the  Cowes,  near  the  Isle  of 
Wight,  in  1630,  before  the  governor  of 
that  colony-  John  Winthrop— had  made 
the  first  entry  in  a  journal  or  history,  which 
heeontinued  fromday  to  day.and  from  year 
to  year,  until  his  death  in  1648-9.  That 
work,  too,  remained  in  perishable  manu¬ 
script  for  a  century  and  a  half.  The  orig¬ 
inal  was  in  three  volumes;  the  first  two 
of  which  were  printed,  for  the  first  time, 
at  Hartford,  in  1790,  from  an  inaccurate 
copy,  which  had  been  commenced  by  Gov¬ 
ernor  Trumbull,  with  a  preface  and  dedi¬ 
cation  by  the  great  lexicographer,  Noah 
Webster,  who  subsequently  confessed  that 
he  had  never  even  read  the  original  man¬ 
uscript.  It  remained  for  one  whom  we 
now  recognize,  since  the  death  of  our  vet¬ 
eran  Quincy,  as  the  venerable  senior  mem¬ 
ber  of  our  Society,  and  its  former  Presi¬ 
dent, — James  Savage, — to  decipher  and 
annotate  and  edit  the  whole;  for  lo!  in 
1816,  the  third  volume,  of  which  nothing 
had  been  seen  or  heard  for  more  than  sixty 
years,  turned  up  in  the  tower  of  the  Old 
South  Meeting-house!  The  Rev.  Thomas 
Prince,  the  pastor  of  that  church,  who 
kept  his  library  in  that  tower,  and  is 
known  to  have  had  all  three  of  the  vol¬ 
umes  in  1755,  died  without  returning  this 
third  volume  to  the  family  of  the  author, 
from  whom  I  have  the  best  reason  to  think 
they  were  all  borrowed.  And  so  in  1825- 
6,  one  hundred  and  ninety-five  years  after 
that  first  entry,  on  that  Easter  Monday, 
while  the  “Arabella”  was  “riding  at  the 
Cowes,”  these  annals  of  the  first  nineteen 


years  of  the  Massachusetts  colony  were 
published  in  a  correct  and  complete  form. 
But  as  if  to  illustrate  the  risks  to  which 
they  had  been  so  long  exposed,  and  to  sig¬ 
nalize  the  perils  they  had  so  providentially 
escaped,  one  of  the  original  volumes  was 
destroyed  by  a  memorable  fire  in  Court 
Street,  before  Mr.  Savage  had  finished  the 
laborious  corrections  and  annotations  to 
which  he  had  devoted  himself. —  Winthrop, 
Robert  C.,  1869,  Massachusetts  and  Its 
Early  Historg,  Addresses  and  Speeches,  p.  18. 

Is  a  treasure  beyond  price  among  our 
early  historic  memorials.  .  .  .  For 

almost  twenty  years  the  story  went  for¬ 
ward,  from  1630  until  a  few  weeks  before 
the  writer’s  death  in  1649.  It  is  quite 
evident  that  Winthrop  wrote  what  he  did 
with  the  full  purpose  of  having  it  published 
as  a  history;  but  he  wrote  it  amid  the 
hurry  and  weariness  of  his  unloitering 
life,  with  no  anxiety  about  style,  with  no 
other  purpose  than  to  tell  the  truth  in 
plain  and  honest  fashion. — Tyler,  Moses 
Coit,  1878,  A  History  of  American  Liter 
ature,  1607-1676,  vol.  i,  pp.  130,  131. 

These  journals,  by  the  most  promine 
men  in  the  two  colonies,  naturally  inv: 
comparison.  Bradford’s  work  is  without 
doubt  the  better  of  the  two.  It  is  read¬ 
able,  and  its  literary  style  is  excellent. 
Winthrop’s  history  is  dull  and  often  un¬ 
readable.  ,  It  has  more  historical  value 
than  Bradford’s,  simply  because  the  Col¬ 
ony  of  Massachusetts  Bay  became  of  more 
importance  than  the  Plymouth  Plantation. 
Winthrop  delights  in  recording  miracles, 
apparitions,  and  monstrosities.  He  dwells 
on  the  darker  side  of  Puritanism,  while 
Bradford  constantly  aims  to  display  its 
brighter  phases.  Winthrop’s  history  has 
proved  a  rich  mine  for  later  writers. 
Hawthorne  probably  conceived  of  his 
“Scarlet  Letter”  while  perusing  its  pages. 
— Pattee,  Fred  Lewis,  1896,  A  History 
of  American  Literature ,  p.  31. 

The  “Journal,”  to  give  it  its  original 
and  appropriate  title,  is  an  invaluable 
document,  no  less  for  its  historical  detail 
than  as  a  revelation  of  puritan  modes  of 
thought  and  administration. — Seccombe, 
Thomas,  1900,  Dictionary  of  National  Bi¬ 
ography,  vol.  lxii,  p.  230. 

GENERAL 

The  author  of  two  works :  “A  Model  of 
Christian  Charity,”  written  on  board  the 


no 
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Arabella,  on  the  Atlantic  Ocean;  and  “A 
Journal  of  the  Public  Occurrences  in  the 
Massachusetts  Colony.”  ....  Its 
value  as  an  original  historical  document 
is  extremely  great.  It  is  entitled  to  con¬ 
sideration  also  for  its  literary  merits. — 
Hart,  John  S.,  1872,  A  Manual  of  Amer¬ 
ican  Literature ,  p.  34. 

Governor  John  Winthrop’s  “History  of 
New  England”  is,  on  the  whole,  less 
graphic  and  picturesque  than  Governor 
William  Bradford’s  “History  of  Plymouth 
Plantation;”  but  it  has  a  smoother  and 
more  finished  style.  .  .  .  Winthrop’s 

best  treatise,  “A  Model  of  Christian  Char¬ 
ity,”  written  on  shipboard,  need  not  long 
detain  the  literary  student.  It  was  one 


of  the  many  religious  tracts  produced 
during  the  Puritan  revival  in  England  and 
America,  and  it  surpassed  some  of  its  fel¬ 
lows  in  spirit  and  execution.  .  .  . 

Winthrop  was  an  intelligent  man,  and 
familiar  with  some  part  of  the  English  lit¬ 
erature  of  his  day ;  thus  he  called  George 
Wither  “our  modern  spirit  of  poetry;” 
and  he  did  not  do  discredit  to  the  general 
spirit  of  intelligence  which  pervaded  the 
Puritan  movement.  His  letters  even 
those  of  affection— were  written  in  a 
somewhat  stately  style,  and  abounded  in 
religious  allusions  and  Biblical  quotations. 
—Richardson,  Charles  F.,  1887,  Amer¬ 
ican  Literature ,  1607-1885,  vol.  i,  pp.  89, 
91. 


Richard  Crashaw 
1613 ?-l 649 

Richard  Crashaw,  religious  poet,  was  bom  in  London  about  1613,  the  only  son  of 
the  Puritan  poet  and  clergyman,  William  Crashaw,  (1572-1626).  From  the  Charter- 
house  he  proceeded  in  1631  to  Pembroke  Hall,  Cambridge,  and  in  1637  became  a  fellow 
of  Peterhouse.  His  Catholic  leanings  prevented  him  from  receiving  Anglican  orders, 
and  in  1644  he  lost  his  fellowship  for  refusing  to  take  the  Covenant.  He  went  to 
Paris,  embraced  Catholicism,  and  suffered  great  distress,  until  after  1646,  through 
Cowley,  he  was  introduced  to  Queen  Henrietta  Maria,  who  recommended  him  at  Rome ; 
and  in  April  1649  he  became  a  sub-canon  at  Loretto,  but  died  four  months  after¬ 
wards.  In  1634  Crashaw  published  a  volume  of  Latin  poems  Epigrammatum  Sacroium 
Liber  (2d  ed.  1670),  in  which  occurs  the  famous  line  on  the  miracle  at  Cana :  “ Kympha 
pudica  Deum  vidit  et  erubuiV ’  (the  modest  water  saw  its  God  and  blushed) ;  in  1646 
appeared  his  “Steps  to  the  Temple,”  republished  at  Paris  in  1652,  under  the  title 
“Carmen  deo  Nostro,”  with  12  vignette  engravings  designed  by  Crashaw.  His  works 
have  been  edited  by  Turnbull  (1858),  Grosart  (1872),  and  Tutin  (Hull,  1893). — 
Patrick  and  Groome,  eds.,  1897,  Chambers’s  Biographical  Dictionary ,  p.  258. 

Car  was  but  he  that  enter’d  as  a  friend 
With  whom  he  shar'd  his  thoughtes,  and  did 
commend 

{While  yet  he  lin’d)  this  worke;  they  lou’d 


PERSONAL 

His  faith  perhaps  in  some  nice  tenets  might 
Be  wrong;  his  life,  I’m  sure.was  in  the  right. 
And  I  myself  a  Catholic  will  be, 

So  fnr  at  least,  great  Saint,  to  pray  to  thee. 
Hail  bard  triumphant!  and  some  care  bestow 
On  us,  the  poets  militant  below! 

And  when  my  Muse  soars  with  so  strong  a 
wing, 

’Twill  learn  of  things  divine,  and  first  of 
thee,  to  sing. 

— Cowley,  Abraham,  1650,  On  the  Death 
of  Mr.  Crashaw. 

Was  Car  then  Crasliawe;  or  was  Crnshawo 
Car, 

Since  both  within  one  name  combined  are? 
Yes,  Car 's  Crawshawe,  he  Car;  ’tislouo  alone 
Which  melts  two  harts,  of  both  composing 
one. 

So  Crnshaw’s  still  the  same :  so  mnch  desired 
By  strongest  witts;  so  honor’d,  so  admired; 


each  other: 

Sweete  Crashawe  was  his  friend;  he  Cra 
sliawe's  brother. 

So  Car  hath  title  then;  ’tsvas  his  inteut 
That  what  his  riches  pen’d,  poore  Car  should 
print ; 

Nor  feares  he  checke,  praysing  that  happie 
one 

Who  was  belou’d  by  all ;  disprais’d  by  none: 
To  witt,  being  pleas’d  with  all  things,  he 
pleas’d  all, 

Nor  would  be  giue,  nor  take  offence. 

—Car,  Thomas,  1652,  ed.  Carmen  Deo 
Nostro. 

If  Crashaw  was  not  generally  popular, 
and  if  his  detractors  malignantly  defamed 
him  as  a  “small  poet,”  a  “slip  of  the 
times,  ”  and  as  a  “peevish,  silly  seeker, 
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who  glided  away  from  his  principles  in  a 
poetical  vein  of  fancy  and  an  impertinent 
curiosity,”  he  enjoyed,  on  the  other  hand, 
the  praise  of  some  applauded  men,  and  a 
genera!  ‘‘sweet  savour”  of  renown  in  his 
day  and  generation.  He  is  said  to  have 
been  a  universal  scholar— versed  in  the 
Hebrew,  Greek,  Latin.  Spanish,  and  Italian 
languages  -to  have  made  the  Grecian  and 
Homan  poets  his  study— and  to  have  pos¬ 
sessed,  besides,  the  accomplishments  of 
music,  drawing,  engraving,  and  painting. 
In  his  habits,  too,  he  was  temperate  to 
severity;  indeed,  had  he  not  been  so,  his 
poetry  would  have  sunk  from  a  panegyric 
on  God  into  a  bitter,  unintentional  satire 
on  himself. — Gilfillax,  Geqrge,  1857, 
ed.  The  Poetical  H'orAs  of  Richard 
Crashaw,  p.  vii. 

His  position  in  history,  his  manhood 
spent  in  the  last  years  of  the  reign  of 
"Thorough,”  and  in  the  very  forefront  of 
the  crisis,  give  him  a  greater  claim  upon 
us  than  Herbert,  who  died  before  Laud 
succeeded  to  the  Primacy,  or  Vaughan, 
who  was  still  a  boy  when  Strafford  was 
executed.  There  are  many  other  points 
of  view  from  which  Crashaw  is  of  special 
interest;  his  works  present  the  only  im¬ 
portant  contribution  to  English  literature 
made  by  a  pronounced  Catholic,  embody¬ 
ing  Catholic  doctrine,  during  the  whole  of 
the  seventeenth  century,  while  as  a  poet, 
although  extremely  unequal,  he  rises,  at 
his  best,  to  a  mounting  fervour  which  is 
quite  electrical,  and  hardly  rivalled  in  its 
kind  before  or  since.  Nor  is  the  story  of 
his  life,  brief  and  vague  though  its  out¬ 
line  may  be,  unworthy  of  having  inspired, 
as  it  has  evidently  done,  that  noble  ro¬ 
mance  of  "John  Inglesant”  which  all  the 
world  has  been  reading  with  so  much 
curiosity  and  delight.— Gosse,  Edmund, 
1883,  Seventeenth-Century  Studies,  p.  143. 

GENERAL 

I  take  this  poet  to  have  writ  like  a 
gentleman,  that  is,  at  leisure  hours,  and 
more  to  keep  out  of  idleness  than  to  estab¬ 
lish  a  reputation,  so  that  nothing  regular 
or  just  can  be  expected  from  him. — Pope, 
Alexander,  1710,  Letter  to  H.  Cromwell , 
Dec.  17,  Pope's  Works,  ed.  Courthope  and 
Elwin,  vol.  vi. 

Crashawe  possessed  the  requisites  of  a 
genuine  poet,  enthusiasm  and  sublimity; 
but  he  never  undertook  any  grand  or 


original  work.— Drake,  Nathan,  1798, 
Literary  Hours ,  No.  xxviii. 

Crashaw  formed  his  3tyle  on  the  most 
quaint  and  conceited  school  of  Italian 
poetry,  that  of  Marino;  and  there  is  a 
prevalent  harshness  and  strained  expres¬ 
sion  in  his  verses ;  but  there  are  also  many 
touches  of  beauty  and  solemnity,  and  the 
strength  of  his  thoughts  sometimes  ap¬ 
pears  even  in  their  distortion.— Camp¬ 
bell,  Thomas,  1819,  Specimens  of  the 
British  Poets. 

Crashaw  was  a  hectic  enthusiast  in 
religion  and  in  poetry,  and  erroneous  in 
both. — Hazlitt,  William,  1820,  Lectures 
on  the  Literature  of  the  Age  of  Elizabeth. 

These  verses  were  ever  present  to  my 
mind  whilst  writing  the  second  part  of 
"Christabel”  ;  if  indeed,  by  some  subtle 
process  of  the  mind,  they  did  not  suggest 
the  first  thought  of  the  whole  poem. — 
Coleridge,  Samuel  Taylor,  1836,  Letters 
and  Conversation. 

I  can  only  mention  to  you  Quarles,  .* 
great  favorite  with  my  uncle  Southey,  a 
Crashaw,  whose  sacred  poetry  I  think  mo 
truly  poetical  than  any  other,  except  M 
ton  and  Dante.  I  asked  Mr.  Wordswoi 
what  he  thought  of  it,  and  whether  he  dia 
not  admire  it ;  to  which  he  responded  very 
warmly.  My  father,  I  recollect,  admired 
Crashaw;  but  then  neither  Quarles  nor 
Crashaw  would  be  much  liked  by  the 
modern  general  reader.  They  would  be 
thought  queer  and  extravagant. — Cole¬ 
ridge,  Sara,  1847,  Memoir  and  Letters, 
p.  320. 

Had  Milton,  before  leaving  Christ’s 
College,  become  acquainted  with  the 
younger  versifier  of  Pembroke,  and  read 
his  "Music's  Duel,”  his  "Elegies  on  the 
Death  of  Mr.  Herrys,  ”  and  such  other 
pieces  of  verse,  original  or  translated,  as 
he  then  had  to  show,  he  would  have  found 
in  them  a  sensuous  beauty  of  style  and 
sweetness  of  rhythm  quite  to  his  taste. 

.  .  On  the  whole,  there  was  a  richer 

vein  of  poetical  genius  in  Crashaw  than  in 
Herbert.  .  .  .  Apart  from  the  modified 
intellectual  assent  expressly  accorded  by 
Donne,  by  Ferrar,  and  by  others,  to  some 
of  the  Catholic  doctrines  which  Crashaw 
seems  to  have  made  his  spiritual  diet,  we 
trace  a  more  occult  effect  of  the  same  in¬ 
fluence  in  a  rhetorical  peculiarity  common 
to  many  of  the  writers  of  this  theological 
school.  We  cannot  define  the  peculiarity 
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better  than  by  saying  that  it  consists  in  a 
certain  flowing  effeminacy  of  expression, 
a  certain  languid  sensualism  of  faacy,  or, 
to  be  still  more  particular,  an  almost 
cloying  use  of  the  words,  “sweet,” 
“dear,”  and  their  cognates,  in  reference 
to  all  kinds  of  objects. — Masson,  David, 
1858,  The  Life  of  John  Milton,  vol.  I,  ch. 
vi. 

As  a  poet,  his  works  have  ever  been  ap¬ 
preciated  by  those  most  qualified  to  decide 
upon  their  sterling  beauties,  and  have 
suggested  to  others  (too  frequently  with¬ 
out  acknowledgment)  some  of  their  finest 
imageries.  In  every  volume  of  any  pre¬ 
tensions  to  taste,  designed  to  offer  speci¬ 
mens  of  English  poetry,  extracts  are  to  be 
found;  yet,  with  the  exception  of  being 
partially,  and  by  no  means  accurately, 
printed  in  the  bulky  and  inconvenient  col¬ 
lections  of  Chalmers  and  Anderson,  it  is 
somewhat  remarkable  that,  in  an  age 
when  familiarity  with  our  Old  English 
Authors  is  so  eagerly  sought,  a  full  re¬ 
print  should  have  been  deferred  till  now. 
—  Turnbull,  William  B.,  1858,  ed., 
Complete  Works  of  Richard  Crashaw,  Pre¬ 
liminary  Observations,  p.  x. 

Having  said  so  much  on  this  subject,  I 
fear  I  cannot  point  out  as  much  in  detail 
as  I  would  wish,  a  very  striking  peculiarity 
in  Crashaw’s  lyrical  poems  which  seems 
deserving  of  special  attention.  I  refer  to 
the  extraordinary  resemblance  both  in 
structure,  sentiment,  and  occasionally  in 
expression,  which  many  passages  (that  are 
comparatively  less  spoiled  than  others  by 
the  prevailing  bad  taste  of  Crashaw’s  time) 
bear  to  the  lyrics  of  that  first  of  England’s 
poeMyrists, — I  of  course  mean  Shelley. 
Strange  as  it  may  appear,  there  are  many 
things  in  common  between  them.  They 
both,  at  great  personal  sacrifices,  and 
with  equal  disinterestedness,  embraced 
what  they  conceived  to  be  the  truth. 
Fortunately,  in  Crashaw’s  case,  Truth  and 
Faith  were  synonymous;  unhappily  with 
Shelley  the  Abnegation  of  Faith  seemed  to 
be  of  more  importance  than  the  reception 
of  any  tangible  or  intelligible  substitute. 
Both  were  persecuted,  neglected,  and  mis¬ 
understood;  and  both  terminated  their 
brief  lives,  at  about  the  same  age,  on  op¬ 
posite  shores  of  the  same  beautiful  coun¬ 
try,  whither  even  at  that  early  period 
"The  Swans  of  Albion”  had  begun  to  re¬ 
sort,  there  perchance  in  a  moment  of  peace 


to  sing  one  immortal  death-song,  and  so 
die.— M’Carthv,  D.  F.,  1858,  Crashaw 
and  Shelley,  Notes  and  Queries,  June  5,  2d 
Scries,  vol.  5,  p.  449. 

He  is  perhaps,  after  Donne,  the  greatest 
of  these  religious  poets  of  the  early  part 
of  the  seventeenth  century.  He  belongs 
in  manner  to  the  same  school  with  Donne 
and  Herrick,  and  in  his  lighter  pieces  he 
ha3  much  of  their  lyrical  sweetness  and 
delicacy ;  but  there  is  often  a  force  and 
even  occasionally  what  may  be  called  a 
grandeur  of  imagination  in  his  more  solemn 
poetry  which  Herrick  never  either  reaches 
or  aspires  to. — Craik,  (lEORCE  L.,  1861, 
A  Compendious  History  of  English  Litera¬ 
ture  and  of  the  English  Language,  vol.  n, 

p.  20. 

Like  "charity”  for  “love,”  the  word 
“sensuous”  has  deteriorated  in  our  day. 
It  is,  I  fear,  more  than  in  sound  and  root 
confused  with  “sensual,”  in  its  base  ap¬ 
plication.  I  use  it  as  Milton  did,  in  the 
well-known  passage  when  he  defined 
Poetry  to  be  "simple,  sensuous,  and  pas¬ 
sionate ;”  and  I  qualify  "sensuousness” 
with  "imaginative, ”  that  I  may  express 
our  Poet’s  peculiar  gift  of  looking  at 
everything  with  a  full,  open,  penetrative 
eye,  yet  through  his  imagination  ;  his  im¬ 
agination  not  being  as  spectacles  (col¬ 
oured)  astride  the  nose,  but  as  a  light  of 
white  glory  all  over  his  intellect  and  en¬ 
tire  faculties.  Only  Wordsworth  and 
Shelley,  and  recently  Kossetti  and  Jean 
Ingelow  are  comparable  with  him  in  this. 
You  can  scarcely  err  in  opening  on  any 
page  in  your  out-look  for  it. — (Irosart, 
Alexander  B.,  1873,  ed.,  The  Complete 
Works  of  Richard  Crashaw,  vol.  II,  p.  lxii. 

Crashaw  is  full  of  diffuseness  and  repe¬ 
tition  ;  in  the  "Wishes  for  his  Mistress”  he 
puts  in  every  fantastic  way  possible  the 
hope  that  she  will  not  paint;  often  the 
variations  are  so  insignificant  that  he  can 
hardly  have  read  the  poem  through  before 
sending  it  to  press.  ...  He  spins 
the  23rd  psalm  into  three  dozen  couplets. 
The  Stabat  Mater  is  very  far  from  being 
the  severest  of  mediaeval  hymns,  but 
there  is  no  appropriateness  in  Crashaw’s 
own  title  for  his  paraphrase  “A  Pathetical 
descant  on  the  devout  Plain  Song  of  the 
Church,  ”  as  though  he  were  a  pianist  per¬ 
forming  variations  upon  a  classical  air. 
He  extemporises  at  ease  in  his  rooms  at 
Peterhouse,  then  the  ritualistic  college  of 
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Cambridge.  Like  Herbert  lie  was  a  piece 
of  a  courtier,  but  he  did  not  go  to  court  to 
seek  his  fortune,  he  found  nothing  there 
but  materials  for  a  sketch  of  the  sup¬ 
posed  mistress  who  never  disturbed  his 
pious  vigils. — SlMCOX,  G.  A.,  1880,  Eng¬ 
lish.  Rocts,  ed.  Ward,  pp.  195,  196. 

Crashaw  had  the  softened  fire  of  South- 
well  with  the  placid  sweetness  of  Habing- 
ton.  He  possessed  a  wider  range  than 
either  of  them ;  the  fact  that  he  was  at  his 
best  in  paraphrases  shows  that  he  did  not 
own  the  force  and  power  which  Habington 
had  in  less  degree  than  Southwell,  or  that 
his  fluency  of  diction  and  copiousness  of 
imagery  easily  led  him  to  ornament  the 
work  of  others  rather  than  to  carve  out 
his  own. — lie  an,  Maurice  Francis,  1880- 
89,  Lectures  on  English  Literature,  p.  87. 

But  if  the  azure  cherubim  of  introspec¬ 
tion  are  the  dominant  muses  of  English 
sacred  verse,  the  flame-coloured  seraph  of 
worship  reigns  in  that  of  Crashaw.  He 
has  made  himself  familiar  with  all  the 
amorous  phraseology  of  the  Catholic 
metaphysicians ;  he  has  read  the  passionate 
canticles  of  St.  John  of  the  Cross,  the 
books  of  the  Carmelite  nun,  St.  Teresa, 
and  all  the  other  rosy  and  fiery  contribu¬ 
tions  to  ecclesiastical  literature  laid  by 
Spain  at  the  feet  of  the  Pope  during  the 
closing  decades  of  the  sixteenth  century. 
The  virginal  courage  and  ardour  of  St. 
Teresa  inspire  Crashaw  with  his  loveliest 
and  most  faultless  verses.  ...  He 
is  the  solitary  representative  of  the  poetry 
of  Catholic  psychology  which  England  pos¬ 
sessed  until  our  own  days ;  and  Germany 
has  one  no  less  unique  in  Friedrich  Spe. 
— Gosse,  Edmund,  1883,  Seventeenth-Cen¬ 
tury  Studies,  pp.  153,  154. 

Crashaw’ s  verse  is  marked  by  some  of 
the  highest  qualities  of  poetry.  He  has 
strong  affinities  to  two  of  our  great  nine¬ 
teenth-century  poets;  he  has  the  rich  im¬ 
agination  and  sensuousness  of  Keats,  and 
the  subtlety  of  thought  and  exquisite 
lyrical  flow  of  Shelley.  Crashaw  is  es¬ 
sentially  a  sacred  poet,  and,  compared 
with  George  Herbert,  is  his  superior, 
judged  from  the  purely  poetic  standpoint. 
Herbert  is,  in  a  limited  degree,  a  popular 
poet ;  Crashaw  is  not,  and  has  never  been 
so.  One  of  the  reasons  for  this  is  (prob¬ 
ably)  the  taste  for  artificial  poetry  of  the 
school  of  Waller,  Dryden,  Pope,  &c., 
during  the  seventeenth  and  eighteenth 


centuries.  The  fact  of  his  being  a  Catholic 
would  also  deter  many  readers  from  study¬ 
ing  his  works ;  but,  poetical  thought  now 
being  wider,  and  religious  intolerance 
almost  a  thing  of  the  past,  it  may  be  hoped 
that  Crashaw  will  soon  receive  the  recog¬ 
nition  which  is  his  due. —  Tutin,  J.  R., 
1887,  erf..  Poems  of  Rickard  Crashaw , 
Preface,  p.  viii. 

There  is  not  in  his  work  the  slightest 
sign  of  the  exercise  of  any  critical  faculty 
before,  during,  or  after  production.  His 
masterpiece,  one  of  the  most  astonishing 
things  in  English  or  any  other  literature, 
comes  without  warning  at  the  end  of  “The 
Flaming  Heart.”  For  page  after  page 
the  poet  has  been  poorly  playing  on  some 
trifling  conceits  suggested  by  the  picture 
of  Saint  Theresa  and  a  seraph.  First  he 
thinks  the  painter  ought  to  have  changed 
the  attributes;  then  he  doubts  whether  a 
lesser  change  will  not  do;  and  always  he 
treats  his  subject  in  a  vein  of  grovelling 
and  grotesque  conceit  which  the  boy  Dry¬ 
den  in  the  stage  of  his  elegy  on  Lord 
Hastings  would  have  disdained.  And  then 
in  a  moment,  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye, 
without  warning  of  any  sort,  the  metre 
changes,  the  poet’s  inspiration  catches 
fire,  and  there  rushes  up  into  the  heaven 
of  poetry  this  marvellous  rocket  of  song. 

.  .  .  Often,  as  in  verse  after  verse  of 

“The  Weeper,”  it  has  an  unearthly  deli¬ 
cacy  and  witchery  which  only  Blake,  in  a 
few  snatches,  has  ever  equalled  ;  while  at 
other  times  the  poet  seems  to  invent,  in 
the  most  casual  and  unthinking  fashion, 
new  metrical  effects  and  new  jewelries  of 
diction  which  the  greatest  lyric  poets 
since — Coleridge,  Shelley,  Lord  Tennyson, 
Mr.  Swinburne — have  rather  deliberately 
imitated  than  spontaneously  recovered. 
Yet  to  all  this  charm  there  is  no  small 
drawback.  The  very  maddest  and  most 
methodless  of  the  “Metaphysicals”  cannot 
touch  Crashaw  in  his  tasteless  use  of 
conceits.— Saintsbury,  George,  1887, 
History  of  Elizabethan  Literature,  pp.  364, 
369 

Crashaw's  sacred  poems  breathe  a  pas¬ 
sionate  fervour  of  devotion,  which  finds 
its  outlet  in  imagery  of  a  richness  seldom 
surpassed  in  our  language. 

Diffuseness  and  intricate  conceit,  which 
at  times  become  grotesque,  are  the  defects 
of  Crashaw’s  poetry.  His  metrical  ef¬ 
fects,  often  magnificent,  are  very  unequal. 
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He  has  little  of  the  simple  tenderness 
of  Herbert,  whom  he  admired,  and  to 
whom  he  acknowledged  his  indebtedness. 
— Lee,  Sidney,  188S,  Dictionary  of  Na¬ 
tional  Biography,  vol.  XIII.  pp.  35,  36. 

Crashaw  represents  sensuous  Mysticism 
.  .  .  .  Like  Quarles,  (though  not  to 

the  same  degree),  he  quits  the  ideal  point 
of  view,  the  high  Platonic  aether.  We 
cannot  say  of  him,  as  has  been  said  of 
that  “Son  of  Light,”  Origen,  the  great 
founder  of  Christian  Mysticism,  that  he 
“is  never  betrayed  into  the  imagery  of 
earthly  passion  used  by  the  monastic  writ¬ 
ers,  ”  and  which  also  marked  the  style  of 
the  Italian  Marino,  from  whose  “Herod” 
Crashaw  has  left  a  brilliant  paraphrase. 
Yet  this  mode  of  feeling  has  its  place; 
it  also  demands  and  deserves  its  com¬ 
partment  in  a  Sacred  Anthology.  Cra¬ 
shaw ’s  work  in  poetry,  as  a  whole,  is 
incomplete  and  irregular;  Pope,  whilst 
praising  him,  was  correct  in  recognizing 
that  he  was  an  amateur  rather  than  an 
artist.  It  was  the  same  with  Marvell :  — 
neither,  one  would  say,  did  justice  to  his 
fine  natural  gift.  But  Crashaw  has  a 
charm  so  unique,  an  imagination  so  nimble 
and  subtle,  phrases  of  such  sweet  and 
passionate  felicity,  that  readers  who  .  . 

.  turn  to  his  little  book,  will  find  them- 
selves  surprised  and  delighted,  in  pro¬ 
portion  to  their  sympathetic  sense  of 
Poetry,  when  touched  to  its  rarer  and  finer 
issues.  -Palgrave,  Francis  Turner, 
1889,  The  Treasury  of  .Sacred  Song,  Note , 
p.  342. 

Crashaw  is  remarkable  among  poets  for 
the  extraordinary  inequality  of  his  work. 
It  is  impossible  to  open  a  page  of  his 
poems  without  being  rewarded  by  some 
charming  novelty  of  metre  or  language, 
some  sudden  turn  of  expression  of  melodi¬ 
ous  cadence  of  rhythm.  But  the  music 
flags,  and  the  moment  or  inspiration 
passes,  and  Crashaw  sinks  to  earth,  the 
child  of  Marini  and  Gongora,  the  weaver 
of  trivial  conceits  and  over-elaborate 
fancies.  It  is  this  inequality  that  has 
made  his  poetry  less  read  than  it  deserves 
to  be.  Poets  of  as  widely  different 
schools  as  Pope,  Coleridge,  and  Shelley — 
have  each  acknowledged  their  indebted¬ 
ness  to  him;  and  Mr.  Swinburne  has  in  our 
own  day  restored  some  of  his  lyrical 
measures  to  English  verse. — Masterman, 
J.  Howard  B.,  1897,  The  Age  of  Milton . 


Crashaw  is  in  poetry  as  in  religion  an 
emotional  ritualist;  a  rich  and  sensuous 
pathos  characterizes  his  diction  and  his 
rhythms,  and  redeems  from  tastelessness 
conceits  over-subtle  and  symbolical,  and 
marked  by  all  the  extravagance  of  the 
rococo  vein. — Carpenter,  Frederic  Ives, 
1897,  English  Lyric  Poetry,  1500-1700, 
Introduction ,  p.  lix. 

His  age  gave  the  preference  to  Cowley, 
in  whose  odes  there  is  unlimited  ostenta¬ 
tion  of  dominating  ardour  without  the 
reality,  the  result  being  mere  capricious 
and  unmeaning  dislocation  of  form.  Too 
much  of  the  like  is  there  in  Crashaw ;  but 
every  now  and  again  he  ascends  into  real 
fervour,  such  as  makes  metre  and  diction 
plastic  to  its  own  shaping  spirit  of 
inevitable  rightness.  This  is  the  eminent 
praise  of  Crashaw,  that  he  marks  an 
epoch,  a  turn  of  the  tide  in  English  lyric, 
though  the  crest  of  the  tide  was  not  to 
come  till  long  after,  though  —like  all  first 
innovators— he  not  only  suffered  present 
neglect,  but  has  been  overshadowed  by 
those  who  came  a  century  after  him.  He 
is  fraught  with  suggestion-  -infinite  sug¬ 
gestion.  More  than  one  poet  has  drawn 
much  from  him,  yet  much  remains  to  be 
drawn.  But  it  is  not  only  for  poets  he 
exists.  Those  who  read  for  enjoyment 
can  find  in  him  abundant  delight,  if  they 
will  be  content  (as  they  are  content  with 
Wordsworth)  to  grope  through  his  plen¬ 
teous  infelicity.  He  is  no  poet  of  the 
human  and  household  emotions ;  he  has 
not  pathos,  or  warm  love,  or  any  of  the 
qualities  which  come  home  to  the  natural 
kindly  race  of  men.  But  how  fecund  is 
his  brilliant  imagery,  rapturous  ethere¬ 
ality.  He  has,  at  his  best,  an  extraordi¬ 
nary  cunning  of  diction,  cleaving  like 
gold-leaf  to  its  object.  In  such  a  poem 
as  “The  Musician  and  the  Nightingale” 
the  marvel  of  diction  becomes  even 
too  conscious ;  in  the  moment  of  won¬ 
dering  at  the  miracle,  we  feel  that  the 
miracle  is  too  researched :  it  is  the 
feat  of  an  amazing  gymnast  in  words 
rather  than  of  an  unpremeditating  angel. 
Yet  this  poem  is  an  extraordinary  ver¬ 
bal  achievement,  and  there  are  num¬ 
erous  other  examples  in  which  the  mir¬ 
acle  seems  as  unconscious  as  admirable. 
— Thompson,  Francis,  1897,  Excursions 
in  Criticism,  The  Academy,  vol.  52,  p. 
427. 


Phineas  Fletcher 

1582-1650 


115 


Phineas  Fletcher:  poet,  born  in  England  in  1582;  entered  Cambridge  University  in 
1600,  and  became  rector  of  Ililgay,  Norfolk,  in  1621.  He  wrote  various  poems 
“The  Locustce,  or  Apollyonists, ”  a  satire  against  the  Jesuits  (1627),  rare; 
“Sicelides,  a  Dramatic  Piece”  (1631);  “Joy  in  Tribulation,”  (1632);  “The  Purple 
Island,  or  The  Isle  of  Man,”  together  with  “Piscatoric  Eclogues  and  other  Poetical 
Miscellanies”  (1633),  etc.  Died  at  Ililgay  in  1650.  He  was  a  cousin  of  Fletcher,  the 
dramatist,  and  a  brother  of  Giles  Fletcher  (1588-1623),  a  clergyman,  and  author  of 
the  fine  poem  “Christ’s  Victory  and  Triumph.” — Adams,  Charles  Kendall,  ed.,  1897, 
Johnson's  Universal  Cyclopaedia ,  vol.  in,  p. 


PERSONAL 

Phineas  was  what  honest  Walton  would 
have  called  “a  true  brother  of  the 
nangle,”  and  his  master-passion  betrays 
itself  in  the  most  unexpected  places.  It 
appears  even  in  the  characters  and  sub¬ 
ject  of  his  only  dramatic  work,  which  he 
describes  oh  the  title-page  as  “A  Pisca¬ 
tory.”  Pell,  Robert,  1867?  ed.,  Songs 
from  the  Dramatists ,  p.  216. 

Our  little  life-Story  is  well-nigh  told. 
I  regret  that  after  search  and  research 
utterly  disproportionate  to  the  result,  the 
circumstances  and  date  of  his  death 
remain  uncertain.  My  predecessors  have 
given — Archdeacon  Todd  in  his  Milton 
“1649”  and  George  Ellis  in  his  “Speci¬ 
mens,”  and  most  “1650”  for  his  death: 
but  no  evidence  is  adduced,  and  I  do  not 
see  that  it  can  be  accurate.  There  is  no 
entry  of  his  death  and  interment  at  Hil- 
gay :  no  memorial  whatever  of  his  having 
either  died  or  been  buried  there;  while 
the  last  “record”  by  him  in  the  Register 
is  in  “1648.”  I  fear  the  conclusion  is  in¬ 
evitable  that  he  was  among  the  fugitives 
and  a  “Sufferer”  of  the  Church  (of  Eng¬ 
land),  though  Walker  who  has  [mis] 
chronicled  so  many  other  worthless  names, 
names  not  him. — Grosart,  Alexander 
B.,  1869,  ed.,  Poems  of  Phineas  Fletcher, 
Memoir,  vol.  i,  p.  cli. 

PURPLE  ISLAND 
1033 

THE  |  PURPLE  |  ISLAND,  |  or  |  The  Isle 
of  Man :  |  together  with  1  Piscatorie  Ec- 
logs,  |  and  other  |  Poeticall  Miscellanies. 

1  By  P.  F.  j  Hinc  lucem  et  pocula  sacra. 

I  Alma  mater.  |  Printed  by  the  Printers 
to  the  Universitie  |  of  Cambridge.  1633. 
(40).— Title  Page  of  First  Edition. 

.  Thou  art  Poet  borne:  who  know 
thee,  know  it: 

Thy  brother,  sire,  thy  very  name’s  a  Poet: 


417. 

Thy  very  unme  will  make  these  Poems  take, 
These  very  Poems  else  thy  name  will  make. 

— Benlowes,  W.,  1633,  Lines  prefixed  to 
The  Purple  Island. 

He  that  would  learn  Theologie,  must 
first  studie  Autologie.  The  way  to  God 
is  by  ourselves.  It  is  a  blinde  and  dirty 
way.  It  hath  many  windings,  and  is  easie 
to  be  lost.  This  Poem  will  make  thee 
understand  that  way:  and  therefore  my 
desire  is,  that  thou  maist  understand  this 
Poem.  Peruse  it  as  thou  shouldst  thyself, 
from  thy  first  sheet  to  thy  last.  The  first 
view,  perchance,  may  runne  thy  judge¬ 
ment  in  debt;  the  second  will  promise  pay¬ 
ment;  and  the  third  will  perform  promise. 
Thou  shalt  finde  here  Philosophic  anr 
Moralitie,  two  curious  handmaids,  dres1 
ing  the  King’s  daughter,  whose  garmen 
“smell  of  Myrrhe  and  Cassia,”  and  beii 
“wrought  with  needlework  and  gold, 
shall  make  thee  take  pleasure  in  her 
beautie.  Here  are  no  blocks  for  the  pur- 
blinde,  no  snares  for  the  timerous,  no 
dangers  for  the  bold.  I  invite  all  sorts  to 
be  readers,  all  readers  to  be  understand¬ 
ers,  all  understanders  to  be  happie.— 
Featly,  Daniel,  1633,  The  Purple  Island, 
To  the  Readers. 

If  .  .  .  these  dull  times 

Should  want  the  present  strength  to  prize 
thy  rhymes, 

The  time-instructed  children  of  the  next 
Shall  fill  thy  margent  and  admire  the  text; 
Whose  well-read  lines  will  teach  them  how 
to  be 

The  happy  knowers  of  themselves  and  thee. 
— Quarles,  Frances,  1633,  To  the  Spen¬ 
cer  of  this  Age. 

I  much  thank  you  for  your  visits,  and 
other  fair  respects  you  shew  me  ;  ’specially 
that  you  have  enlarg’d  my  quarters  ’mong 
these  melancholy  walks  by  sending  me  a 
whole  Isle  to  walk  in,  I  mean  that  delicate 
purple  Island  I  receiv'd  from  you,  where 
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I  meet  with  Ajwllo  himself  and  all  his 
daughters,  with  other  excellent  society. 
I  stumble  also  there  often  upon  myself, 
and  grow  better  acquainted  with  what  I 
have  within  me  and  without  me:  Inso¬ 
much  that  you  could  not  make  choice  of 
a  fitter  ground  for  a  Prisoner,  as  I  am,  to 
pass  over,  than  of  that  purple  Isle,  that 
Isle  of  Man  you  sent  me  ;  which,  as  the  In¬ 
genious  Author  hath  made  it,  is  a  far  more 
dainty  soil  than  that  Scarlet  Isiand  which 
lies  near  the  Baltic  Sea. — Howell,  James, 
1645,  Familiar  Letters,  vnl.  u,p.  189. 

Amid  such  profusion  of  images  many 
are  distinguished  by  a  boldness  of  outline, 
a  majesty  of  manner,  a  brilliancy  of  col¬ 
ouring,  a  distinctness  and  propriety  of  at¬ 
tribute,  and  an  air  of  life,  that  we  look 
for  in  vain  in  modern  productions,  and 
that  rival,  if  not  surpass,  what  we  meet 
with  of  the  kind  even  in  Spencer,  from 
whom  our  author  caught  his  inspiration. 
—Headley,  Henry,  1787,  Select.  Beauties 
of  Ancient  English  Poetry. 

The  conclusion  of  the  “Purple  Island” 
sinks  into  such  absurdity  and  adulation, 
that  we  could  gladly  wish  the  poet  back 
again  to  allegorizing  the  bladder  and  kid- 
leys. — Campbell,  Thomas,  1819,  Speci- 
nens  of  the  British  Poets. 

From  its  nature,  it  is  insuperably  wear¬ 
isome  ;  yet  his  language  is  often  very 
poetical,  his  versification  harmonious,  his 
invention  fertile.  But  that  perpetual 
monotony  of  allegorical  persons,  which 
sometimes  displeases  us  even  in  Spenser, 
is  seldom  relieved  in  Fletcher;  the  un¬ 
derstanding  revolts  at  the  confused  crowd 
of  inconceivable  beings  in  a  philosophical 
poem  ;  and  the  justness  of  analogy,  which 
had  given  us  some  pleasure  in  the  anatom¬ 
ical  cantos,  is  lost  in  tedious  descriptions 
of  all  possible  moral  qualities,  each  of 
them  personified,  which  can  never  co-exist 
in  the  Purple  Island  of  one  individual. — 
Hall  am,  Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction  to 
the  Literature  of  Europe,  pt.  iii,  ck.  v,  par.  32. 

“The  Purple  Island”  of  the  younger 
brother,  Phineas,  is  the  nearest  thing  we 
have  to  an  imitation  of  Spenser ;  but  it  is 
hardly  worthy  of  its  fame.  It  is  an  un¬ 
disguised  and  wearisome  allegory,  symbol¬ 
izing  all  parts  and  functions  both  of  man’s 
body  and  of  his  mind;  and  it  is  redeemed 
only  by  the  poetical  spirit  of  some  of  the 
passages.  — Spalding,  William,  1852-82 
A  History  of  English  Literature,  p.  277. 


About  the  sixth  canto, — where  the  poet 
passes  from  technical  anatomy  and  physi¬ 
ology  into  what  may  be  called  the  psychol¬ 
og)’  of  his  subject,  and  begins  to  enumer¬ 
ate  and  marshall  the  faculties,  habits,  and 
passions  of  man,  each  under  a  separate 
personification,  with  a  view  to  the  great 
battle  of  the  virtuous  powers  of  the  list 
under  their  leader  Eclecta,  or  Choice, 
against  the  vices, — then  the  genius  of  the 
poet,  already  more  than  indicated  even  in 
the  former  cantos,  takes  wing  into  a  freer 
element,  which  it  fills,  in  the  remaining 
six  cantos,  with  beauty  and  sublimity  in 
ill-devised  profusion.  Some  of  the  per¬ 
sonifications,  in  the  latter  part  of  the 
“Purple  Island,”  are  not  surpassed  in 
Spenser;  and,  on  the  whole,  the  poetry, 
though  still  wearisome  from  the  unflag¬ 
ging  strain  of  the  abominable  allegory,  is 
richer  than  in  his  brother’s  shorter  pro¬ 
duction,  if  not  so  serenely  solemn.  Mas¬ 
son,  David,  1858,  The  Life  of  John  Milton, 
vol.  I,  ch.  vi. 

The  “Purple  Island”  is  rather  a  pro¬ 
duction  of  the  same  species  with  Dr.  Dar¬ 
win’s  “  Botanic  Carden  ;”  but,  forced  and 
false  enough  as  Darwin’s  style  is  in  many 
respects,  it  would  be  doing  an  injustice  to 
his  poem  to  compare  it  with  Thineas 
Fletcher's,  either  in  regard  to  the  degree 
in  which  nature  and  propriety  are  violated 
in  the  principle  and  manner  of  the  com¬ 
position,  or  in  regard  to  the  spirit  and 
general  success  of  the  execution.  Of 
course,  there  is  a  good  deal  of  ingenuity 
shown  in  Fletcher’s  poem  ;  and  it  is  not 
unimpregnated  by  poetic  feeling,  nor 
without  some  passages  of  considerable 
merit.  But  in  many  other  parts  it  is  quite 
grotesque ;  and,  on  the  whole,  it  is  fan¬ 
tastic,  puerile,  and  wearisome.— Craik, 
George  L.,  1861,  A  Compendious  History 
of  English  Literature  and  of  the  English 
Language ,  vol.  II,  p.  18. 

Of  all  the  strange  poems  in  existence, 
surely  this  is  the  strangest. 

And  yet  the  poem  is  full  of  poetry.  He 
triumphs  over  his  difficulties  partly  by 
audacity,  partly  by  seriousness,  partly  by 
the  enchantment  of  song.  But  the  poem 
will  never  be  read  through  except  by  stu¬ 
dents  of  English  literature.  It  is  a  whole ; 
its  members  are  well-fitted;  it  is  full  of 
beauties— in  parts  they  swarm  like  fire¬ 
flies  ;  and  yet  it  is  not  a  good  poem.  It  is 
like  a  well-shaped  house,  built  of  mud, 


PHINEAS  FLETCHER 


117 


and  stuck  full  of  precious  stones.  .  .  . 

Never  was  there  a  more  incongruous 
dragon  of  allegory. — Macdonald,  George 
1868,  England's  Antiphon,  pp.  155,  156. 

Starting  with  Headley,  and  reaching  to 
Campbell  in  his  “Specimens”  .  .  . 

it  is  vulgarly  imagined  that  Phineas 
Fletcher  is  a  simple  imitator  if  not  copyist, 
of  Spenser.  Never  was  there  more  ignor¬ 
ant  and  egregious  representation.  Like 
Giles  he  had  a  splendid  faculty  of  Imper¬ 
sonation,  and  by  the  requirements  of  the 
ground-idea  of  his  “Purple  Island”  these 
play  a  frequent  and  controlling  part  in  his 
great  Poem  :  but  unless  you  are  to  make 
Spenser  the  inventor  of  Impersonation  and 
Allegory,  and  ignore  his  translating  into 
English  of  the  classic  mythology  and  of 
Ariosto  and  of  other  predecessors,  you 
must  allow  that  the  selection  of  Imper¬ 
sonation  and  Allegory  by  our  Fletchers, 
as  the  vehicle  for  the  expression  of  their 
thick-coming  thoughts  and  fancies,  in 
nowise  involves  Spenserian  or  other  “imi¬ 
tation.”  Grosart,  Alexander  JB.,  1869, 
ed.,  Poems  of  Phineas  Fletcher,  Essay ,  vol. 
i,  p.  ccxxvi. 

A  poem  which  reminds  us  of  the  “Faery 
Queen”  by  the  supreme  tediousness  of  its 
allegory,  but  in  nothing  else.  Lowell, 
James  Russell,  1875,  Spenser,  Works, 
Riverside  ed.,  vol.  iv,  p.  297. 

Fletcher’s  allegory  is  overloaded  with 
detail,  and  as  a  whole  is  clumsy  and  intri¬ 
cate.  His  diction  is,  however,  singularly 
rich,  and  his  versification  melodious.  In¬ 
cidental  descriptions  of  rural  scenes  with 
which  he  was  well  acquainted  are  charm¬ 
ingly  simple,  and  there  is  a  majesty  in  his 
personification  of  some  vices  and  virtues 
which  suggest  Milton,  who  knew  Fletcher’s 
works  well. — Lee,  Sidney,  1889,  Diction¬ 
ary  of  National  Biography ,  vol.  XIX,  p. 
316. 

GENERAL 

It  is  to  his  honour  that  Milton  read  and 
imitated  him,  as  every  attentive  reader  of 
both  poets  must  soon  discover.  He  is 
eminently  entitled  to  a  very  high  rank 
among  our  old  English  classics. — Head- 
ley,  Henry,  1787,  Select  Beauties  of  An- 
cieiit  English  Poetry. 

The  “Piscatory  Eclogues,”  to  novelty 
of  scenery,  add  many  passages  of  genuine 
and  delightful  poetry,  and  the  music  of 
the  verse  is  often  highly  gratifying  to  the 


ear;  but  many  of  the  same  faults  are  dis¬ 
cernible  in  these  pieces,  which  we  re¬ 
marked  in  the  “Purple  Island  pedantry 
and  forced  conceits  occasionally  intrude, 
and,  though  the  poet  has  not  injured  the 
effect  of  his  delineations  by  coarseness,  or 
rusticity  of  expression,  he  has  sometimes 
forgotten  the  simple  elegance  which 
should  designate  the  pastoral  muse. — 
Drake,  Nathan,  1817,  Shakspeare  and 
his  Times,  vol.  I,  p.  623. 

From  the  handful  of  books  that  usually 
lay  strewn  about  wherever  we  two  sat,  I 
took  up  one  he  had  lately  got,  with  no 
small  pains  I  was  sure,  and  had  had  bound  in 
its  own  proper  colour,  and  presented  it  to 
me — “The  Purple  Island”  and  “Sicelides” 
of  Phineas  Fletcher.  People  seldom  read 
this  wise,  tender,  and  sweet-voiced  old 
fellow  now ;  so  I  will  even  copy  the  verses 
1  found  for  John  to  read.  ■—  Craik,  Dinah 
M.,  1857,  John  Halifax,  Gentleman ,  ch.  ix. 

The  so-called  “Piscatory  Eclogues”  of 
Phineas  Fletcher  differ  from  Spenserian 
pastorals  only  in  this,  that  the  occupations 
of  Thyrsilis,  Thelgon,  Dorus,  Thomalin, 
and  the  rest,  are  those  of  fishermen  rather 
than  shepherds.  Otherwise  the  fiction 
is  the  same ;  and,  following  his  simple 
fisher-lads  down  the  Cam,  or  the  Thames, 
or  the  Medway,  or  out  at  sea  in  their 
skiffs  along  the  rocky  coasts,  the  poet, 
just  as  in  the  other  case,  but  with  more 
of  watery  than  of  sylvan  circumstance,  ex¬ 
presses  his  own  feelizgs  and  makes  his 
own  plaint. — Masson,  David,  1858,  The 
Life  of  John  Milton,  vol.  I,  ch.  vi. 

He  may  without  injustice  to  his  brother 
Giles  be  said  to  be  the  moBt  distinguished 
Spenserian  in  our  seventeenth-century  lit¬ 
erature.  ...  Of  characterisation 
this  pastoral  [“Sicelides”]  contains  as  lit¬ 
tle  as  other  examples  of  the  species ;  the 
charm  of  its  diction,  however,  is  not  only 
great,  but  remarkably  varied.  A  poem  is 
assuredly  worth  study,  which  is  made 
beautiful  by  descriptive  passages  of  the 
sweetest  simplicity,  and  of  a  rare  con¬ 
templative  stillness ;  by  a  dialogue  at 
times  instinct  with  the  fire  and  the  dolours 
of  the  passion  of  love ;  by  truly  dramatic 
narratives ;  by  bursts  of  lyric  emotion ;  ag 
well  as  by  single  lines  or  couplets  of  preg¬ 
nant  force  or  enshrining  figures  of  irresist¬ 
ible  charm. — Ward,  Adolphus  William, 
1875-99,  A  History  of  English  Dramatic 
Literature,  vol.  Ill,  pp.  180,  181. 
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The  relation  of  Phineas  Fletcher  to 
Spenser  is  very  close,  but  the  former  pos¬ 
sesses  a  distinct  individuality.  He  is 
enamoured  to  excess  of  the  art  of  personi¬ 
fication,  and  the  allegorical  figures  he 
creates  in  so  great  abundance  are  distinct 
and  coherent,  with,  as  a  rule,  more  of 
Sackville  than  of  Spenser  in  the  evolution 
of  their  types.  In  his  eclogues  he  imitates 


Sannazaro,  but  not  without  a  reminis¬ 
cence  of  “The  Shepherd’s  Calendar.” 
Nevertheless,  Spenser  is  the  very  head 
and  fount  of  his  being,  and  the  source  of 
some  of  his  worst  mistakes,  for  so  bound 
is  Phineas  to  the  Spenserian  tradition  that 
he  clings  to  it  even  where  it  is  manifestly 
unfitted  to  the  subject  he  has  in  hand. — 
Gosse,  Edmund,  1894,  The  Jacobean  Poets. 


Thomas  May 

1595-1650 


He  was  the  son  of  Sir  Thomas  May  of  Mayfield,  Sussex,  and  was  born  in  1594.  A 
Fellow-commoner  of  Sidney  Sussex  College,  Cambridge,  a  student  at  Gray’s  Inn,  and 
a  courtier,  he  occupied  his  leisure  in  penning  tragedies,  comedies,  descriptive  poems, 
and  translations  from  Virgil  and  Lucan.  During  the  Civil  Wars  he  was  employed  as 
secretary  and  historiographer  to  the  Long  Parliament.  In  this  capacity  he  published 
in  1647  his  “History  of  the  Parliament  of  England,  which  began  3rd  Nov.  1640.” 
This  work  however  only  extends  to  the  battle  of  Newbury  in  1643.  In  a  “Breviary” 
of  the  same  history,  published  in  1650,  he  carries  the  story  some  years  further.  May’s 
“History”  was  reprinted  by  Baron  M,aseres  in  1812,  and  by  the  Clarendon  Press  in 
1854;  his  “Breviary”  is  included  in  Maseres’  “Select  Tracts  relating  to  the  Civil 
Wars”  (1815).  His  comedies  are,  “The  Heir”  and  “The  Old  Couple:”  his  tragedies, 
“Cleopatra,”  “Agrippina,”  and  “Antigone.”  To  these  Mr.  Fleay  would  add  the 
anonymous  play  of  “Nero,”  and  if  this  be  really  May’s  it  is  his  masterpiece.  There 
ixists  a  rare  book  entitled  “An  Epitome  of  the  English  History  by  Thomas  May,  Esq., 
late  Member  of  Parliament,”  3rd  ed.  1690;  but  as  this  is  written  in  an  anti-Crom- 
wellian  vein,  and  as  the  events  narrated  go  down  to  1660,  it  can  hardly  be  the  work 
of  our  author,  who  died  in  1650. — Craik,  Henry,  1893,  ed.,  English  Prose,  vol.  II,  p. 
225. 


PERSONAL 

Sure  I  am,  if  he  were  a  biassed  and  par¬ 
tial  1  Writer,  he  lieth  buried  near  a  good 
and  true  Historian  indeed  (I  mean  Mr. 
Camden)  in  the  West  side  of  the  North 
Isle  of  Westminster  Abby,  dying  suddenly 
in  the  night,  anno  Domini  1652,  in  the 
55th  year  of  his  age.— Fuller,  Thomas, 
1662,  Worthies  of  England,  cd.  Nichols, 
vol.  ii,  p.  396. 

As  to  Tom  May,  Mr.  Edmund  Wyld  told 
me  that  he  was  acquainted  with  him  when 
he  was  young,  and  then  he  was  as  other 
young  men  of  this  towne  are,  scil.  he  said 
he  was  debaucht  ad  omnia:  but  doe  not 
by  any  meanes  take  notice  of  it — for  we 
have  all  been  young.  But  Mr.  Marvel  in 
his  poems  upon  Tom  May’s  death  falls 
very  severe  upon  him.  He  was  choaked 
by  tyeinghis  cap.— Aubrey,  John,  1669- 
96,  Brief  Lives,  ed.  Clark,  vol.  n.  p,  56. 

Sincehis  fortune  couldnotraise  hismind, 
he  brought  his  mind  down  to  his  fortune 
by  a  great  modesty  and  humility  in  his 
nature,  which  was  not  affected,  but  very 


well  became  an  imperfection  in  his  speech, 
which  was  great  mortification  to  him,  and 
kept  him  from  entering  upon  any  dis¬ 
course  but  in  the  company  of  his  very 
friends.  His  parts  of  art  and  nature  were 
very  good.— Clarendon,  Lord  (Edward 
Hyde),  1674?  Life,  vol.  i. 

As  one  put  drunk  into  the  pncket-bont, 

Tom  May  was  hurried  heijce  aud  did  not 
know’t. 

— Marvell,  Andrew,  1681,  Tom  May's 
Death,  Poems. 

While  James  was  still  King,  he  had 
earned  a  place  in  letters  by  a  comedy 
called  “The  Heir,”  acted  in  1620,  though 
not  published  till  1633,  and  by  a  transla¬ 
tion  of  Virgil’s  Georgies.  Remaining 
about  the  court  on  a  footing  of  intercourse 
with  Charles,  he  had  added  to  his  reputa¬ 
tion  by  three  tragedies,  a  translation  of 
Lucan’s  Pharsalia  (1630),  and  other 
works ;  and  now,  at  the  age  of  thirty- 
seven,  somewhat  fat  and  with  an  impedi¬ 
ment  in  his  speech,  he  had  some  estab¬ 
lished  celebrity  as  a  dramatist  and  poet, 
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which  was  to  be  curiously  obscured  after¬ 
wards  when  he  became  better  known  as 
Thomas  May,  the  parliamentarian  secre¬ 
tary  and  authorized  historian  of  the  Long 
Parliament.  With  no  such  twist  in  the 
end  of  his  career  as  yet  anticipated,  he 
was  still  loyal  Tom  May,  a  “chosen 
friend”  of  Ben  Jonson,  and  looking,  it 
was  said,  for  the  laureateship,  in  the 
event  of  Ben’s  death.— Masson,  David, 
1858,  The  Life  of  John  Milton,  vol.  I,  ch. 
vi. 

May  had  no  reason  for  rejoicing  in  his 
early  intimacy  with  Clarendon,  whose  por¬ 
trait  of  him  is  more  enduring  than  brass. 
—  Ward,  Adolphus  William,  1875-99, 
A  History  of  English  Dramatic  Literature , 
vol.  iii,  p.  142. 

HISTORY  OF  THE  PARLIAMENT 

1(550 

Impartially  true  .  .  .  saving  some  little 
mistakes  in  his  own  judgment,  and  misin¬ 
formations  which  some  vain  people  gave  of 
the  state,  and  more  indulgence  to  the 
king’s  guilt  than  can  justly  be  allowed. — 
Hutchinson,  Mrs.  Lucy,  1664?  Memoirs 
of  Colonel  Hutchinson. 

May’s  "History  of  the  Parliament"  is 
a  good  model  of  genuine  English  ;  he  is 
plain,  terse,  and  vigorous,  never  slovenly, 
though  with  few  remarkable  passages,  and 
is,  in  style  as  well  as  substance,  a  kind  of 
contrast  to  Clarendon. — Hallam,  Henry, 
1837-39,  Introduction  to  the  Literature  of 
Europe,  pt.  iii,  ch.  vii,  par.  36. 

A  work  which  is  less  polished  or  elo¬ 
quent  than  the  author's  poetical  tastes 
might  have  led  us  to  expect. — Spalding, 
William,  1852-82,  A  History  of  English 
Literature,  p.  240. 

Their  histories,  like  May’s  for  instance, 
are  flat  and  heavy. — Taixe,  H.  A.,  1871, 
History  of  English  Literature,  tr.  Van 
Laun,  vol.  I,  bk.  ii,  ch.  v,  p.  398. 

May  is  a  man  of  letters  playing  the  his¬ 
torian.  He  flaunts  you  his  Latin  at  every 
turn,  decking  his  narrative  with  quota¬ 
tions  from  Claudian,  Petronius,  Lucan, 
and  stopping  to  translate  them  with  super¬ 
fluous  nicety.  He  conceives  of  history 
rather  as  an  art  than  a  science ;  his  ob¬ 
ject  is  to  instruct  ignorance,  not  to  assist 
investigation;  he  will  insert  a  document 
here  and  there,  but  for  the  most  part  you 
must  take  his  word  for  his  authorities. 


And,  as  is  the  wont  of  literary  men,  it  is 
the  personal  note  that  attracts  him  most, 
not  as  with  the  modern  school,  analy¬ 
sis  of  hidden  cause  and  obvious  effect; 
so  that  the  best  part  of  his  book  is  to  be 
found  in  the  touches  of  characterisation, 
in  the  sketches  of  Pym,  of  Strafford.  As 
a  describer  of  battles  he  is  hardly  vigor¬ 
ous  or  picturesque  enough.  Indeed  to 
style  in  writing  he  never  attains.  He  has 
not  the  gift  of  the  paragraph;  page  after 
page  is  a  string  of  disconnected  notes. 
And  his  diction  is  so  far  Latinised  as  to 
become  bald,  without  catching  the  felici¬ 
ties  which  Latinisms  sometimes  convey. — - 
Chambers,  Edmund  K.,  1893,  English 
Prose,  ed.  Craik,  vol.  II,  p.  225. 

As  a  prose  writer  May’s  reputation 
rests  on  his  "History  of  the  Long  Parlia¬ 
ment."  It  is  written  in  a  flowing  and  ele¬ 
gant  style,  abounding,  like  all  May’s  writ¬ 
ings,  with  quotations  and  parallels  from 
Latin  literature.  Strafford  is  compared 
to  Curio,  Marie  de  Medicis  to  Agrippina. 
May  bases  his  history  on  the  newspapers 
and  on  the  official  manifestos  of  the  two 
parties.  He  keeps  himself  studiously  in 
the  background,  avoids,  as  far  as  possible, 
any  expression  of  his  own  opinion,  and  i 
silent  about  his  own  reminiscences.  H 
professes  to  relate  facts  without  rhetoric 
or  invective,  to  recall  to  the  minds  of  his 
readers  the  judgments  passed  at  the  time 
on  the  facts  he  records,  and  to  inform 
the  world  of  the  right  nature,  causes,  and 
growth  of  the  civil  striie.  Secret  motives 
or  hidden  causes  he  makes  no  attempt  to 
explain. — Firth,  C.  H.,  1894,  Dictionary 
of  National  Biography ,  vol.  XXXVII,  p.  145. 

On  the  whole,  May’s  "History"  is  a 
colourless  production,  though  the  style  is 
easy  and  fluent.  He  is  generally  content 
to  narrate  events  without  comment  or 
criticism,  and  is  equally  unmoved  by  ani¬ 
mosity  or  enthusiasm.  Indeed,  the  per¬ 
sonal  opinions  of  the  writer  only  very 
rarely  appear  in  the  course  of  the  record, 
a  fact  which  seems  to  indicate  either  in¬ 
difference  or  strong  self-repression.  May 
is  sometimes  happy  in  his  references  to 
Roman  history,  but,  considering  his  high 
reputation  for  learning,  the  volume  is  very 
little  "ornamented"  with  quotations  or 
illustrations.  All  this  seems  to  show  that 
the  writer’s  task  was  perfunctory  and  un¬ 
congenial,  and  that  the  work  was  written 
like  Milton's  "Eikonoklastes,"  to  order, 
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not  by  choice,  but  was  not  inspired,  like 
Milton’s  pamphlet,  with  the  fire  and  fer¬ 
vour  of  strong  convictions. — Masterman, 
J.  Howard  B.,  1897,  The  Age  of  Milton, 
p.  204. 

GENERAL 

The  Heire,  being  borne,  was  in  his  tender  age 
Rockt  in  the  Cradle  of  a  private  Stage, 
Where,  lifted  op  by  many  a  willing  hand, 
The  child  did  from  the  first  day  fairely  stand ; 
Since,  having  gather’d  strength,  he  dares 
preferre 

His  steps  into  the  pnblike  Theater, 

The  World :  where  he  despoirea  not  bnt  to 
find 

A  doome  from  men  more  able,  not  lease  kind. 
— Carew,  Thomas,  1633,  To  my  Honoured 
Friend ,  Master  Thomas  May,  upon  his 
Comedie,  The  Heire. 

I  am  sure  his  Enemies  must  allow  him 
to  be  a  good  Poet,  tho’  possibly  he  fell 
short  of  Sir  William  D'Avenant :  and  tho’ 
I  no  ways  abet  his  self  Opinion,  yet  I 
learn  from  Horace,  that  even  III  Poets,  set 
a  value  on  their  Writings,  tho’  they  are 
despis’d  by  others ; 

Ridentur  mala  qui  component  Carmina,  ter  uni 
Gaudeni  Scribtntes,  <fr  sc  vencrantur,  <fc  ultri, 
laudant ,  quicquid  scripiere  beati. 

And  therefore  I  hope  the  moderate 
Critick  will  bear  with  the  Frailty  of  our 
Author :  and  I  doubt  not  but  if  they  will 
read  his  Works  with  Candor,  and  espe¬ 
cially  his  Plays,  they  will  find  he  had  some 
Reason  for  his  Opinion  of  what  he  writ. 
— Langbaine,  Gerard,  1691,  An  Account 
of  the  English  Dramatick  Poets,  p.  361. 

His  battle-pieces  highly  merit  being 
brought  forward  to  notice;  they  possess 
the  requisites  in  a  considerable  degree  to 
interest  the  feelings  of  an  Englishman, 
while  in  accuracy  they  vie  with  a  gazette, 
they  are  managed  with  such  dexterity  as 
to  busy  the  mind  with  unceasing  agitation, 
with  scenes  highly  diversified  and  impas¬ 
sioned  by  striking  character,  minute  in¬ 
cident,  and  alarming  situations. — Head- 
lev,  Henry,  1787,  Select  Beauties  of  An¬ 
cient  English  Poetry. 

Of  May  and  Beaumont  it  is  not  neces¬ 
sary  to  say  much  :  the  former  is  occasion¬ 
ally  nervous  and  energic,  and  their  na¬ 
tional  subjects  might  enhance  their  repu¬ 
tation  ;  their  poems,  however,  are  but  too 
often  little  superior  to  gazettes  in  rhyme. 
— Drake,  Nathan,  1798,  Literary  Hours, 
No.  xxviii. 

He  has  ventured  in  narrative  poetry  on 


a  similar  difficulty  to  that  Shakspeare  en¬ 
countered  in  the  historical  drama,  but  it 
is  unnecessary  to  show  with  how  much 
less  success.  Even  in  that  department, 
he  has  scarcely  equalled  Daniel  or  Dray¬ 
ton.— Campbell,  Thomas,  1819,  Speci¬ 
mens  of  the  British  Poets. 

The  first  Latin  poetry  which  England 
can  vaunt  is  May’s  “Supplement  to 
Lucan,  ’’  in  seven  books,  which  carry  down 
the  history  of  the  Pharsalia  to  the  death 
of  Caesar.  This  is  not  only  a  very  spirited 
poem,  but,  in  many  places  at  least,  an 
excellent  imitation.  The  versification, 
though  it  frequently  reminds  us  of  his 
model,  is  somewhat  more  negligent.  May 
seems  rarely  to  fall  into  Lucan’s  tumid 
extravagances,  or  to  emulate  his  philo¬ 
sophical  grandeur:  but  the  narration  is 
almost  as  impetuous  and  rapid,  the  images 
as  thronged ;  and  sometimes  we  have 
rather  a  happy  imitation  of  the  ingenious 
sophisms  Lucan  is  apt  to  employ.  The 
death  of  Cato  and  that  of  Caesar  are 
among  the  passages  well  worthy  of  praise. 
In  some  lines  on  Cleopatra’s  intrigue  with 
Caesar,  while  married  to  her  brother,  he 
has  seized,  with  felicitous  effect,  not  only 
the  broken  cadences,  but  the  love  of  moral 
paradox,  we  find  in  Lucan. — Hall  am, 
Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction  to  the  Liter¬ 
ature  of  Europe,  pt.  iii,  ch.  \tpar.lA. 

“Nero”  is,  .  .  .  manifestly  the 

work  of  a  highly  accomplished  scholar, 
such  as  May  undoubtedly  was,  and  the 
theme  must  have  had  special  interest  for 
the  translator  and  continuer  of  Lucan. 
It  is,  moreover,  the  work  of  a  dramatic 
poet  capable  of  writing  admirable  blank 
verse  of  the  stronger  sort,  and  often  pithy 
in  the  substance  of  his  diction.  The  can¬ 
vas  is  crowded  with  characters,  but  they 
are  graphically  distinguished,  and  the 
whole  picture  of  the  feather-brained  des¬ 
pot  and  his  strangely-assorted  surround¬ 
ings  is,  without  any  slavish  dependence  on 
Tacitus  and  the  other  classical  authorities, 
skilful  in  the  choice  and  disposition  of  its 
details  as  well  as  striking  in  its  total 
effect.— Ward,  Adolphus  William,  1875- 
99,  A  History  of  English  Dramatic  Liter¬ 
ature,  vol.  in,  p.  143. 

His  verse  is  fluent  and  sometimes 
musical,  but  apart  from  this  his  plays  pos¬ 
sess  no  special  merit. — Masterman,  J. 
Howard  B.,  1897,  The  Age  of  Milton ,  p. 
93. 
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James  Graham 

Marquis  of  Montrose 

1612-1650 


James  Graham,  fifth  Earl  and  first  Marquis  of  Montrose.  Born  in  1612:  died  May 
21,  1650.  A  noted  Scottish  statesman  and  soldier.  He  served  in  the  Presbyterian 
army  at  the  beginning  0f  the  civil  war,  but  afterward  joined  the  king,  by  whom  he 
was  made  lieutenant-general  in  Scotland  in  1644.  He  defeated  the  Covenanters  at 
Tippermuir  Sept.  1,  and  at  Aberdeen  Sept.  13,  1644,  and  at  Inverlochy  Feb.  2,  Auldearn 
May  9,  Alford  July  2,  and  Kilsyth  Aug.  15,  1645.  He  was  defeated  by  David  Leslie 
at  Philiphaugh,  Sept.  13,  1645,  and  expelled  from  Scotland.  He  afterward  entered 
the  service  of  the  emperor  Ferdinand  III.,  by  whom  he  was  made  a  field-marshal. 
In  1650  he  conducted  an  abortive  Royalist  descent  on  Scotland,  and  was  captured  and 
executed.— Smith,  Benjamin  E.,  1894-97,  The  Century  Cyclopedia  of  Names,  p.  452. 

personal  of  Argyle,  (as  he  was  too  apt  to  contemn 

I  know  I  need  no  arguments  to  induce  those  he  did  not  love),  who  wanted  noth- 
you  to  my  service.  Duty  and  loyalty  are  ing  but  honesty  and  courage  to  be  a  very 


sufficient  to  a  man  of  so  muck  honour  as  I 
know  you  to  be :  Yet  as  I  think  this  of  you, 
so  1  will  have  you  to  believe  of  me,  that 
1  would  not  invite  you  to  share  of  my  hard 
fortune,  if  I  intended  you  not  to  be  a 
plentiful  partaker  of  my  good.  The 
bearer  will  acquaint  you  of  my  designs, 
whom  1  have  commanded  to  follow  your 
directions  in  the  pursuit  of  them.  I  will 
say  no  more  but  that  1  am  your  assured 
friend.— Charles,  King,  1642,  Letter  to 
Montrose ,  May  7. 

In  his  down-going,  from  the  Tolbooth 
^0  the  place  of  execution,  he  was  very 
richly  clad  in  fine  scarlet,  laid  over  with 
rich  silver-lace,—  his  hat  in  his  hand,— his 
bands  and  cuffs  exceeding  rich, — his  deli¬ 
cate  white  gloves  on  his  hands, — his 
stockings  of  incarnate  (flesh-coloured) 
silk,— and  his  shoes  with  their  ribbands 
(roses)  on  his  feet, — and  sarks,  (embroid¬ 
ered  linen,)  provided  for  him,  with  pearl¬ 
ing  (lace)  about,  above  ten  pund  the  elne. 
All  these  were  provided  for  him  by  his 
friends,  and  a  pretty  cassock  put  on  upon 
him,  upon  the  scaffold,  wherein  he  was 
hanged.  To  be  short,  nothing  was  here 
deficient  to  honour  his  poor  carcase,  more 
beseeming  a  bridegroom,  nor  (than)  a 
criminal  going  to  the  gallows. — Nicholl, 
John,  1650,  Diary,  by  Napier ,  Memoirs, 
vol.  II,  p,  547. 

He  was  a  gentleman  of  a  very  ancient 
extraction,  many  of  whose  ancestors  had 
exercised  the  highest  charges  under  the 
king  in  that  kingdom,  and  had  been  allied 
to  the  crown  itself.  He  was  of  very  good 
parts,  which  were  improved  by  a  good  ed¬ 
ucation :  he  had  always  a  great  emulation, 
or  rather  a  great  contempt  of  the  marquis 


extraordinary  man,  having  all  other  good 
talents  in  a  great  degree.  Mountrose  was 
in  his  nature  fearless  of  danger,  and  never 
declined  any  enterprise  for  the  difficulty 
of  going  through  with  it,  but  exceedingly 
affected  those  which  seemed  desperate  to 
other  men,  and  did  believe  somewhat  to 
be  in  himself  which  other  men  were  not  ac¬ 
quainted  with,  which  made  him  live  more 
easily  towards  those  who  were,  or  wer 
willing  to  be,  inferior  to  him  (and  towan 
whom  he  exercised  wonderful  civility  ar 
generosity),  than  with  his  superiors  i 
equals.  He  was  naturally  jealous,  and 
suspected  those  who  did  not  concur  with 
him  in  the  way,  not  to  mean  so  well  as  he. 
He  was  not  without  vanity,  but  his  virtues 
were  much  superior,  and  he  well  deserved 
to  have  his  memory  preserved  and  cele¬ 
brated  amongst  the  most  illustrious  per¬ 
sons  of  the  age  in  which  he  lived. — Clar¬ 
endon,  Lord  (Edward  Hyde),  1674? 
History  of  the  Rebellion  and  Civil  Wars  in 
England,  bk .  xii,  par.  142. 

GENERAL 

But  a  poet  who  lived  slightly  anterior 
to  those  we  mentioned,  the  brilliant  Mar¬ 
quis  of  Montrose — who  was  even  still 
readier  with  the  sword — appears  to  have 
excelled  them  all,  with  the  exception  of 
Lovelace— that  is,  in  the  poetry  of  love. 
—Smith,  George  Barnett.  1875,  Eng¬ 
lish  Fugitive  Poets,  Poets  and  Novelists,  p. 
387. 

Montrose  was  a  poet  as  well  as  a  warrior 
and  statesman.  His  poems  have  a  politi¬ 
cal  purpose,  but,  unlike  most  political 
verses,  they  have  a  poetic  vigour  which 
would  have  given  them  life  apart  from  the 
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intention  with  which  they  were  written. 
— Gardiner,  S.  R.,  1890,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography,  vol.  XXII,  p.  319. 

The  poems  of  Montrose  are  exactly  such 
as  might  have  been  expected  from  a  char¬ 
acter  like  that  of  the  Marquis.  Ardent 
and  somewhat  unequal,  they  are  the  pro¬ 
duction  of  the  man  of  action  rather  than 


the  man  of  letters,  the  work  of  one  who 
cared  more  for  the  thought  than  for  its 
manner  of  expression,  yet  whose  thought 
is  of  itself  so  noble  that  in  spite  of  all 
shortcomings  the  verse  lives  and  must 
always  live  in  the  national  mind  and  heart. 
— Eyre-Todd,  George,  1895,  Scottish, 
Poetry  of  the  Seventeenth  Century,  p.  232. 


Thomas  Heywood 

15757-1650? 


Born,  in  Lincolnshire.  1575  [?].  Probably  educated  at  Peterhouse,  Camb.  A 
member  of  Henslowe’s  company  of  players ;  of  Earl  of  Southampton’s  company  ;  and  of 
Earl  of  Worcester’s  (afterwards  the  Queen’s)  company.  Voluminous  writer  of  plays. 
Translated  several  Latin  classical  works.  Died,  1650  [?].  TFor/rs:  “If  you  know  not 
me,  you  know  nobody”  (2  pts.),  1606;  “A  Woman  kilde  with  Kindnesse,”  1607; 
“The  Fair  Maid  of  the  Exchange”  (anon.),  1607;  “The  Rape  of  Lucrece, ”  1608; 
“Troia  Britannica,”  1609;  “The  Golden  Age,”  1611 ;  “An  Apology  for  Actors,”  1612 ; 
“A  Funeral  Elegy  on  the  Death  of  Prince  Henry,”  1613;  “The  first  and  second  parts 
of  King  Edward  the  Fourth”  (anon.),  1613;  “A  Marriage  Triumph”  on  the  Nuptials 
of  the  Prince  Palatine,  1613;  “The  Silver  Age,”  1613;  “The  Brazen  Age,”  1613; 


“The  Four  Prentices  of  London,”  1615;  “The  Captives, ”  1624;  “I'wauctioi'”  1624 
“England’s  Elizabeth,”  1631;  “The  Fair  Maid  of  the  West,”  1631;  “Eromena,’ 
1632;  “The  Iron  Age,”  1632;  “The  English  Traveller,”  1633;  “A  Maidenhead  Well 
Lost,”  1634;  “The  Late  Lancashire  Witches”  (with  R.  Brome),  1634;  “The  Hierarchy 
of  the  Blessed  Angels,”  1635;  “Philocothonista, ”  1635;  “Love’s  Maistresse, ”  1636; 
“A  Challenge  for  Beauty,”  1636;  “The  Royall  King,”  1637 ;  “A  True  Description  of 
lis  Majesty’s  Royal  Ship,”  1637 ;  “A  Curtain  Lecture”  (under  initials  :  T.  IL),  1637 ; 
‘Pleasant  Dialogues  and  Dramas,”  1637;  “The  Royal  King  and  the  Loyal  King,” 
1637;  “Porta  Pietatis,”  1638;  “The  Wise  Woman  of  Hogsdon,”  1638;  “Londini 
Status  Placatus,”  1639;  “The  Exemplary  Lives  .  .  of  Nine  of  the  most  worthy 

Women  of  the  World,”  1640;  “The  Life  of  Merlin,”  1641;  “Machiavel”  (anon) 
1641;  “Fortune  by  Land  and  Sea”  (with  Rowley),  1655.  He  translated:  “Two  . 
.  .  notable  Histories”  of  Sallust,  1608;  and  edited:  Lydgate’s  “Life  and  Death 

of  Hector, ”  1614  ;  Cooke’s  “Greene’s  Tu  Quoque,  ”  1622;  Sir  R.  Barckley’s  “Felicitie 
of  Man,”  1631 ;  Marlowe’3  “ Jew  of  Malta,”  1633.  Collected  TForfo;  in6vols.,  with 
memoir,  1874. — Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  132. 


PERSONAL 

Md.  that  this  25  of  marche  1598, 
Thomas  Hawoode  came  and  hiered  hime 
seallfe  with  me  as  a  covenante  searvante 
for  ij  yeares,  by  the  Recevinge  of  ij  synell 
pence,  acordinge  to  the  statute  of  win¬ 
chester,  and  to  begine  at  the  daye  above 
written,  and  not  to  playe  any  wher  pub- 
licke  abowt  London  not  whille  thes  ij 
yeares  be  exspired,  but  in  my  howsse :  yf 
he  do,  then  he  dothe  forfette  unto  me,  by 
the  Recevinge  of  these  ij1,  fortie  powndes, 
and  wittnes  to  this 

Antony  Monday,  Wm.  Borne, 

Gabrell  Spencer,  Thoms  Dowton, 
Robart  Shawe,  Richard  Jonnes, 

Richard  Alleyn. 

— Henslowe,  Philip,  1598,  Diary,  ed. 
Collier,  p.  260. 


An  Author  that  liv’d  in  the  Time  of 
Queen  Elizabeth,  and  the  Reign  of  King 
Janies  the  First.  Tho’  he  were  but  an 
Actor,  as  is  manifest  by  Mr.  Kirkman's 
Testimony,  and  apparent  from  a  Piece  writ 
by  him,  call’d  “The  Actors  Vindication;” 
yet  his  Plays  were  in  those  Days  accounted 
of  the  Second-Rate.  He  was  the  most 
Voluminous  Writer  that  ever  handled 
Dramatick  Poetry  in  our  Language ;  and 
I  know  none  but  the  Famous  “Spaniard, 
Lopez  de  Vega,”  that  can  vye  with  him; 
if  at  least  we  give  Credit  to  his  own  At¬ 
testation,  in  the  Preface  to  One  of  his 
Plays.— Langbaine,  Gerard,  1691,  An 
Account  of  the  English  Dramatick  Poets, 
p.  256. 

Little  as  we  know  of  his  life,  his  dedi¬ 
cations  and  prefaces  make  us  better 
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acquainted  with  his  personality  than  we 
are  with  that  of  much  more  famous  men. 
— Saintsbury,  George,  1887,  History  of 
Elizabethan  Literature ,  p.  284. 

A  WOMAN  KILLED  WITH  KINDNESS 
IG02-7 

Pd  at  the  apoyntment  of  the  company, 
the  6  of  inarche  1602,  unto  Thomas  He- 
wode,  in  fulle  payment  for  his  playe  called 
a  womon  Kyld  with  Kyndne3,  the  some 
of . iij". 

Pd  at  the  apoyntment  of  Thomas  Blacke- 
wod,  the  7  of  marche  1602,  unto  the  tayl- 
ler  which  made  the  blacke  saten  sewt  for 
the  womon  Kyld  with  Ivyndnes,  the  some 

of . X\ 

— Henslowe,  Philip,  1602,  Dairy,  ed. 
Collier,  pp.  249,  250. 

Hey  wood  is  a  sort  of  prose  Shakespeare. 
His  scenes  are  to  the  full  as  natural  and 
affecting.  But  we  miss  the  poet,  that 
which  in  Shakespeare  always  appears  out 
and  above  the  surface  of  the  nature.  Hey- 
wood’s  characters  in  this  play,  for  in¬ 
stance,  his  country  gentlemen,  &c.,  are 
exactly  what  we  see,  but  of  the  best  kind 
of  what  we  see  in  life.  Shakespeare 
makes  us  believe,  while  we  are  among  his 
lovely  creations,  that  they  are  nothing  but 
what  we  are  familiar  with,  as  in  dreams 
new  things  seem  old  ;  but  we  awake,  and 
sigh  for  the  difference. — Lamb,  Charles, 
1808,  Specimens  of  Dramatic  Poets. 

The  winding  up  of  this  play  is  rather 
awkwardly  managed,  and  the  moral  is,  ac¬ 
cording  to  established  usage,  equivocal. 
It  required  only  Frankford’s  reconciliation 
to  his  wife,  as  well  as  his  forgiveness  of 
her,  for  the  highest  breach  of  matrimonial 
duty,  to  have  made  14  A  Woman  Killed 
with  Kindness”  a  complete  anticipation  of 
‘‘The  Stranger.”  Hey  wood,  however, 
was  in  that  respect  but  half  a  Kotzebue ! 
— Hazlitt,  William,  1820,  Lectures  on 
the  Literature  of  the  Age  of  Elizabeth,  Lec¬ 
ture  ii. 

The  language  is  not  much  raised  above 
that  of  comedy;  but  we  can  hardly  rank  a 
tale  of  guilt,  sorrow,  and  death,  in  that 
dramatic  category.  It  may  be  read  with 
interest  and  approbation  at  this  day ;  be¬ 
ing  quite  free  from  extravagance  either 
in  manner  or  language,  the  besetting  sin 
of  our  earlier  dramatists,  and  equally  so 
from  buffoonery.  The  subject  resembles 


that  of  Kotzebue’s  drama,  “The  Stranger,  ” 
but  is  managed  with  a  nobler  tone  of  mor¬ 
ality.  It  is  true  that  Mrs.  Frankfort’s 
immediate  surrender  to  her  seducer,  like 
that  of  Beaumele  in  the  “Fatal  Dowry,” 
makes  her  contemptible;  but  this,  though 
it  might  possibly  have  originated  in  the 
necessity  created  by  the  narrow  limits  of 
theatrical  time,  has  the  good  effect  of 
preventing  that  sympathy  with  her  guilt 
which  is  reserved  for  her  penitence. — 
Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction  to 
the  Literature  of  Europe ,  pt.  ii,  ch.  vi,  par. 
33. 

The  play,  therefore,  was  finished  when 
Henslowe  paid  £3  for  it;  and  we  may 
conclude,  perhaps,  that  the  “black  satin 
suit”  was  worn  by  the  hero  after  the  fall 
of  his  wife,  and  when  she  was  dying,  in 
consequence  of  the  undeserved  tenderness 
with  which  she  had  been  treated  by  her 
forgiving  husband.  Nothing  can  be  more 
tragically  touching  than  the  whole  of  this 
part  of  this  fine  moral  play,  and  we  are 
not  ashamed  to  own,  after  having  read  it 
many  times  previously,  that  we  could  not 
go  through  the  mechanical  process  of  cor¬ 
recting  the  proofs,  without  a  degree  o' 
emotion  that  almost  disqualified  us  for  th 
duty. — Collier,  John  Payne,  1850,  ed. 

A  Woman  Killed  With  Kindness ,  Intro¬ 
duction,  p.  viii. 

His  masterpiece,  “The  Woman  Killed 
with  Kindness”  (in  which  a  deceived  hus¬ 
band,  coming  to  the  knowledge  of  his 
shame,  drives  his  rival  to  repentance,  and 
his  wife  to  repentance  and  death,  by  his 
charity),  is  not  wholly  admirable.  Shake- 
spere  would  have  felt,  more  fully  than 
Heywood,  the  danger  of  presenting  his 
hero  as  something  of  a  wittol  without  suf¬ 
ficient  passion  of  religion  or  affection  to 
justify  his  tolerance.  But  the  pathos  is 
so  great,  the  sense  of  “the  pity  of  it”  is 
so  simply  and  unaffectedly  rendered,  that 
it  is  impossible  not  to  rank  Heywood  very 
high. — Saditsbury,  George,  1887,  His¬ 
tory  of  Elizabethan  Literature,  p.  280. 

In  the  centre  of  the  choir,  but  quite  in¬ 
visible,  stands  the  figure  of  Thomas  Hey¬ 
wood,  a  voluble  secondary  writer  in  the 
class  of  Shakespeare  and  Fletcher,  claim¬ 
ing  “an  entire  hand,  or  at  least  a  main 
finger,”  in  no  fewer  than  220  plays.  He 
is  remarkable  chiefly  for  a  pleasing  medi¬ 
ocrity  in  picturesqueness,  a  prosaic,  even 
spirit  of  flowing  romance.  Heywood  rises 
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once  to  real  force  of  emotion  in  the  naked, 
sombre  atonement  of  “A  Woman  Killed 
with  Kindness.” — Gosse,  Edmund,  1897, 
Short  History  of  Modem  English  Literature 
p.  118. 

THE  ENGLISH  TRAVELLER 

1633 

Heywood’s  preface  to  this  play  is  inter¬ 
esting,  as  it  shows  the  heroic  indifference 
about  the  opinion  of  posterity,  which 
some  of  these  great  writers  seem  to  have 
felt.  There  is  a  magnanimity  in  author¬ 
ship  as  in  everything  else.  His  ambition 
seems  to  have  been  confined  to  the  pleas¬ 
ure  of  hearing  the  players  speak  his  lines 
while  he  lived.  It  does  not  appear  that 
he  ever  contemplated  the  possibility  of 
being  read  by  after-ages.  What  a  slender 
pittanceof  fame  was  motivesufficient  to  the 
production  of  such  plays  as  the  “English 
Traveller,”  the  “Challenge  for  Beauty,” 
and  the  “Woman  Killed  with  Kindness”! 
Posterity  is  bound  to  take  care  that  a 
writer  loses  nothing  by  such  a  noble  mod¬ 
esty. — Lamb,  Charles,  1808,  Specimens 
of  Dramatic  Poets. 

This  play  is  written  in  verse,  and  with 
that  ease  and  perspicuity,  seldom  rising 
to  passion  or  figurative  poetry,  which  dis¬ 
tinguishes  this  dramatist.  Young  Gerald¬ 
ine  is  a  beautiful  specimen  of  the  Pla¬ 
tonic,  or  rather  inflexibly  virtuous  lover, 
whom  the  writers  of  this  age  delighted  to 
portray.  On  the  other  hand,  it  is  difficult 
to  pronounce  whether  the  lady  is  a  thor¬ 
ough-paced  hypocrite  in  the  first  acts,  or 
falls  from  virtue,  like  Mrs.  Frankfort,  on 
the  first  solicitation  of  a  stranger.  In 
either  case,  the  character  is  unpleasing, 
and,  we  may  hope,  improbable.  The  un¬ 
derplot  of  this  play  is  largely  borrowed 
from  the  “Mostellaria”  of  Plautus,  and  is 
diverting,  though  somewhat  absurd. — Hal- 
LAM,  Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction  to  the 
Literature  of  Europe,  pt.  iii,  ch.  vi,  par.  99. 

The  plot  of  “The  English  Traveller” 
is  especially  good:  and  in  reading  few 
works  of  fiction  do  we  receive  a  greater 
shock  of  surprise  than  in  Geraldine’3 
discovery  of  the  infidelity  of  Wincott’s 
wife,  whom  he  loves  with  a  Platonic 
devotion.  It  is  as  unanticipated  as  the 
discovery,  in  Jonson’s  “Silent  Woman,” 
that  Epiccene  is  no  woman  at  all,  while  at 
the  same  time  it  has  less  the  appearance 
of  artifice,  and  is  more  the  result  of 


natural  causes. —Whipple,  Edwin  P., 
1859-68,  The  Literature  of  the  Age  of 
Elizabeth,  p.  123. 

The  hero  of  “The  English  Traveller,” 
however  worthy  to  stand  beside  him  as  a 
typical  sample  of  English  manhood  at  its 
noblest  and  gentlest,  cannot  be  said  to  oc¬ 
cupy  so  predominant  a  place  in  the  con¬ 
duct  of  the  action  or  the  memory  of  the 
reader.  The  comic  Plautine  underplot — 
Plautus  always  brought  good  luck  to  Hey- 
wood — is  so  incomparably  preferable  to 
the  ugly  and  unnatural  though  striking 
and  original  under  plot  of  “A  Woman 
Killed  with  Kindness”  as  well  nigh  to 
counterbalance  the  comparative  lack  of 
interest,  plausibility  and  propriety  in  the 
main  action.  —  Swinburne,  Algernon 
Charles,  1895,  The  Plays  of  Thomas  Hey¬ 
wood ,  The  Ninteenth  Century ,  vol.  38,  p. 
404. 

THE  FAIR  MAID  OF  THE  WEST 
1631 

The  versification  is  varied  and  harmoni¬ 
ous;  but  it  is  necessary  to  remark  that 
Heywood  appears  to  have  been,  in  this 
particular,  a  somewhat  careless  writer, 
heeding  little  how  his  lines  were  divided 
in  the  printed  copy,  as  long  as  they  came 
agreeably  or  forcibly  from  the  mouths 
of  the  actors.  It  seems  to  have  been  his 
great  aim  (like  that  of  most,  if  not  all,  of 
his  contemporaries)  to  satisfy  on  the 
stage,  without  thinking  of  the  reader:  the 
printer,  too,  has  not  unfrequently  done 
his  verse  injustice ;  and  we  wonder  that, 
as  the  sheets  went  through  the  author’s 
hands,  he  did  not  himself  regulate  the 
lines,  in  many  places,  differently.  This 
consideration  has  frequently  checked  us, 
when  otherwise  we  should  have  felt  dis¬ 
posed  to  make  some  changes,  merely  of 
location,  in  order  to  render  the  blank  verse 
more  conformable  to  ordinary  rule :  upon 
a  few,  and  very  few,  changes  we  have 
ventured  ;  but  it  is  quite  evident  in  many 
places,  which  we  need  not  point  out,  that 
the  omission  or  insertion  of  a  monosyllable 
would  sometimes  have  restored  the  meas¬ 
ure,  injured  perhaps  by  the  imperfectness 
of  the  memory,  or  of  the  ear,  of  the  per¬ 
former.  We  have  never  felt  ourselves  at 
liberty  to  make  the  slightest  insertion  or 
omission,  without  either  placing  the  added 
word  within  brackets,  or  distinctly 
mentioning  in  a  note  the  exclusion  of  a 
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particle.— Collier,  John  Payne,  1850, 
ed.,  The  Fair  Maid  of  the  IPcsi,  Introduc¬ 
tion,  p.  x. 

”The  Fair  Maid  of  the  West”  is  one  of 
Heywood’s  most  characteristic  works,  and 
one  of  his  most  delightful  plays.  In¬ 
artistic  as  this  sort  of  dramatic  poem  may 
seem  to  the  lovers  of  theatrical  composi¬ 
tion  and  sensational  arrangement,  of 
emotional  calculations  and  premeditated 
shocks,  it  has  a  place  of  its  own,  and  a 
place  of  honour,  among  the  incomparably 
various  forms  of  noble  and  serious  drama 
which  English  poets  of  the  Shakespearean 
age  conceived,  created,  and  left  as  models 
impossible  to  reproduce  or  to  rival  in  any 
generation  of  poets  or  readers,  actors  or 
spectators,  after  the  decadent  forces  of 
English  genius  in  its  own  most  natural 
and  representative  form  of  popular  and 
creative  activity  had  finally  shrivelled  up 
and  shuddered  into  everlasting  inanition 
under  the  withering  blast  of  Puritanism. 
—Swinburne,  Algernon  Charles,  1895, 
The  Plays  of  Thomas  Hey  wood,  The  Nine¬ 
teenth  Century,  vol.  38,  p.  404. 

GENERAL 

But  tho’  many  of  these  Plays  being 
written  loosely  in  Taverns  as  Mr.  Kirk- 
man  observes,  might  occasion  their  being 
so  mean;  yet  it  did  not  in  probability 
much  contribute  to  their  loss,  as  Mr. 
Winstanley  would  have  it.  To  do  our 
Author  justice,  I  cannot  allow  that  his 
Plays  are  so  mean  as  Mr.  Kirkman  has 
represented  them  :  for  he  was  a  general 
Scholar,  and  an  indifferent  Linguist,  as  his 
several  Translations  from  Lucian,  Eras¬ 
mus,  Texlor,  Beza,  Buchanan,  and  other 
Latine  and  Italian  Authors,  sufficiently 
manifest.  Nay,  further  in  several  of  his 
Plays  he  has  borrow’d  many  Ornaments 
from  the  Ancients;  as  more  particularly 
in  his  Plays  call’d  ‘‘The  Ages,”  he  has 
intersperst  several  Things,  borrow'd  from 
Homer,  Virgil,  Ovid,  Seneca,  Plautus,  &c., 
which  extreamly  set  them  off. — -Lang- 
baine,  Gerard.  1691,  An  Account  of  the 
English  Drama  tick  Poets,  p.  258. 

The  prodigious  quantity  he  wrote,  for 
which  he  ransacked  the  ancients  without 
mercy,  whatever  might  have  been  his  real 
merit  had  he  taken  time  to  correct  and 
polish  his  works,  rendered  it  impossible 
for  him  to  turn  any  thing  out  of  hand 
likely  to  secure  him  a  solid  reputation; 


and  thus  we  have  a  list  of  twenty-four 
pieces,  out  of  two  hundred  and  twenty 
which  he  himself  says  he  either  wrote  or 
was  concerned  in,  little  more  known  at 
this  moment  than  by  their  titles. — Dibdin, 
Charles,  1795,  A  Complete  History  of  the 
Stage ,  vol.  in,  p.  106. 

If  I  were  to  be  consulted  as  to  a  Re¬ 
print 'of  our  Old  English  Dramatists,  I 
should  advise  to  begin  with  the  collected 
Plays  of  Hey  wood.  He  was  a  fellow  Actor, 
and  fellow  Dramatist,  with  Shakespeare. 
He  possessed  not  the  imagination  of  the 
latter;  but  in  all  those  qualities  which 
gained  for  Shakespeare  the  attribute  of 
gentle,  he  was  not  inferior  to  him.  Gener¬ 
osity,  courtesy,  temperance  in  the  depths 
of  passion;  sweetness,  in  a  word,  and 
gentleness;  Christianism  ;  and  true  hearty 
Anglicism  of  feelings,  shaping  that 
Christianism  ;  shine  throughout  his  beauti¬ 
ful  writings  in  a  manner  more  conspicuous 
than  in  those  of  Shakespeare,  but  only 
more  conspicuous,  inasmuch  as  in  Hey- 
wood  these  qualities  are  primary,  in  the 
other  subordinate  to  poetry.  I  love  them 
both  equally,  but  Shakespeare  has  most  of 
my  wonder.  Heywood  should  be  knowi 
to  his  countrymen,  as  he  deserves.  H 
plots  are  almost  invariably  English.  I  f 
sometimes  jealous,  that  Shakespeare  li 
so  few  of  his  scenes  at  home. — Lan 
Charles,  1808,  Specimens  of  Drama 
Poets. 

Though  Heywood  had  little  of  the  en¬ 
thusiasm  of  fancy  of  the  genuine  poet, 
there  are  in  several  of  the  pieces  which 
remain,  an  unaffected  ease  and  simplicity, 
and  a  power  of  touching  the  heart,  which 
merit  preservation  in  no  common  degree. 
He  abounds,  too,  in  pictures  of  domestic 
life  very  minutely  finished,  correct  with¬ 
out  being  cold,  and  effective  without  being 
overcharged. — Drake,  Nathan,  1817, 
Shakspeare  and  His  Times,  vol.  ir,  p.  568. 

He  possesses  considerable  power  of  in¬ 
teresting  the  affections,  by  placing  his 
plain  and  familiar  characters  in  affecting 
situations.  The  worst  of  him  is,  that  his 
commonplace  sentiments  and  plain  inci¬ 
dents  fall  not  only  beneath  the  ideal  beauty 
of  art,  but  are  often  more  fatiguing  than 
what  we  meet  with  in  the  ordinary  and 
unselected  circumstances  of  life.  When 
he  has  hit  upon  those  occasions  where  the 
passions  should  obviously  rise  with  ac¬ 
cumulated  expression,  he  lingers  on 
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through  the  scene  with  a  dull  and  level 
indifference.  The  term  artlessness  may 
be  applied  to  Hey  wood  in  two  very  op¬ 
posite  senses.  His  pathos  is  often  artless 
in  the  better  meaning  of  the  word,  because 
its  objects  are  true  to  life,  and  their  feel¬ 
ings  naturally  expressed.  But  he  betrays 
still  more  frequently  an  artlessness,  or  we 
should  rather  call  it,  a  want  of  art,  in 
deficiency  of  contrivance. — Campbell, 
Thomas,  1819,  Specimens  of  the  British 
Poets. 

As  Marlowe’s  imagination  glows  like  a 
furnace,  Heywood’s  is  a  gentle,  lambent 
flame  that  purifies  without  consuming.  His 
manner  is  simplicity  itself.  There  is 
nothing  supernatural,  nothing  startling 
or  terrific.  He  makes  use  of  the  com¬ 
monest  circumstances  of  every-day  life, 
and  of  the  easiest  tempers,  to  show  the 
workings,  or  rather  the  inefficacy  of  the 
passions,  the  vis  inertia  of  tragedy.  His 
incidents  strike  from  their  very  famil¬ 
iarity,  and  the  distresses  he  paints  invite 
our  sympathy,  from  the  calmness  and 
resignation  with  which  they  are  borne. 
The  pathos  might  be  deemed  purer  from 
its  having  no  mixture  of  turbulence  or 
vindictiveness  in  it;  and  in  proportion  as 
the  sufferers  are  made  to  deserve  a  better 
fate.  In  the  midst  of  the  most  untoward 
reverses  and  cutting  injuries,  good  nature 
and  good  sense  keep  their  accustomed 
sway.  He  describes  men’s  errors  with 
tenderness,  and  their  duties  only  with 
zeal,  and  the  heightenings  of  a  poetic 
fancy.  His  style  is  equally  natural,  simple, 
and  unconstrained.— Hazlitt,  William, 
1820,  Lectures  on  the  Literature  of  the  Age 
of  Elizabeth ,  Leeture  ii. 

Heywood  seldom  rises  to  much  vigor  of 
poetry;  but  his  dramatic  invention  is 
ready,  his  style  is  easy,  his  characters  do 
not  transgress  the  boundaries  of  nature, 
and  it  is  not  surprising  that  he  was  popular 
in  his  own  age.— Hallam,  Henry,  1837- 
39,  Introduction  to  the  Literature  of  Europe, 
pt.  iii,  ch.  vi,  par.  99. 

Perhaps  Shakespeare  would  not  have 
left  untouched  so  pathetic  a  tragedy  as 
that  of  Jane  Shore,  if  he  had  not  seen  it 
so  well  handled  by  Heywood. — Field, 
Barron,  1842,  The  First  and  Second  Parts 
of  King  Edward  IV.,  Introduction,  p.  v. 

The  most  profuse,  but  perhaps  the  least 
poetic  of  these  dramatists,  was 'Thomas 
Heywood,  of  whom  little  is  known,  except 


that  he  was  one  of  the  most  prolific  writers 
the  world  has  ever  seen.  .  .  .  Hey¬ 

wood’s  best  plays  evince  large  observa¬ 
tion,  considerable  dramatic  skill,  a  sweet 
and  humane  spirit,  and  an  easy  command 
of  language.  His  style,  indeed,  is  singu¬ 
larly  simple,  pure,  clear,  and  straight¬ 
forward;  but  it  conveys  the  impression  of 
a  mind  so  diffused  as  almost  to  be  charac¬ 
terless,  and  incapable  of  flashing  its 
thoughts  through  the  images  of  imagina¬ 
tive  passion.  He  is  more  prosaic,  closer 
to  ordinary  life  and  character,  than  his 
contemporaries.— W'HirrLE,  Edwin  P., 
1859-68,  The  Literature  of  the  Age  cf 
Elizabeth ,  pp.  121,  122. 

His  plays,  however,  are  for  the  greater 
part  in  verse,  which  at  least  has  ease  of  flow 
enough;  and  he  may  be  styled  not  only  a 
prose  Shakspeare,  but  a  more  poetical 
Richardson.  If  he  has  not  quite  the  power 
of  Lillo  in  what  has  been  called  the  do¬ 
mestic  tragedy,  which  is  the  species  to 
which  his  best  pieces  belong,  he  excels 
that  modern  dramatist  both  in  facility  and 
variety. —Craik,  George  L.,  1861,  A 
Compendious  History  of  English  Literature , 
and  qf  The  English  Language ,  vol.  I,  p. 
599. 

Considering  how  much  he  wrote,  and 
the  circumstances  under  which  he  appears 
to  have  written,  it  is  no  slight  merit  to 
have  produced  scenes  as  natural  and  affect¬ 
ing,  and  characters  as  true  to  life  as  those 
of  Shakespeare,  even  without  the  power 
idealizing  his  conceptions.  — Bell,  Rob¬ 
ert,  1867?  ed..  Songs  for  the  Dramatists, 
p.  193. 

It  would  grieve  me  to  seem  unjust 
towards  a  writer  to  whom  I  have  iong  felt 
very  specially  attracted — and  this  by  no 
means  only  because  of  a  pious  although 
perhaps  more  or  less  apocryphal  bond. 
Yet  the  highest  praise  which  it  seems 
right  to  bestow  upon  Thomas  Heywood  is 
that  which  was  happily  expressed  by  Tieck 
when  he  described  him  as  “the  model  of 
a  light  and  rapid  talent.”  Carried,  it 
may  be,  by  fortune  or  by  choice  from  the 
tranquil  court  of  Peterhouse  to  a  very 
different  scene  of  intellectual  effort,  he 
worked  during  a  long  and  laborious  life 
with  an  energy  in  itself  deserving  of  re¬ 
spect,  and  manifestly  also  with  a  facility 
attesting  no  ordinary  natural  endowment. 
His  creative  power  was,  however,  of  that 
secondary  order  which  is  content  with 
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accommodating  itself  to  conditions  im¬ 
posed  by  the  prevailing  tastes  of  the  day. 
It  may  be  merely  his  'prentice  hand  that 
he  tried  on  a  dramatic  reproduction  of 
chronicles  and  popular  story-books;  but 
though  even  here  the  simplicity  of  his 
workmanship  was  due  to  a  natural  direct¬ 
ness  of  touch  by  no  means  to  be  con¬ 
founded  with  rudeness  of  hand,  he  cannot 
be  said  to  have  done  much  to  revive  a 
species  which  though  still  locally  popular 
was  already  doomed  to  decay. 

Of  humour  he  had  his  share — or  he  would 
have  been  no  master  of  pathos ;  but  he 
cannot  be  said  to  have  excelled  in  humor¬ 
ous  characterisation  ;  there  is  as  a  rule 
little  individuality  in  his  comic  figures  at 
large,  and  his  clowns,  although  good  ex¬ 
amples  of  their  kind,  are  made  to  order. 
Indeed,  the  inferior  sort  of  wit — which  of 
all  writers  dramatists  most  readily  acquire 
as  a  literary  accomplishment — his  prac¬ 
tised  inventiveness  displays  with  the  ut¬ 
most  abundance;  of  all  the  Elisabethan 
playwrights  he  is  one  of  the  most  un¬ 
wearied,  and  to  my  mind  one  of  the  most 
intolerable  punsters.  In  outward  form 
he  is  nearly  as  Protean  as  in  choice  of 
subject  and  of  treatment ;  his  earlier  plays 
more  especially  abound  with  rimes;  in 
general,  fluent  verse  and  easy  prose  are 
freely  intermixed.  But — apart  from  the 
pathetic  force  of  particular  passages  and 
scenes,  and  a  straightforward  naturalness 
which  lends  an  irresistible  charm  to  a 
writer  as  it  does  toa  friend  in  real  life  his 
strength  lies  in  a  dramatic  insight  which 
goes  far  towards  the  making  of  a  master 
of  the  playwright’s  art,  while  it  has  un¬ 
doubtedly  been  possessed  by  some  not  en¬ 
titled  to  rank  as  dramatic  poets. — Ward, 
Adolphus  William,  1875-99,  A  History 
of  English  Dramatic  Literature,  vol.  II, 
pp.  585,  586. 

The  play  which  resulted, — the  * 4 Lanca¬ 
shire  Witches,” — is  interesting  partly 
because  it  combines  the  two  kinds  of  dra¬ 
matic  incident  in  which  Hey  wood  was 
most  at  home, — the  domestic  and  the 
mythological.  It  unites  a  motive  akin  to 
that  of  the  “Woman  killed  with  Kindness” 
and  the  “English  Traveller”  with  others 
drawn  from  that  world  of  superstition  and 
occult  art  of  which  Heywood  had  all  his 
life  been  a  persevering  student  and  in 
which  he  was  probably  more  deeply  versed 
than  any  of  his  fellow  dramatists.  The 


character  of  the  erring  and  repentant  wife 
he  had  made  his  own ;  and  the  peculiar 
tenderness  with  which  he  repeatedly 
touched  it  was  evidently  something  more 
than  the  stock  pathos  of  a  clever  play¬ 
wright.  Mrs.  Generous  in  the  “Lancashire 
Witches”  is  the  sister  of  the  erring  wives 
in  the  “Woman  killed  with  Kindness”  and 
the  “English  Traveller.”  She  is  not  se¬ 
duced  from  her  husband,  as  they  are,  by  a 
human  lover  ;  but  she  yields  to  the  fascina¬ 
tion  of  the  powers  of  darkness  and  be¬ 
comes  a  witch.  Generous,  her  husband, 
views  her  fault  like  his  earlier  counter¬ 
parts.  more  in  sorrow  than  in  anger,  and 
when  she  meets  him  after  the  commis¬ 
sion  of  her  fault  and  confesses  her  guilt 
he  forgives  her  in  a  scene  little  inferior 
to  the  corresponding  scenes  in  which  Mr. 
Frankford  and  Young  Geraldine  receive 
the  last  penitent  confessions  of  another 
sort  of  guilt. — Herford,  Charles  H., 
1886,  Studies  in  The  Literary  Relations  of 
England  and  Germany  in  the  Sixteenth 
Century,  p .  238. 

Never  sinking  to  the  lowest  depth  of 
the  Elizabethan  playwright,  including 
some  great  ones,  Heywood  never  rises  t 
anything  like  the  highest  height.  H 
chronicle  plays  are  very  weak,  showing  j 
grasp  of  heroic  character,  and  a  most 
lamentable  slovenliness  of  rhythm.— 
Saintsbury,  George,  1887,  History  of 
Elizabethan  Literature,  p.  282. 

Heywood,  the  master  of  homely  English 
life,  the  gentlest  of  all  poets  who  have 
swept  the  chords  of  passion. — Symonds, 
John  Addington,  1887,  Marlowe  ( Mer¬ 
maid  Series),  General  Introduction  to  the 
Drama,  p.  xxv. 

Since  his  resuscitation  he  has  suffered 
from  a  fresh  injustice,  the  cause  of  which 
it  is  not  easy  to  discover.  Those  who  have 
complained  of  his  flatness,  rudeness,  want 
of  poetic  art,  have  themselves  increased 
these  qualities  in  tacitly  considering  him 
as  one  of  the  latest  of  the  great  dramatic 
group.  He  is  usually  placed  in  chrono¬ 
logical  arrangement  after  Massinger,  after 
Ford,  with  only  Shirley  and  Jasper  Mayne 
behind  him.  It  is  true  that  he  lived  till 
all  but  these  were  gone,  but  not  on  that 
account  ought  he  to  be  considered  as  one 
of  the  latest  of  the  group.  The  proper 
position  of  Heywood  is  in  the  center,  at 
the  climax  of  the  drama.  That  miraculous 
decade  (1590-1600)  in  which  the  green 
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undergrowth  of  English  literature,  as  if 
in  a  single  tropical  night,  burst  into  wave 
after  wave  of  sudden  blossom,  produced 
so  much  and  developed  so  rapidly  that  the 
closest  study  is  needed  to  detect  the 
stages  of  poetic  progress.  .  .  .  Hey- 

wood  was  not  one  of  those  poets  on  whom 
the  gaze  of  all  critics  turns,  as  to  a  star 
whose  beams  lend  themselves  to  infinite 
analysis;  it  is  easy  enough  to  divide  the 
clear  rays  in  his  one  pencil  of  light.  He  is 
a  poet  who  will  never,  in  future,  want  his 
friends,  but  who  will  scarcely  claim  one 
lover.  It  is  not  possible  to  be  enthusiastic 
over  the  memory  of  a  gossip  so  cheerful, 
garrulous,  and  superficial  as  this  haunter 
of  the  Strand  and  the  Exchange.  He  has 
a  thousand  entertaining  things  to  tell  us 
about  the  shops  and  the  shop-girls;  about 
the  handsome  young  gallants,  and  the 
shocking  way  in  which  they  waste  their 
money;  about  the  affectations  of  citizen 
fathers, and  the  tempers  of  citizen  mothers. 
He  is  the  most  confirmed  button-holer  of 
our  poetical  acquaintance ;  and  if  he  were 
only  a  little  more  monotonous,  he  would 
be  universally  voted  a  bore.  Somehow  or 
other,  he  has  a  little  group  of  listeners 
always  around  him ;  it  is  not  easy  to  drag 
>ne’s  self  away  till  his  stories  are  finished. 
His  voice  trembles  as  he  tells  us  the 
strangest,  saddest  tale  of  how  this  or  that 
poor  girl  came  to  shame  and  sorrow — of 
how  such  a  noble  gentleman,  whom  we 
must  have  often  seen  in  the  streets,  lost 
all  his  estate,  and  died  in  want;  and 
though  there  is  nothing  new  in  what  he 
tells  us,  and  though  he  hurries  with  char¬ 
acteristic  timidity  over  every  embarrass¬ 
ing  or  painful  detail,  we  cannot  help 
paying  his  loquacity  the  tribute  of  our 
laughter  and  our  tears. — Gosse,  Edmund, 
1894,  The  Jacobean  Poets,  pp.  117,  122. 

Facile  and  most  productive  of  drama¬ 
tists.  visited  at  moments  by  the  golden 
touch  of  lyric  inspiration. — Schelling, 


Felix  E.,  1895,  A  Book  of  Elizabethan 
Lyrics,  p.  xxix. 

As  a  historical  or  mythological  play¬ 
wright.  working  on  material  derived  from 
classic  legends  or  from  English  annals,  he 
shows  signs  now  and  then,  as  occasion 
offers,  of  the  sweet  tempered  manliness, 
the  noble  kindliness,  which  won  the  heart 
of  Lamb :  something  too  there  is  in  these 
plays  of  his  pathos,  and  something  of  his 
humour:  but  if  this  were  all  we  had  of 
him  we  should  know  comparatively  little 
of  what  we  now  most  prize  in  him.  Of 
this  we  find  most  in  the  plays  dealing 
with  English  life  in  his  own  day :  but 
there  is  more  of  it  in  his  romantic  tragi¬ 
comedies  than  in  his  chronicle  histories 
or  his  legendary  compilations  and  varia¬ 
tions  on  the  antique.  .  .  .  He  is  Eng¬ 

lish  of  the  English  in  his  quiet,  frank, 
spontaneous  expression,  suppression  is  no 
longer  either  possible  or  proper,  of  all 
noble  and  gentle  and  natural  emotion.  .  .  . 
His  prose,  if  never  to  be  called  masterly, 
may  generally  be  called  good  and  pure  :  its 
occasional  pedantries  and  pretentions  are 
rather  3igns  of  the  century  than  faults  of 
the  author  :  and  he  can  tell  a  story,  espec¬ 
ially  a  short  story,  as  well  if  not  better 
than  many  a  better-known  writer.  1  fear, 
however,  that  it  is  not  the  poetical  quality 
of  his  undramatic  verse  which  can  ever  be 
said  to  make  it  worth  reading :  it  is,  as 
far  as  I  know,  of  the  very  homeliest  home- 
spun  ever  turned  out  by  the  very  humblest 
of  workmen.  His  poetry,  it  would  be 
pretty  safe  to  wager,  must  be  looked  for 
exclusively  in  his  plays:  but  there,  if  not 
remarkable  for  depth  or  height  of  im¬ 
agination  or  of  passion,  it  will  be  found 
memorable  for  unsurpassed  excellence  of 
unpretentious  elevation  in  treatment 
of  character.— Swinburne,  Algernon 
Charles,  1895,  The  Plays  of  Thomas  Hey- 
wood,  The  Nineteenth  Century,  voL  38,  pp. 
397,  402,  410. 


Arthur  Wilson 

1596-1652 

Arthur  Wilson  was  secretary  to  Robert,  Earl  of  Essex,  the  Parliamentary  general 
in  the  Civil  Wars ;  and  afterwards  became  steward  to  the  Earl  of  Warwick.  He  left  in 
manuscript  a  work  on  “The  Life  and  Reign  of  King  James  I.,”  which  was  published 
in  1653.  A  comedy  of  his,  entitled  “The  Inconstant  Lady,"  was  printed  at  Oxford, 
edited  by  Dr.  Bliss,  in  1814. — Chambers,  Robert,  1876  CydojxEdia  of  English  Litera¬ 
ture,  ed.  Carruthers. 
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HISTORY  OF  KING  JAMES  I. 

A  most  infamous  pasquil.  ...  It 
is  not  easy  to  judge  whether  the  matter 
be  more  false  or  the  style  more  reproach¬ 
ful  in  all  parts  thereof.  -Heylin,  Peter, 
1658,  Examen  Historicum,  Preface. 

Had  a  great  command  of  the  English 
tongue,  as  well  in  writing  as  speaking, 
and  had  he  bestowed  his  endeavours  on 
another  subject  than  that  of  history,  they 
would  have  without  doubt  seemed  better. 
For  in  those  things  which  he  hath  done, 
are  wanting  the  principal  matters  con- 
ducing  to  the  completion  of  that  faculty, 
viz.:  matter  from  record,  exact  time,  name 
and  place;  which  by  his  endeavouring  too 
much  to  set  out  his  bare  collections  in  an 
affected  and  bombastic  stile,  are  much 
neglected.  -Wood,  Anthony,  1691-1721, 
Athcncc  Oxonicnses,  vol.  u,f  155. 

Among  minor  historical  works  may 


be  mentioned  a  “History  of  King  James 
I.,”  by  Arthur  Wilson,  a  Suffolk  gentle¬ 
man  who  held  for  some  time  the  position 
of  Secretary  to  the  Earl  of  Essex,  through 
whose  influence  he  gained  access  to  many 
important  documents.  His  history  is  a 
work  of  some  merit,  and  has  the  advant¬ 
age  of  being  nearly  contemporary  with 
the  period  with  which  it  deals. — Master- 
man,  J.  Howard  B.,  1897,  The  Age  of 
Milton,  p.  207. 

As  an  historian  Wilson  is  very  strongly 
prejudiced  against  the  rule  of  the  Stuartf, 
but  his  work  is  of  value  because  it  records 
contemporary  impressions  and  reminis¬ 
cences  which  are  of  considerable  interest. 
At  times  he  speaks  as  an  eye-witness, 
especially  in  his  account  of  the  foreign 
expeditions  in  which  he  took  part. — 
Firth,  C.  H.,  1900,  Dictionary  of  National 
Biography ,  vol.  lxh,  p-  82. 


Nathaniel  Ward 

1578-1652 

Nathaniel  Ward,  a  son  of  Samuel  Ward,  D.  D.,  Ipswich  {infra),  was  born  at  Haver¬ 
hill,  Suffolk,  England,  about  1570;  entered  of  Emmanuel  College,  Cambridge,  1596, 
and  received  his  degree  of  A.  M.,  1603;  for  a  time  practised  law,  and  then  travelled 
on  the  Continent;  became  preacher  at  St.  James's,  Duke  Place,  London,  1626,  and 
was  afterwards  Rector  of  Standon  Massaye  ;  was  suspended  by  Laud  for  nonconformity, 
1633,  and  in  1634  became  pastor  of  Agawam,  or  Ipswich,  Massachusetts;  was  the 
author  of  the  “Body  of  Liberties,’’  the  first  code  of  laws  established  in  New  England, 
(adopted  in  1641 ;)  returned  to  England  in  1645,  became  minister  of  Shenfield,  Essex, 
and  retained  this  connection  until  his  death,  in  1653,  1.  “The  Simple  Cobler  of 
Agawam  in  America,  Willing  to  help  mend  his  Native  Country,  lamentably  tattered, 
both  in  the  upper-Leather  and  Sole,  with  all  the  honest  stitches  he  can  take,  ”  &c. 

2.  “Mercurius  Anti-mechanicus,  or  the  Simple  Cobbler’s  Boy  with  his  Lap- 
full  of  Caveats,"  &c. ;  by  Theodore  de  la  Guarden,  Lon,  1648,  4to. — Allibone,  S. 
Austin,  1871,  Dictionary  of  English  Literature,  vol.  ill,  p.  2575. 

SIMPLE  COBLER  OF  AGAWAM 
1047 

The  Simple  Cobler  of  Aggawam  in 
America,  willing  to  help  'mend  his  native 
country,  lamentably  tattered,  both  in  the 
upper-leather  and  sole,  with  all  the  honest 
stitches  he  can  take.  And  as  willing 
never  to  be  paid  for  his  work,  by  old  Eng¬ 
lish  wonted  pay. 

It  is  his  trade  to  patch  nil  the  year  long,  gratis, 

Therefore  I  pray,  Gentlemen,  keep  your 
purses. 

By  Theodore  de  la  Guard.  In  rebus  ar - 
duis  ac  tenui  spe,  fortissima  quaque  conci¬ 
lia  tutissima  sunt.  Cic.  In  English, 


When  bootes  and  shoes  are  tome  up  to  the 
lefts, 

Coblers  must  thrust  their  awls  up  to  the  hefts, 
This  is  uo  time  to  feare  Apelles  gramm: 

Ne  Sutor  quidem  ultra  crepidam. 

London:  Printed  by  J.  D.  &  R.  I.  for 
Stephen  Bowtell,  at  the  signe  of  the  Bible 
in  Pope’s  Head  Alley,  1647.- — Title  Page 
to  First  Edition. 

One  of  them,  (Samuel  Ward’s  sons,) 
lately  dead,  was  beneficed  in  Essex,  and, 
following  the  counsel  of  the  poet, 
Ridcntem  dice  re  verum 
Quia  vetatf 

“What  doth  forbid  but  one  may  smile 
And  also  tell  the  Truth  the  while?” 
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hath  in  a  jesting  way,  in  some  of  his  Books, 
delivered  much  Smart-Truth  of  this  pres¬ 
ent  times.— Fuller,  Thomas,  1662,  Wor¬ 
thies  of  England ,  ed.  Nichols,  vol.  If,  p. 
344. 

The  celebrated  Nathaniel  Ward,  whose 
wit  made  him  known  to  more  Englands 
than  one. — Mather,  Cotton,  1702,  Mag- 
nalia  Christi  Americana. 

This  work  is  in  its  manner  one  of  the 
most  quaint  and  pedantick  of  a  period 
when  quaintness  and  pedantry  were  the 
fashion ;  and  in  its  principles  one  of  the 
most  violent  and  enthusiastick  of  an  age 
when  violence  and  enthusiasm  were  almost 
universal.  .  .  .  This  book  had  sev¬ 

eral  editions  in  England  and  in  this  coun¬ 
try  ;  it  is  now  scarce,  and  costs  in  Eng¬ 
land  about  thirty  shillings.  — Tudor,  Will¬ 
iam,  1815,  North  American,  Review. 

The  most  quaint  and  far  fetched  in  vig¬ 
orous  expression  of  the  early  political  and 
religious  tracts  generated  in  New  Eng¬ 
land,  is  that  piece  of  pedantic  growling 
at  toleration,  and  pungent  advice  to  Brit¬ 
ish  Royalty,  inclosing  a  satire  on  the  fash¬ 
ionable  ladies  of  the  day,  the  production 
of  Nathaniel  Ward,  Pastor  of  the  Church 
it  Ipswich,  which  is  entitled  the  “Simple 
Cobler  of  Agawam.” — Duyckixck,  Evert 
A.  and  George  L.,  1855-65-75,  Cyclope¬ 
dia  of  American  Literature,  ed.  Simons, 
vol.  I,  p.  23. 

It  is  a  tremendous  partisan  pamphlet, 
intensely  vital  even  yet,  full  of  fire,  wit, 
whim,  eloquence,  sarcasm,  invective,  pa¬ 
triotism,  bigotry.  One  would  have  to 
search  long  among  the  rubbish  of  books 
thrown  forth  to  the  public  during  those 
hot  and  teeming  days,  to  find  one  more 
authentically  representing  the  stir,  the 
earnestness,  the  intolerance,  the  hope, 
and  the  wrath  of  the  times  than  does  this 
book. — Tyler,  Moses  Coit,  1878,  A  His¬ 
tory  of  American  Literature,  1607-1676, 
vol.  i,  p.  230. 


This  early  New  England  Sartor  Resar- 
tus  spoke  freely  that  which  he  thought, 
and  satirized  sharply  those  thoughts, 
words,  and  deeds,  in  Old  and  New  Eng¬ 
land,  which  he  deemed  harmful.  He  was 
not  always  polished,  temperate,  consist¬ 
ent,  fair,  or  even  funny;  but  he  contrived 
to  say  some  things  effectively  and  nearly 
all  things  plainly,  notwithstanding  a  cum¬ 
brous,  punning,  and  pedantic  style.  He 
was  a  pseudo  Hans  Sachs  in  prose,  talking 
from  his  cobbler's  bench,  and  trying  to 
mend  manners  and  morals.  This  literary 
device,  however,  proved  rather  burden¬ 
some,  and  was  not  constantly  kept  in 
mind.  Ward  felt  that  he  was  writing  in 
earthquaking  times,  and  he  outspoke  as  a 
warning  guide  and  prophet.  A  theoret¬ 
ical  believer  in  religious  and  political  free¬ 
dom,  he  was  as  much  afraid  of  anarchy 
and  free-thought  as  he  was  of  priestcraft 
and  oppression.  lie  wanted  to  whip 
others,  while  saving  his  own  back.  The 
moral  which  the  Anglican  drew  from  the 
book  must  have  been  :  Bee  what  your  Pur¬ 
itanism  amounts  to!  Ward’s  moral  was: 
Crush  dissent  from  our  dissent ;  make  our 
social  laws  still  more  rigid.  He  goes  so 
far,  indeed,  that  we  half  believe  the  whole 
thing  a  redudio  ad  absurdum,  written  in 
the  interests  of  episcopacy  and  monarchy, 
“lam  not  tolerant,  ”  he  seems  to  shout  to 
his  English  accusers;  “I  am  as  anxious 
to  get  rid  of  those  who  disagree  with  me, 
as  you  are  to  get  rid  of  me.” — Richard¬ 
son,  Charles  F.,  1887,  American  Litera¬ 
ture,  1607-1885,  vol.  I,  p.  101. 

This  pungent  satire,  published  at  Lon¬ 
don  in  1647,  inveighs,  sometimes  with  a 
caustic  drollery,  sometimes  with  a  right 
manly  vehemence,  against  the  principle 
of  religious  toleration,  the  vanities  of 
womankind,  and  the  state  of  contem¬ 
porary  English  politics. — Bates,  Kath¬ 
arine  Lee,  1897,  American  Literature, 

p.  28. 


William  Basse 

1583  ?-1653? 

He  was  probably  born  about  1583,  probably  born  and  schooled  at  Northampton, 
probably  a  page  to  Lady  Wenman,  of  Thame  Park,  and  certainly  a  retainer  of  the 
family,  probably  at  Oxford,  probably  a  friend  (as  certainly  a  disciple  of  Spenser, 
probably  a  musician  as  well  as  a  poet,  almost  certainly  married,  burying  “Helinor  ye 
wife  of  Willia  Basse,”  23rd  Sept.,  1637,  and  probably  died  at  Thame  some  time 
during  1653.— Le  Gallienne,  Richard,  1893-95,  Retrospective  Reviews ,  vol.  I,  p.  257. 
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GENERAL 

Coridon  :  I  will  sing  a  song,  if  anybody 
will  sing  another;  else,  to  be  plain  with 
you,  I  will  sing  none  :  1  am  none  of  those 
that  sing  for  meat,  but  for  company :  I 
say,  “’Tis  merry  in  hall,  when  men  sing 
all.” 

Piscator  :  I’ll  promise  you  I’ll  sing  a 
song  that  was  lately  made  at  my  request, 
by  Mr.  William  Basse,  one  that  hath  made 
the  choice  songs  of  the  Hunter  in  his 
Career,  and  of  Tom  of  Bedlam,  and  many 
others  of  note;  and  this  that  I  will 
sing  is  in  praise  of  angling.— Walton, 
Isaac,  1663,  The  Complete  Angler,  ck. 
v, 

Basse’s  poetry  is  characterised  by  a 
pleasant  homeliness  of  language  and  ver¬ 
sification  and  by  an  enthusiastic  love  of 
country  life.  It  derives  an  historical  in¬ 
terest  from  Izaak  Walton’s  honourable 
mention  of  it,  and  from  the  homage  paid 
to  Shakespeare  by  its  author.  The  long 
interval  of  fifty-one  years  between  the  pro¬ 
duction  of  the  first  and  last  poems  bearing 
Basse’s  signature  has  led  Mr.  J.  P.  Collier 
to  conjecture  that  there  were  two  poets  of 
the  same  name,  and  he  attributes  to  an 
elder  William  Basse  the  works  published  in 
1602,  and  to  a  younger  William  Basse  all 
those  published  later.  The  internal  evi¬ 
dence  offered  by  the  poems  fails,  however, 
to  support  this  conclusion. — Lee,  Sidney, 
1885,  Dictionary  of  National  Biography, 
vol.  in,  p.  374. 

The  fate  of  Basse  is  perhaps  one  of  the 
most  pathetic,  paradoxically  speaking, 
in  the  history  of  oblivion.  Forgotten 
poets,  or  rather  poets  remembered  by  a 
very  few,  are  plentiful.  The  number  of 
quite  forgotten  poets  it  is  obviously  im¬ 
possible  to  estimate.  Evidently  Basse 
does  not  belong  to  those,  else  we  should 
not  be  speaking  of  him.  But  he  is  as 
near  to  them  as  a  man  may  well  be.  A 
breath  nearer  and  he  had  tumbled  over 
into  the  pitchy  darkness.  His  singularity 
is  this,  that  whereas  the  nearly  forgotten 
poet  was  usually  somewhat  of  a  figure  in 
his  own  day,  and  had  at  least  the  pleasure 
of  seeing  his  name  on  a  title-page,  Basse, 
though  occasionally  referred  to  by  his 
contemporaries,  and  evidently  of  some  ac¬ 
count  amongst  them,  was  certainly  not  a 
figure,  and  his  best  work,  that  which  he 
had  so  carefully  filed  and  polished,  has  lain 
in  manuscript  for  two  hundred  and  forty 


years.  So  had  they  gone  on  lying  had  it 
not  occurred  to  Messrs.  Ellis  and  Elvey, 
who  possess  the  manuscripts,  to  ask  Mr. 
Warwick  Bond  to  edit  them,  and  to  pub¬ 
lish  them  in  the  sumptuous  volume  before 
me.  It  was  a  sweet,  charitable  act. 
Poor  Basse !  if  he  could  only  know.  How 
would  he  exclaim,  with  Herrick  (whom  he 
probably  lived  long  enough  to  read),  ‘  ‘  Like 
to  a  bride  come  forth  my  book  at  last!” 
Of  course,  his  publishers  will  have  sent 
him  a  copy!— Le  Gallienne,  Richard, 
1893-95,  Retrospective  Reviews ,  vol.  I,  p. 
256. 

Basse,  though  an  elaborate  is  a  very 
tame  and  tedious  rhymer,  whose  vein  of 
Spenserian  richness  soon  wore  out,  and 
left  nothing  but  an  awkward  and  voluble 
affectation  behind  it.— Gosse,  Edmund, 
1894,  The  Jacobean  Poets ,  p.  157. 

On  the  whole,  however,  it  is  impossible 
to  regard  him  as  anything  but  a  diluted 
Spenserian.  His  flat  pastoral  fertility  is 
more  curious  than  edifying,  and  prompts 
the  suspicion  that  there  must  have  been 
just  a  touch  of  friendly  log-rolling  about 
Walton’s  praise  of  his  lyric  gift,  since  it 
is  not  greatly  conspicuous  in  the  pair  o' 
pieces  mentioned,  neither  of  which  exce 
the  “Angler’s  Song.” — Dobson  Austi 
1894,  Old  English  Songs,  Introduction, 
xii. 

One  of  the  feebler  of  Spenser's  imita¬ 
tors,  published  “Three  Pastoral  Elegies 
of  Anander,  Anetor,  and  Muridella” 
(1602),  and  left  at  his  death  the  manu¬ 
script  of  nine  other  “Eclogues.”  .  .  . 

Basse  is  perhaps  better  known  as  the  au¬ 
thor  of  an  “Elegy”  on  Shakespeare,  and 
of  an  “Angler’s  Song,”  quoted  in  Wal¬ 
ton’s  “Compleat  Angler.” — Chambers, 
Edmund  K.,  1895,  English  Pastorals,  p. 
178. 

His  initials,  “W.  B.,”  have  led  to  some 
confusion  with  Browne,  whose  friend  he 
was,  to  whose  “Pastorals”  he  wrote  com¬ 
mendatory  verses,  and  whom  he  a  good  deal 
resembles  in  his  own  poems  of  the  same 
kind,  his  "Urania,”  his  'Tolyhymnia”  (only 
surviving  in  fragments),  and  other  pieces. 
But  he  is  only  a  curiosity,  and  a  very 
weak  poet,  though  it  may  be  a  little 
stronger  than  any  other  outsider  of  the 
Browne-Wither  group,  Christopher  Brooke, 
whose  poems  have  also  been  printed. — 
Saintsbury,  George,  1898,  A  Short  His¬ 
tory  of  English  Literature ,  p.  363. 
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John  Taylor 

15S0-1654 


One  of  the  most  voluminous  of  city  rhymsters  and  chroniclers  was  John  Taylor  (circa 
15S0-1654),  a  London  waterman,  who  styled  himself  “The  King’s  Majesty's  Water 
Poet.”  Taylor  was  a  native  of  Gloucester,  and  having  served  an  apprenticeship  to  a 
waterman  in  l^ondon,  continued  to  ply  on  the  Thames,  besides  keeping  a  public-house. 
The  most  memorable  incident  in  his  career  was  travelling  on  fool  from  London  to 
Edinburgh,  “not  carrying  any  money  to  or  fro,  neither  begging,  borrowing,  or  asking 
meat,  drink,  or  lodging.”  He  took  with  him,  however,  a  servant  on  horseback,  who 
carried  some  provisions  and  provender,  and  having  met  Ben  Jonson  at  Leith,  he  re¬ 
ceived  from  Ben  a  present  of  “a  piece  of  gold  of  two  and  twenty  shillings  to  drink  his 
health  in  England.”  Of  this  journey,  Taylor  wrote  an  account,  entitled  “The  Penniless 
Pilgrimage,  or  the  Moneyless  Perambulation  of  John  Taylor,  alias  the  King's 
Majesty’s  Water  Poet,”  &c.  1618.  This  tract  is  partly  in  prose  and  partly  in  verse. 

Various  journeys  and  voyages  were  made  by  Taylor,  and  duly  described  by 
him  in  short  occasional  tracts.  In  1630,  he  made  a  collection  of  these  pieces:  “All 
the  Workes  of  John  Taylor,  the  Water  Poet;  being  Sixty  and  Three  in  Number.”  He 
continued,  however,  to  write  during  more  than  twenty  years  after  this  period,  and 
ultimately  his  works  consisted  of  not  less  than  138  separate  publications. — Chamuers, 
Robert,  1S76,  Cyclopaedia  of  English.  Literature,  ed.  Carruthcrs. 


PERSONAL 

He  was  very  facetious  and  diverting 
company;  and  for  stories  and  lively  tell¬ 
ing  them,  few  could  out-doe  him.  Anno 
1643,  at  the  Act  time,  I  sawe  him  at 
Oxon.  I  guesse  he  was  then  neer  50.  I 
remember  he  was  of  middle  stature,  had 
a  good  quick  looke,  a  black  velvet,  a  plush- 
gippe  and  silver  shoulder-belt;  was  much 
made  of  by  the  scholars,  and  was  often 
with  Josias  Howe  at  Trinity  College.  He 
had  heretofore  in  the  long  peace  several! 
figgaries,  e.g.  he  came  from  London  to 
Salisbury  in  his  skuller.  He  went  so  to 
Calais.  He  went  to  Scotland  (I  think 
round  Great  Britaine)  littus  legens  in  his 
skuller.  Ever  since  the  beginning  of  the 
civill  warres  he  lived  in  Turne-stile-alley 
in  Long  Acre,  about  the  middle  on  the 
east  side  over  against  the  Goate  (now), 
where  he  sold  ale.  His  conversation  was 
incomparable  for  three  or  four  mornings' 
draughts.  But  afterwards  you  were  en¬ 
tertained  with  crambc  bis  coda .  His  signe 
was  his  owne  head,  and  very  like  him, 
which  about  22  yeares  since  was  removed 
to  the  alehowse,  the  corner  howse  oppo¬ 
site  to  Clarendon  howse.  Under  his  pic¬ 
ture  are  these  verses ;  on  one  side : — 
Theru’s  many  a  head  stands  for  a  signe. 
Then,  gentle  reader,  why  not  mine? 

On  the  other  : — 

Though  I  deserve  not.  I  desire 
The  lanroll  WTenth,  the  poet’s  hire. 

This  picture  is  now  almost  worne  out. — 
Aubrey,  John,  1669-96,  Brief  Lives,  ed. 
Clark,  vol.  u,  p.  253. 


There  is  a  protrait  of  him  bearing  date 
1655,  by  his  nephew,  who  was  a  painter 
at  Oxford,  and  presented  it  to  the  Bod¬ 
leian,  where  it  was  thought  not  unworthy 
of  a  place.  He  is  represented  in  a  black 
scull-cap,  and  black  gown  or  rather  cloak. 
The  countenance  is  described  to  me  as 
one  of  “well-fed  rotundity  ;  the  eyes  small, 
with  an  expression  of  cunning,  into  which 
their  natural  shrewdness  had  probably 
been  deteriorated  by  the  painter;  their 
colour  seems  to  have  been  hazel :  there  is 
scarcely  any  appearance  of  eye-brows ; 
the  lips  have  a  slight  cast  of  playfulness 
or  satire.  The  brow  is  wrinkled,  and  he 
is  in  the  fashion  of  mustachios  with  a  tuft 
of  beard  under  the  lip.  The  portrait  now 
is,  like  the  building  in  which  it  has  thus 
long  been  preserved,  in  a  state  of  rapid 
decay.  .  .  If  the  Water  Poet  had 

been  in  a  higher  grade  of  society,  and 
bred  to  some  regular  profession,  he  would 
probably  have  been  a  much  less  distin¬ 
guished  person  in  his  generation.  No 
spoon  could  have  suited  his  mouth  so  well 
as  the  wooden  one  to  which  he  was  born. 
His  way  of  life  was  best  suited  to  his 
character,  nor  could  any  regular  education 
so  fully  have  brought  out  the  sort  of  tal¬ 
ent  which  he  possessed.  Fortunately, 
also,  he  came  into  the  world  at  the  right 
time,  and  lived  in  an  age  when  Kings  and 
Queens  condescended  to  notice  him,  nobles 
and  archbishops  admitted  him  to  their 
table,  and  mayors  and  corporations  re¬ 
ceived  him  with  civic  honours.  The  next 
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of  our  uneducated  poets  was  composed  of 
very  different  clay, — and  did  not  moisten 
it  so  well.— Southey,  Robert,  1836, 
Lives  of  Uneducated  Poets ,  pp.  84,  86. 

Taylor  therefore  sought  to  increase  his 
earnings  by  turning  to  account  his  knack 
of  easy  rhyming.  He  was  ready  at  the 
shortest  notice  and  on  the  most  reasonable 
terms  to  celebrate  any  one  of  the  three 
principal  events  in  human  life — with  a 
birthday  ode,  epithalamium,  or  funeral 
elegy.  Various  wagering  journeys  were 
also  undertaken  by  him  with  the  same 
object,  and  as  he  was  an  acute  observer 
of  character,  custom,  and  incident,  and 
could  express  himself  in  rollicking  prose 
as  well  as  rhyme,  his  descriptive  lours 
were  largely  subscribed  for  when  issued 
in  book  form.  Previous  to  starting  on 
any  journey  it  was  Taylor’s  custom  to 
issue  a  vast  number  of  prospectuses,  or 
"Taylor’s  bills”  as  he  called  them,  an¬ 
nouncing  the  conditions  under  which  he 
travelled,  in  the  hope  of  inducing  his 
friends  either  to  pay  down  a  sum  of  money 
at  once,  or  to  sign  their  names  as  promis¬ 
ing  to  do  so  on  the  completion  of  the  “ad¬ 
venture.”  Most  of  his  brochures  were 
printed  at  his  own  cost,  and  were  “pre¬ 
sented”  by  him  to  distinguished  persons. 
In  this  way  he  acquired  not  only  money 
but  numerous  patrons  of  all  degrees. 
Ben  Jonson,  Nicholas  Breton,  Samuel 
Rowlands,  Thomas  Dekker,  and  other  men 
of  genius  took  kindly  notice  of  him. — 
Goodwin,  Gordon,  1898,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography,  vol.  LV,  p.  431. 

GENERAL 

If  lord  ship,  lndy-ship,  or  court-ship  fight, 
Frieud-ship  and  fellow-ship  will  do  thee 
riff  hr 

And  wor-ship  will  assist  to  make  a  peace, 
Whilst  surety-ship  stauds  bouud  the  wars 
should  ccaso. 

Thus  was  Mint  battle  ended,  but  thy  praise 
Hath  raised  a  crew  which  will  outlast  thy 
days; 

Steer  on  thy  course  then,  let  thy  fertile  brain 
Plough  up  the  deep  which  will  run  o’er  the 
main 

In  sucli  a  fleet  of  sweet  conceited  matter, 
Which  sails  by  land  more  swifter  thnu  by 
water, 

That  whilst  tlio  ocean  doth  contain  a  billow 
Thou  and  thy  book  shall  never  have  a  fellow 
— Mason,  F.,  1627,  In  John  Taylor's  An 
Armado,  or  Navyc. 

Nay,  if  it  were  put  to  the  question  of 


the  Water-rimer’s  works,  against  Spen¬ 
ser’s,  I  doubt  not  but  they  would  find 
more  suffrages ;  because  the  most  favour 
common  vices,  out  of  a  prerogative  the 
vulgar  have  to  lose  their  judgments,  and 
like  that  which  is  naught. — Jonson,  Ben, 
1630-37,  Timber ,  or  Discoveries . 

The  works  of  Taylor,  which  are  not  des¬ 
titute  of  natural  humour,  abound  with  low 
jingling  wit,  which  pleased  and  prevailed 
in  the  reign  of  James  I.  and  which  too 
often  bordered,  at  least,  upon  bombast 
and  nonsense.  He  was  countenanced  by  a 
few  persons  of  rank  and  ingenuity,  but 
was  the  darling  and  admiration  of  num¬ 
bers  of  the  rabble.  lie  was  himself  the 
father  of  some  cant  words,  and  he  had 
adopted  others  which  were  only  in  the 
mouths  of  the  lowest  vulgar.  His  rhym¬ 
ing  spirit  did  not  evaporate  with  his  youth  ; 
he  held  the  pen  much  longer  than  he  did 
the  oar,  and  was  the  poetaster  of  half  a 
century.— Granger,  James,  1769-1824, 
Biographical  History  of  England ,  vol.  11, 
p.  135. 

There  is  nothing  of  John  Taylor’s  whic1 
deserves  preservation  for  its  intrins 
merit  alone,  but  in  the  collection  of  j 
pieces  which  I  have  perused  there  ■ 
great  deal  to  illustrate  the  manners  ol 
age;  and  as  he  lived  more  than  twent> 
years  after  this  collection  was  printed, 
and  continued  publishing  till  the  last,  there 
is  probably  much  in  his  uncollected  works 
also  which  for  the  same  reason  ought  to 
be  preserved.  A  curious  and  useful  vol¬ 
ume  of  selections  might  be  formed  from 
them.— Southey,  Robert,  1836,  Lives  of 
Uneducated  Poets,  p.  86. 

Confident  in  his  popularity,  the  Sculler 
had  had  the  audacity  to  print,  or  bind 
together  for  sale,  in  1630,  a  folio  edition 
of  his  collected  “Works,”  including  all 
that  he  had  written  in  prose  or  in  verse 
up  to  that  date.  He  was  to  live  four-and- 
twenty  years  after  the  publication,  and, 
besides  distinguishing  himself  by  his 
sturdy  loyalty  during  the  civil  wars,  was 
to  pen  a  farther  quantity  of  prose  and 
verse,  enough  to  make  a  second  folio,  had 
all  been  collected. — Masson,  David, 
1858,  The  Life  of  John  Milton,  vol.  i,  ch. 
vi. 

He  had  a  knack  of  rapid  versification, 
but  no  claim  to  the  rank  of  a  true  poet, 
and  Ben  Jonson  contrasts  him  with  Spen¬ 
ser  :  he  often  wrote  to  supply  temporary 
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necessity.— Collier,  John  Payne,  1865, 
A  Bibliographical  and  Critical  Account  of 
the  Rarest  Books  in  the  English  Language , 
vol.  ir,  p.  416. 

As  literature  his  books — many  of  them 


coarse  and  brutal — are  contemptible  ;  but 
his  pieces  accurately  mirror  his  age,  and 
are  of  great  value  to  the  historian  and  anti¬ 
quary. — Goodwin,  Gordon,  1898,  Diction¬ 
ary  of  National  Biography,  vol.  LV,  p.  433. 


William  Habington 

1605-1654 

William  Habington,  poet,  was  born  at  Hindlip,  Worcestershire,  4th  November  1605. 
His  family  was  Catholic;  his  uncle  was  executed,  and  his  father,  the  antiquary, 
Thomas  Habington  (1560-1647),  lay  six  years  in  the  Tower  for  complicity  in  Babing- 
ton’s  plot.  He  was  educated  at  St.  Omer,  but  declined  to  become  a  Jesuit,  and  was 
next  sent  to  Paris.  He  married  Lucy  Herbert,  daughter  of  the  first  Lord  Powis,  and 
has  immortalised  her  in  his  “Castara”  (1634),  a  collection  of  lyrical  poems,  some  of 
rare  beauty  and  sweetness,  and  stamped  with  a  purity  then  unusual.  He  died  30th 
November  1654.  Other  works  were  “The  Historic  of  Edward  the  Fourth”  (1640); 


“The  Queene  of  Aragon,  a  Tragi-comedie” 
(1641). — Patrick  and  Groome,  eds.,  1897, 

PERSONAL 

“And  when  I'm  lost  in  death's  cold  night, 
Who  will  remember  now  I  write?” 

So  wrote  William  Habington,  nearly  two 
centuries  and  a  half  ago,  foreboding,  per¬ 
haps,  the  neglect  which  was  so  soon  to 

fettle  on  his  name.  His  was  not  a  genius 
f  that  robust  and  cheerful  temper  which 
calmly  forestalls  the  verdict  of  posterity 
and  usurps  immortality  as  its  birthright, 
the  royal  purple  of  the  sovereigns  of  song. 
His  premonition,  if  such  it  were,  had 
speedy  fulfilment.  So  popular  during  his 
lifetime  that  no  less  than  three  editions 
of  his  poems  were  called  for  in  the  short 
space  of  five  years,  he  seems,  upon  his 
death,  to  have  dropped  out  of  notice  as 
quietly  and  quickly  as  a  pebble  tossed  into 
a  stream.  So  far  as  we  can  learn,  not 
even  a  single  buble  of  elegy — and  a  pro¬ 
digious  quantity  of  such  “airy  nothings” 
the  drowning  poets  of  his  day  were  wont 
to  set  afloat,  to  show  for  a  little  where 
they  had  sunk  in  the  Lethean  river- — 
marked  his  exit. — Casserly,  D.  A.,  1877, 

A  Catholic  Poet  of  the  Seventeenth  Century, 
American  Catholic  Quarterly  Review,  vol. 

2,  p.  614. 

Habington  devotes  as  many  of  his  poems 
to  his  wife,  as  to  his  mistress,  and  in  them 
reaches  a  higher  level  of  poetic  accom¬ 
plishment  than  he  elsewhere  attains.  It 
is  pleasant  to  contemplate  the  happy 
course  of  this  pure  and  honourable  affec¬ 
tion,  and  it  is  impossible  not  to  feel  a  kind 
of  liking  for  so  constant  a  wooer,  so  good 
a  friend,  and  so  upright  a  man.  We  must 


(1640);  and  “Observations  upon  Histone” 
Chambers's  Biographical  Dictionary,  p.  448. 
not  complain  if,  like  Evelyn,  Habington 
seems  to  have  gone  through  the  Civil 
War  without  taking  a  decided  part  one 
way  or  the  other.  The  man  was  no  hero, 
nor  born  to  shine  in  public  life.  What 
political  sympathies  his  writings  reveal 
were  strongly  Royalist;  he  himself  came 
of  an  old  Catholic  stock,  and  was  edu¬ 
cated  at  St.  Omer  ;  and  we  may  be  sure  that 
as  far  as  he  took  any  side  at  all,  he  took 
part  against  those  whom  he  would  regard 
as  rebels  and  schismatics.  Habington— as 
revealed  to  us  by  his  own  verses — was 
something  of  a  dreamer,  something  of  an 
ascetic,  something  even  of  a  bigot.  His 
was  just  the  sort  of  life  and  character 
which  could  live  through,  as  not  of  them, 
the  din  and  turmoil  and  passion  of  those 
stirring  years.  He  was  not  of  those  who 
are  great  among  the  sons  of  men ;  never¬ 
theless  the  interest  that  his  work  arouses 
is  likely  rather  to  increase  than  diminish, 
for  though  narrow  in  scope  it  is  intense 
in  feeling,  and  though  in  parts  feeble  and 
one-sided,  it  is  as  a  whole  made  vital  by 
the  impress  of  a  distinct  and  original  per¬ 
sonality.— Arnold,  W.  T.,  1880,  English 
Poets,  ed.  Ward,  vol.  1 1,  p.  158. 

CASTARA 

1035 

If  not  too  indulgent  to  what  is  my 
owne,  I  think  even  these  verses  will  have 
that  proportion  in  the  world’s  opinion 
that  heaven  hath  allotted  me  in  fortune; 
not  so  high  as  to  be  wondered  at,  nor  so 
low  as  to  be  contemned. — Habington, 
William,  1635,  Castara,  Preface. 
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The  author  of  poems  which  came  forth 
above  twenty  years  since  under  title  of 
“Castara.  ”  the  feigned  name,  no  doubt,  of 
that  humane  goddess  who  inspired  them  ; 
but  better  known  by  the  history  of  the 
Reign  of  King  (Edward)  the  Fourth,  in 
which  he  hath  a  style  sufficiently  florid, 
and  perhaps  better  becoming  a  poet  than 
historian.  ...  In  respect  of  his 
poems  they  are  almost  forgotten.  He 
may  be  ranked,  in  my  opinion,  with  those 
who  deserve  neither  the  highest  nor  low¬ 
est  seat  in  the  Theatre  of  Fame. — PHIL¬ 
LIPS,  Edward,  1675,  Thratrum  Poetarum 
Anglicanorum. 

They  possess  much  elegance,  much  poet¬ 
ical  fancy;  and  are  almost  everywhere 
tinged  with  a  deep  moral  cast,  which 
ought  to  have  made  their  fame  permanent. 
Indeed  I  cannot  easily  account  for  the 
neglect  of  them.— Brydges,  Samuel 
Egerton,  1805-9,  Ccnsura  Liicraria. 

One  of  the  most  elegant  monuments 
ever  raised  by  genius  to  conjugal  affec¬ 
tion,  was  Habington’s  “Castara.’' — Jame¬ 
son,  Anna  Brownell,  1829,  The  Loves  of 
Ike  Poet ,  to/.  II,  p.  110. 

The  poetry  of  Habington  is  that  of  a 
pure  and  amiable  mind,  turned  to  versifi¬ 
cation  by  the  custom  of  the  age,  during  a 
real  passion  for  a  lady  of  birth  and  virtue, 
the  Castara  whom  he  afterwards  married ; 
but  it  displays  no  great  original  power, 
nor  is  it  by  any  means  exempt  from  the 
ordinary  blemishes  of  hyperbolical  com¬ 
pliment  and  far-fetched  imagery.  — Hal- 
lam,  Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction  to  the 
Literature  of  Europe,  pi.  Ill,  ch.  v,  par.  55. 

Faith  and  purity  go  hand-in-hand.  If 
“Castara’'  were  studied  in  this  age  it 
might  almost  make  chastity  fashionable 
among  men.  This  virtue  of  Sir  Galahad 
was  not  common  in  Habington’s  time,  and 
it  has  always  required  much  courage  in  a 
man  of  the  world  to  proclaim  that  he  pos¬ 
sesses  a  quality  which  is  generally  re¬ 
garded  as  the  crowning  attribute  of 
womanhood.  To  this  poet,  who  dared  to 
dedicate,  in  a  licentious  age,  his  work  to 
the  woman  who  was  to  him  as  the  church 
to  Christ,  we  owe  honor;  it  was  his  Cath¬ 
olic  faith  and  practice  that  made  him  so 
noble  among  the  men  of  his  time.  Hab¬ 
ington  ought  to  be  studied  by  all  young 
Catholics.  Americans  have  inherited  his 
poems  along  with  that  language  which  was 
forced  on  the  ancestors  of  some  of  us,  but 


which  is  none  the  less  our  own.  His  faults 
of  technique,  so  glaringly  apparent  in  this 
day  of  almost  perfect  technique  in  poetry, 
offer  lessons  in  themselves.  No  man  can 
read  “Castara”  without  feeling  better 
and  purer ;  and  of  how  many  poets  can 
this  be  said?  Since  Pope  taught  the  crit¬ 
ics  to  place  execution  above  conception 
Habington  has  found  no  place.  It  remains 
for  the  rising  generation  of  young  Catho¬ 
lics  who  read  and  think  to  give  him  a 
niche  that  will  not  be  unworthy  of  the 
poet  of  that  chaste  love  which  was  born 
from  Christianity. — Egan,  Maurice  Fran¬ 
cis,  1880,  Three  Catholic  Poets,  Catholic 
World,  vol.  32,  p.  138. 

“Castara”  is  a  real  instance  of  what 
some  foreign  critics  very  unjustly  charge 
on  English  literature  as  a  whole — a  fool¬ 
ish  and  almost  canting  prudery.  The  poet 
dins  the  chastity  of  his  mistress  into  his 
readers’  heads  until  the  readers  in  self- 
defence  are  driven  to  say,  “Sir,  did  any 
one  doubt  it?”  He  protests  the  freedom 
of  his  own  passion  from  any  admixture  of 
fleshly  influence,  till  half  a  suspicion  of 
hypocrisy  and  more  than  half  a  feeling  o 
contempt  force  themselves  on  the  heare 
Saintsbury,  George,  1887,  History 
Elizabethan  Literature ,  p.  382. 

Habington  claims  credit  in  his  preface 
for  the  purity  of  his  muse.  “In  ail  those 
flames,”  he  writes,  “in  which  I  burned  I 
never  felt  a  wanton  heate,  nor  was  my  in¬ 
vention  ever  sinister  from  the  straite  way 
of  chastity.”  He  also  dwells  upon  Cas- 
tara’s  chastity  with  wearisome  iteration. 
Though  they  are  wanting  in  ardour,  the 
love-verses  are  elegantly  written  ;  and  the 
elegies  on  his  kinsman  Talbot  are  tender 
and  sincere. — Bullen,  A.  H.,  1890,  Dic¬ 
tionary  of  National  Biography,  vol.  xxiu, 
p.  415. 

William  Habbington,  who  sings  to  us 
with  such  monotonous  sweetness  of  Cas- 
tara’s  innocent  joys,  surpasses  Lodge  alike 
in  the  charm  of  his  descriptions  and  in 
the  extravagance  of  his  follies.  In  read¬ 
ing  him  we  are  sharply  reminded  of  Klop- 
stock’s  warning,  that  “a  man  should 
speak  of  his  wife  as  seldom  and  with  as 
much  modesty  as  of  himself  ;”  for  Hab¬ 
bington,  who  glories  in  the  fairness  and 
the  chastity  of  his  spouse,  becomes  unduly 
boastful  now  and  then  in  vaunting  these 
perfections  to  the  world.  He,  at  least, 
being  safely  married  to  Castara,  feels 
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none  of  that  haunting  insecurity  which 
disturbs  his  fellow-poets. 

“All  her  vow's  religions  be, 

And  her  lave  she  vows  to  me,” 
he  says  complacently,  and  then  stops  to 
assure  ns  in  plain  prose  that  she  is  "so 
unvitiated  by  conversation  with  the  world 
that  the  subtle-minded  of  her  sex  would 
deem  it  ignorance.”  Even  to  her  hus¬ 
band-lover  she  is  "thrifty  of  a  kiss,”  and 
in  the  marble  coldness  and  purity  of  her 
breast  his  glowing  roses  find  a  chilly  sep¬ 
ulchre.  Cupid,  perishing,  it  would  seem, 
from  a  mere  description  of  her  merits,  or, 
as  Habbington  singularly  expresses  it,— 

“Bat  if  yoa,  when  this  you  hear, 

Fall  down  murdered  through  your  ear,” 
is,  by  way  of  compensation,  decently  in¬ 
terred  in  the  dimpled  cheek  which  has  so 
often  been  his  lurking-place. — Repplier, 
Agnes,  1891,  English  Love-Songs,  Point s 
of  View,  p.  50. 

*‘They  meet  but  with  unwholesome  springs.'1 
Habington,  who  sang  long  and  loud  of  the 
"Chaste  Castara”  in  an  age  when  ladies 
of  her  icy  temperament  were  not  so  much 
in  the  fashion  as  they  have  become  of  later 
fears,  devotes  this  not  very  convincing 
poem  to  the  praise  of  women ;  but  the 
song  contains  a  couplet  which  is  perhaps 
more  absolutely  poetical,  in  design  and 
form,  than  any  two  lines  written  in  this 
or  the  following  reign — 

“They  hear  but  when  the  mermaid  sings, 
And  only  see  the  falling  star.” 

— Crawfurd,  Oswald,  1896,  ed.r  Lyrical 
Verse  from  Elizabeth  to  Victoria,  p.  427, 
note. 

The  religious  verses  included  in  the  col¬ 
lection  are  devout  expressions  of  religious 
feeling,  and  those  in  praise  of  the  virtues 
of  Castara  are  pleasing  and  sincere,  never 
sinking  below  but  seldom  rising  above 
mediocrity.—  Masterman,  J.  Howard  B., 
1897,  The  Age  of  Milton,  p .  119. 

GENERAL 

By  many  ["Edward  IV”]  esteemed  to 
have  a  stile  sufficiently  florid,  and  better 
becoming  a  poetical,  than  historical,  sub¬ 
ject.— Wood,  Anthony,  1691-1721,  Ath¬ 
ena  Oxoniensis,  vol.  u,f  110. 

Some  of  his  pieces  deserve  being  re¬ 
vived. — Headley,  Henry,  1787,  Select 
Beauties  of  Ancient  English  Poetry. 

There  is  no  very  ardent  sensibility  in 
his  lyrics,  but  they  denote  a  mind  of 


elegant  and  chaste  sentiments.  He  is  free 
as  any  of  the  minor  poets  of  his  age  from 
the  impurities  which  were  then  considered 
as  wit.  He  is  indeed  rather  ostentatiously 
platonic,  but  his  love  language  is  far  from 
being  so  elaborate  as  the  complimentary 
gallantry  of  the  preceding  age.  A  re¬ 
spectable  gravity  of  thought,  and  succinct 
fluency  of  expression,  are  observable  in 
the  poems  of  his  later  life. — Campbell, 
Thomas,  1819,  Specimens  of  the  British 
Poets. 

A  kind  of  sweet,  modest  punctiliosity  is 
the  virtue  he  strives  to  paint  and  inculcate 
in  his  ideal  woman.  -Masson,  David, 
185S,  The  Life  of  John  Milton,  vol.  I,  ch.  vi. 

His  religion  is  a  further  reason  why  to 
Catholic  readers  he  should  be  better  known 
than  he  is.  Habington  is,  in  all  respects, 
a  Catholic  poet,  not  only  like  Lodge,  a 
Catholic,  who  chanced  to  be  a  poet,  or 
like  Pope,  a  poet  who  chanced  to  be  a 
Catholic,  but  rather  like  Aubrey  de  Yere, 
one  in  whom  faith  and  genius  are  so  inter¬ 
fused  and  blended  that  he  seems  to  be  a 
poet  because  he  is  a  Catholic,  and  a  Cath¬ 
olic  because  he  is  a  poet.  In  a  man  of 
Habington’s  nature,  his  religion  is  not  a 
social  form  or  a  sentimental  fancy,  but  a 
deep  and  pervading  influence  in  his  life 
and  work. — Casserly,  D.  A.,  1877,  A 
Catholic  Poet  of  the  Seventeenth  Century , 
American  Catholic  Quarterly  Review ,  vol. 
ii,  p.  618. 

Many  pleasing  thoughts  and  lines.  His 
purity  is  worthy  of  the  highest  praise. — 
Lawrence,  Eugene,  1878,  English  Liter- 
ature  Primers,  Classical  Period,  p.  48. 

From  a  purely  literary  point  of  view, 
Habington  only  rarely  reaches  high  water 
mark  in  poetry.  There  are  no  glaring 
faults  in  his  verse,  and  few  conceits. 
The  mass  of  his  work  is  fluent,  ingenious, 
tolerable  poetry.  It  does  not  often  attain 
to  the  inner  music  which  can  only  proceed 
from  a  born  singer,  or  to  the  flawless  ex¬ 
pression  of  a  noble  thought.  Perfect  lit¬ 
erary  tact  Habington  does  not  possess; 
he  will  followup  a  fine  stanza  with  a  lame 
and  halting  one,  apparently  without  sense 
of  the  incongruity.  It  takes  a  strong 
furor  poeticus  to  uplift  him  wholly,  and 
keep  him  at  a  high  level  throughout  an 
entire  poem,  however  short. 

His  inadequate  sense  of  poetic  form  does 
not  allow  him  often  to  attain  to  a  per¬ 
fect  whole.  He  is  too  fond  of  awkward 
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elisions,  and  endeavours  to  force  more  into 
a  line  than  it  will  fairly  hold.  Ilis  son¬ 
nets,  one  or  two  of  which  rank  among  the 
best  efforts,  are,  formally  speaking,  not 
sonnets  at  all,  but  strings  of  seven  rhym¬ 
ing  couplets.  He  does  not  sufficiently 
know,  he  has  not  sufficiently  laboured  at, 


the  technical  business  of  his  art.— Arnold, 
W.  T.,  1880,  English  Poets,  ed.  Ward,  vol. 
II,  pp.  161,  162. 

If  not  born  a  singer,  was  yet  so  near 
the  divine  voice  as  to  catch  some  exquisite 
echoes.— Egan,  Maurice  Francis,  1889, 
Lectures  on  English  Literature,  p.  75. 


John  Selden 

1584-1654 

Dorn  at  Salvington,  Sussex,  Dec.  16,  1584:  died  at  London,  Nov.  30,  1654.  An 
English  jurist,  antiquary,  Orientalist,  and  author.  At  about  16  years  of  age  he  en¬ 
tered  Hart  Hall,  Oxford,  and  in  1603  Clifford's  Inn,  London;  in  1604  he  migrated  to 
the  Inner  Temple.  He  was  intimately  associated  with  Ben  Jonson,  Drayton,  Edward 
Lyttleton.  Henry  Rolle,  Edward  Herbert,  and  Thomas  Gardener.  He  was  first  em¬ 
ployed  by  Sir  Robert  Cotton  to  copy  and  abridge  parliamentary  records  in  the  Tower. 
He  established  a  large  and  lucrative  practice,  but  his  chief  reputation  was  made  as  a 
writer  and  scholar.  In  1610  he  published  “England's  Epinomis”  and  “Janus 
Anglorum,  Facies  Altera,”  which  treated  of  English  law  down  to  Henry  II.  These 
were  followed  by  “Titles  of  Honour”  (1614),  “Analecton  Anglo-Britannicon”  (1615), 
“De  Diis  Syriis”  (1617).  The  “History  of  Tithes,”  published  in  1618,  was  suppressed. 
He  was  the  instigator  of  the  “protestation”  of  Dec.  18,  1621,  and  was  committed  to 
the  Tower.  In  1623  he  entered  Parliament  as  member  for  Lancaster,  and  in  1628 
helped  to  draw  up  and  carry  the  Petition  of  Right.  In  1635  he  dedicated  his  “Mare 
Clausum”  to  the  king  (Charles  I.),  and  seems  to  have  inclined  to  the  court  party.  H' 
was  returned  to  the  Long  Parliament  (1640)  for  the  University  of  Oxford,  and  was 
member  of  the  committee  which  impeached  Archbishop  Laud.  In  1646  he  becanu 
master  of  Trinity  Hall,  Cambridge.  Besides  the  works  already  mentioned,  he  was  the 
author  of  “De  Juri  Naturali,  etc.”  (1640)  “Privileges  of  the  Baronage  of  England, 
etc.”  (1642),  and  “Table-Talk,”  his  best-known  work  (1689). — Smith,  Benjamin  E., 
1894-97,  The  Century  Cyclopedia  of  Names,  p.  915. 

PERSONAL 

He  never  owned  the  mariaee  with  the 
countesse  of  Kent  till  after  her  death, 
upon  some  lawe  account.  He  ne"er  kept 
any  servant  peculiar,  but  my  ladie's  were 
all  at  his  command ;  he  lived  with  her  in 
Aedihus  Carmeliticis  (White  Fryers), 
which  was,  before  the  conflagration,  a 
noble  dwelling.  ...  He  was  tem¬ 
perate  in  eating  and  drinking.  He  had  a 
slight  stuffe,  orsilke,  kind  of  false  carpet 
to  cast  over  the  table  where  he  read  and 
his  papers  lay,  when  a  stranger  came-in, 
so  that  he  needed  not  to  displace  his 
bookes  or  papers.  .  .  .  When  he  was 

neer  death,  the  minister  (Mr.  [Richard] 

Johnson)  was  comeing  to  him  to  assoile 
him:  Mr.  Hobbes  happened  then  to  be 
there;  sayd  he,  “What,  will  you  that  have 
wrote  like  a  man,  now  dye  like  a  woman  ?” 

So  the  minister  was  not  let  in.  .  .  . 

He  was  very  tall.  I  guesse  about  6  foot 
high;  sharp  ovall  face;  head  not  very 
big ;  long  nose  inclining  to  one  side  ;  full 


popping  eie  (gray). — Aubrey,  John, 
1669-96,  Brief  Lives,  ed.  Clark,  vol.  n. 

Selden  was  a  person  whom  no  character 
can  flatter,  or  transmit  in  any  expressions 
equal  to  his  merit  and  virtue.  He  was  of 
so  stupendous  learning  in  all  kinds  and  in 
all  languages  (as  may  appear  in  his  excel¬ 
lent  and  transcendent  writings)  that  a  man 
would  have  thought  he  had  been  entirely 
conversant  amongst  books,  and  had  never 
spent  an  hour  but  in  reading  and  writing ; 
yet  his  humanity,  courtesy,  and  affability 
was  such  that  he  would  have  been  thought 
to  have  been  bred  in  the  best  courts  but 
that  his  good  nature,  charity,  and  delight 
in  doing  good,  and  in  communicating  all 
he  knew,  exceeded  that  breeding.  His 
style  in  all  his  writings  seems  harsh  and 
sometimes  obscure,  which  is  not  wholly  to 
be  imputed  to  the  abstruse  subjects  of 
which  he  commonly  treated  out  of  the 
paths  trod  by  other  men,  but  to  a  little 
undervaluing  the  beauty  of  a  style,  and 
too  much  propensity  to  the  language  of 
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antiquity;  but  in  his  conversation  he  was 
the  most  clear  discourse^  and  had  the  best 
faculty  in  making  hard  things  easy,  and 
presenting  them  to  the  understanding  of 
any  man  that  hath  been  known.  Mr.  Hyde 
was  wont  to  say  that  he  valued  himself 
upon  nothing  more  than  upon  having  had 
Mr.  Selden’s  acquaintance  from  the  time  he 
was  very  young,  and  held  it  with  great 
delight  as  long  as  they  were  suffered  to 
continue  together  in  London;  and  he  was 
very  much  troubled  always  when  he  heard 
him  blamed,  censured,  and  reproached  for 
staying  in  London  and  in  the  parliament 
after  they  were  in  rebellion,  and  in  the 
worst  times,  which  his  age  obliged  him  to 
do ;  and  how  wicked  soever  the  actions 
were  which  were  every  day  done,  he  was 
confident  he  had  not  given  his  consent  to 
them,  but  would  have  hindered  them  if  he 
could  with  his  own  safety,  to  which  he 
was  always  enough  indulgent.  If  he  had 
some  infirmities  with  other  men,  they 
were  weighed  down  with  wonderful  and 
prodigious  abilities  and  excellencies  in  the 
ither  scale. — Clarexdox,  Lord  (Edward 

yde),  1674?  Life ,  pt.  i,  p.  16. 

I  know  you  are  acquainted,  how  greatly 
(Sir  M.  Hale)  valued  Mr.  Seldcn,  being 
j  of  his  Executors;  his  Books  and  Pic- 
e  being  still  near  him.  I  think  it  meet 
mere  fore  to  remember,  that  because  many 
Hobbists  do  report,  that  Mr.  Selden  was 
at  the  heart  an  Infidel,  and  inclined  to  the 
Opinions  of  Hobbs,  I  desired  him  (Sir  M. 
Hale)  to  tell  me  the  truth  herein ;  And  he 
oft  professed  to  me,  that  Mr.  Selden  was 
a  resolved  serious  Christian;  and  that  he 
was  a  great  adversary  to  Hobbs  his  errors; 
and  that  he  had  seen  him  openly  oppose 
him  so  earnestly,  as  either  to  depart  from 
him,  or  drive  him  out  of  the  Room. — 
Baxter,  Richard,  1682,  Additional  Notes 
on  the  Life  awl  Death  of  Sir  Matthew  Hale, 

p.  8. 

That  he  was  regarded  with  extraordi¬ 
nary  veneration  and  esteem  by  his  con¬ 
temporaries  of  different  parties,  we  have 
the  fullest  evidence ;  indeed,  the  man  who 
reckoned  among  his  friends  and  admirers 
Whitelock  and  Clarendon,  Usher  and  Hale, 
must  have  possessed  no  ordinary  share  of 
moral,  as  well  as  intellectual,  excellence. 
— Aikjn,  John,  1812,  The  Lives  of  John 
Seldcn,  Esq.,  and  Archbishop  Usher,  p.  208. 

Mr.  Selden  was  certainly  the  most 
learned,  and  perhaps  the  most  honest 


Englishman  of  his  time,  lie  was  actually  a 
patriot,  for  his  continued  efforts  to  serve 
his  country,  however  frequently  he  might 
have  mistaken  the  means,  seem  never  for 
a  moment  to  have  incurred  even  a  suspi¬ 
cion  of  selfishness.  Wealth,  power,  and 
dignities,  had  been  laid  at  his  feet,  and 
refused  by  him.  Firm  in  his  occasional 
resistance  to  that  royal  prerogative,  the 
limits  of  which  no  man  could  so  well  de¬ 
fine  as  himself ;  incapable  of  private  re¬ 
sentment  for  public  causes ;  indifferent  to 
popularity,  and  despising  the  hypocritical 
fanaticism  by  which  it  was  then  the  fash¬ 
ion  to  court  it;  he  stood  almost  alone,  a 
perfect  example  of  public  integrity.  His 
patriotism  extended  to,  and  guided  even 
his  literary  studies.  The  final  object  of 
all  his  works  was  to  improve  the  history 
of  the  religion,  the  laws,  the  government, 
or  the  liberties,  of  his  country.  In  the 
prosecution  of  his  profound  inquiries  he 
disdained  conjecture,  and  avoided  argu¬ 
ment.  Devoted  by  his  nature  to  the  love 
of  truth,  he  could  not  rest  on  his  way  till 
he  had  arrived  at  facts ;  and  influenced  by 
the  habit  of  his  profession,  he  considered 
those  only  as  facts  which  he  could  prove  by 
the  most  rigid  evidence.-  Lodge,  ED¬ 
MUND,  1821-34,  Portraits  of  Illustrious 
Personages  of  Great  Britain,  vol.  V,  p.  47. 

Xo  reputation  stood  higher  than  that 
of  Selden.  He  was  respected  on  all  sides 
as  an  honest  man,  and  as  a  constitutional 
lawyer  to  whom  there  was  no  rival.  He 
had  little  mind  to  be  a  martyr,  but  he  had 
still  less  a  mind  to  be  a  knave. — Rogers, 
James  E.  Thorold,  1870,  William  Laud, 
Historical  Gleanings,  Second  Series,  p.  102. 

He  was  the  first  and  greatest  of  the 
“Trimmers”  who  enlisted  during  this 
stormy  century  so  large  a  contingent  of 
our  nation’s  strength.  As  long  as  per¬ 
sonal  sovereignty  menaced  the  traditional 
privileges  of  Englishmen  he  was  distinctly 
popular  in  sympathy,  and  even  stood  a 
certain  amount  of  persecution  in  the  pop¬ 
ular  cause.  When  that  cause  had  got  the 
upper  hand  and  began  to  presume,  Selden 
drew  back.  He  was  an  Oxford  man  ;  but 
the  greatest  Cambridge  poet  of  our  time 
has  exactly  summarised  Selden’s  idea, 
without  probably  thinking  of  Selden,  in 
the  well-known  lines  about 

Freedom  slowly  broadening  down 
From  precedent  to  precedent. 

He  was  thus  very  horrible  to  “high-fliers” 
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and  men  in  a  hurry  on  either  side;  and  in¬ 
deed  to  the  present  day  there  is  a  certain 
cold-bloodedness  about  him.  He  had  the 
lawyer’s — especially  the  English  lawyer’s 
— dislike  of  ecclesiasticism ,  he  had  the 
scholar’s  dislike  of  democracy.  He  was 
almost  a  great  man;  but  he  was  not  in  the 
least  a  hero. — Saintsbury,  George,  1895, 
Social  England,  ed.  Traill ,  vol.  iv,  p.  98. 

In  politics,  if  Selden  did  not  exhibit  the 
character  of  a  hero,  a  martyr,  or  a  saint, 
he  played  the  part  of  an  honest  man.  The 
fact  that  he  was  consulted  alike  by  the 
commons  on  their  rights  and  by  the  lords 
on  their  privileges  is  a  remarkable  testi¬ 
mony  not  only  to  his  learning,  but  to  his 
freedom  from  party  bias.  He  seems  in  all 
cases  to  have  maintained  what  he  believed 
to  be  the  right,  and  to  have  been  diverted 
from  this  course  neither  by  the  hope  of 
popular  applause  nor  by  the  favour  of  the 
court,  nor  by  resentment  for  wrongs  by 
which  many  men  would  have  been  soured. 
His  desire  was  for  an  ordered  liberty,  and 
that  he  thought  was  to  be  found  in  the 
ancient  constitution  of  the  country.  He 
had  no  democratic  feeling,  and  no  admi¬ 
ration  for  the  great  mass  of  mankind. — 
Fry,  Sir  Edward,  1897,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography ,  vol .  LI,  p.  222. 

TITLES  OF  HONOUR 
1014 

J.  Selden  liveth  on  hisowne,  is  the  Law 
book  of  the  Judges  of  England,  the  brav¬ 
est  man  in  all  languages ;  his  booke  “Titles 
of  Honour,  ”  written  to  his  chamber -fellow 
Heyward. — -Drummond,  William,  1619, 
Notes  on  Ben  Jonson’s  Conversations. 

As  to  what  concerns  our  nobility  and 
gentry,  all  that  come  within  either  of 
those  lists,  will  allow  that  Mr.  Selden ’s 
“Titles  of  Honour”  ought  first  to  be  well 
perused,  for  the  gaining  of  a  general  no¬ 
tion  of  the  distinction  of  degrees,  from  an 
emperor,  down  to  a  country  gentleman. — 
Nicolson,  William,  1696-1714,  English 
Historical  Library. 

Selden’s  “Titles  of  Honour”  a  gentle¬ 
man  should  not  be  without. — Locke,  John, 
1704  ?  Some  Thoughts  concerning  Reading 
and  Study  for  a  Gentleman. 

DE  DIIS  SYRIIS 
1617 

For  the  enumeration  of  the  Syrian  and 
Arabian  deities,  it  may  be  observed  that 
Milton  has  comprised  in  one  hundred  and 


thirty  very  beautiful  lines  the  two  large 
and  learned  syntagmas  which  Selden  had 
composed  on  that  abstruse  subject.— -Gib¬ 
bon,  Edward,  1776-78,  Decline  and  Fall 
of  the  Roman  Empire,  ch.  xv,  note. 

This  was  Selden’s  celebrated  work, 
which  placed  him  at  once  in  the  rank  of 
the  first  scholars  of  the  age.  The  primary 
purpose  was  to  treat  on  the  false  gods 
mentioned  in  the  Old  Testament,  but  with 
which  he  joined  an  inquiry  into  the  Syrian 
idolatry  in  general,  and  an  occasional  il¬ 
lustration  of  the  ancient  Theology  of  the 
other  Heathen  nations.  Aikin,  John, 
1812,  The  Lives  of  John  Selden,  Esq.,  and 
Archbishop  Usher. 

Remark  Milton’s  wonderful  sublimity, 
not  merely  in  his  central  figure  of  him  who 
had  not  “lost  his  original  brightness,” 
who  was  “not  less  than  archangel 
ruined;”  but  in  his  creation,  it  may 
almost  be  said,  out  of  Selden’s  book  and 
the  few  allusions  in  the  Old  Testament,  of 
a  new  Demonology.  ...  I  owe  the 
germ  of  this  observation,  perhaps  more 
than  the  germ,  to  my  friend  Mr.  Macau¬ 
lay. — Milman,  Henry  Hart,  \8bb-His- 
tory  of  Latin  Christianity,  vol.  VI,  bk.  xiv 
ch.  ii,  note. 

HISTORY  OF  TITHES 
1618 

Mr.  Selden’s  “History  of  Tithes,”  was 
what,  most  of  all  his  works,  blasted  his 
credit,  and  exposed  him  to  penance,  as 
well  as  censure. — Nicolson,  William, 
1696-1714,  English  Historical  Library. 

Though  often  attacked,  and  the  author 
compelled  to  make  an  apology  for  writing 
it,  it  has  never  been  answered.  His  doc¬ 
trines  on  the  subject  are  now,  I  believe, 
very  generally  received. — Orme,  Will¬ 
iam,  1S24,  Bibliotheca  Biblica,  p.  394. 

His  work  “De  Decimis,”  in  which  he 
tried  to  prove  that  the  giving  of  tithes 
was  not  ordered  by  any  Divine  command, 
excited  much  contention,  and  aroused  the 
animosity  of  the  clergy.  In  consequence 
of  this  in  1621  he  was  imprisoned,  and  re¬ 
mained  in  custody  for  five  years.  On  the 
dissolution  of  Parliament  in  1629,  being 
obnoxious  to  the  royal  party,  he  was  sent 
to  the  Tower,  and  then  confined  in  a  house 
of  correction  for  pirates.  But  as  a  com¬ 
pensation  for  his  injuries  in  1647  he  re¬ 
ceived  £5,000  from  the  public  purse  and 
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Or  faith  in  things?  or  is’r  your  wealth  and 
will 

T’  iufonn  and  teach?  or  your  unwearied  paiu 
Of  gathering  ’  bonuty  in  pouring  out  agniu? 
What  fabh-s  have  you  vex'd,  wlint  truth  re¬ 
deem’d, 

Antiquities  search’d,  opinions  disesteem’d, 
Imposture  branded,  and  authorities  urp’d  ! 
What  blots  and  errors  have  you  watched  aud 
purg’d 

Records  and  authors  of  I  how  rectified 
Times,  manners,  customs!  innovations  spied! 
Sought  out  the  fountains,  sources,  creeks, 
paths,  ways, 

Aud  noted  the  beginnings  and  decays! 

Where  is  that  nominal  mark,  or  real  rite, 
Form,  act,  or  ensign,  that  hath  ’scaped  your 
sight  ? 

— Jonson*,  Ben,  1614,  To  his  Honor'd 
Friend,  Mr.  John  Selden. 

The  chief  of  learned  men  reputed  in 
this  land. — Milton,  John,  1644,  Areopa- 
gitica. 

Lo!  such  was  Selden .  and  his  learned  fame 
All  polish’d  nations  would  be  proud  to  claim 
The  gods,  nay,  e’en  the  stones,  their  voice 
would  raise, 

Should  men  by  silence  dare  withhold  their 
praise. 

— Lancbaine,  Gerard,  1692?  Written 
under  the  Portrait  of  Selden. 

His  style  in  all  his  writings  seems  harsh, 
and  sometimes  obscure;  which  is  not 
wholly  to  be  imputed  to  the  abstract  sub¬ 
jects  of  which  he  commonly  treated,  out 
of  the  paths  trod  by  other  men,  but  to  a 
little  undervaluing  the  beauty  of  a  style, 
and  too  much  propensity  to  the  language 
of  antiquity:  but  in  his  conversation  he 
was  the  most  clear  discourses  and  had  the 
best  faculty  in  making  hard  things  and 
present  to  the  understanding,  of  any  man 
that  hath  been  known. — Clarendon,  Lord 
(Edward  Hyde),  1674?  Life. 

The  most  learned  Mr.  Selden,  one  of  the 
greatest  men  that  any  age  has  produced. 
— Burnet,  Gilbert,  1679-1715,  The  His¬ 
tory  of  the  Reformation  of  the  Church  of 
England,  bk.  iii. 

The  famous  Dr.  Pocock  assisted  Mr. 
Selden  very  much,  as  Selden  himself  is 
pleased  to  acknowledge  in  several  places, 
particularly  in  his  edition  of  Eutychius’ 
“Origines  Ecclesiae  Alexandrine,”  which 
Origines  is  only  a  small  inconsiderable 
fragment  of  Eutychius’  “Annales”  that 
Pocock  himself  afterwards  published  in 
Arabic  and  Latin.  Indeed  Selden,  not¬ 
withstanding  his  great  pretences,  had 


but  little  skill  in  Arabic,  and  he  made  use 
of  others'  help  in  that,  as  in  many  other 
things.  His  design  of  printing  these 
Annals  was  purely  out  of  his  hatred  to 
episcopacy.  His  Commentary  upon  them, 
which  is  large,  is  a  mere  rhapsody,  learned 
indeed  and  full  of  reading,  but  generally 
like  his  other  performances  injudicious. 
His  efforts  against  episcopacy  are  but 
weak,  and  yet  he  did  what  he  was  able. — 
Hearne,  Thomas,  1726-27,  Reliquiae 
Hearniance,  ed.  Bliss,  Jan.  24,  vol.  II,  p. 
287. 

John  Selden,  sometimes  styled  “The 
great  dictator  of  learning  of  the  English 
nation,”  and  pronounced  by  Grotius,  his 
antagonist,  to  be  the  glory  of  it,  was  a  man 
of  as  extensive  and  profound  knowledge 
as  any  of  his  age.  He  was  thoroughly 
skilled  in  every  thing  that  related  to  his 
own  profession  ;  but  the  general  bent  of 
his  studies  was  to  sacred  and  profane 
antiquity.  The  greater  part  of  his  works 
are  on  uncommon  subjects.  Like  a  man 
of  genius,  he  was  not  content  with  walking 
in  the  beaten  track  of  learning,  but  was 
for  striking  out  new  paths,  and  enlarging 
the  territories  of  science. — Granger, 
James,  1769-1824,  Biographical  History 
of  England;  rol.  in,  p.  27. 

Certainly  the  most  philosophical  as  well 
as  learned  inquirer  into  antiquity  who  had 
yet  appeared  in  the  country.  -Aikin, 
Lucy,  1822,  Memoirs  of  the  Court  of  King 
James  the  F\rst,  rol.  I,  p.  129. 

His  literary  merit  was  liberally  ac¬ 
knowledged  by  those  continental  scholars 
best  able  to  appreciate  it ;  Grotius, 
Salmasius  Bochart,  G.  Yossius,  Gronovius 
and  Daniel  Heinsius  are  a  few  among  the 
distinguished  list  of  his  encomiasts,  and 
though  his  works  are  probably  little  read 
at  the  present  day,  because  the  additions 
he  made  to  the  stock  of  learning  have 
been  made  available  by  modern  writers 
and  compilers,  he  must  ever  be  accounted 
one  of  the  chief  literary  ornaments  of 
this  country,  nor  has  perhaps  Europe 
produced  a  scholar  of  more  profound  and 
varied  erudition.— Singer,  S.  \V.,  1855, 
ed..  The  Table  Tall:  of  John  Selden,  p.  85. 

The  only  man  in  the  British  Islands  who 
was  allowed  to  be  more  than  a  match  for 
Usher  in  miscellaneous  erudition  was  his 
friend  and  correspondent,  the  English 
lawyer,  Selden.  No  man  in  that  age  is 
more  worthy  of  note  than  this  superb 
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scholar.  His  life,  though  simple  in  its 
tenor,  had  already  been  full  of  important 
incidents.  .  .  .  After  some  minor 
exhibitions  of  his  learning  in  legal  tracts 
and  in  notes  to  a  portion  of  Drayton’s 
“  Polyolbion,  ”  he  had  published,  in  1614, 
when  in  his  thirtieth  year,  his  work  on 
“Titles  of  Honor,”  still  one  of  our  great 
authorities  in  all  matters  of  heraldry. 

A  memorable  singularity  about 
Selden  is  that,  while  perhaps  the  greatest 
scholar  of  his  day  in  England,  he  was  yet 
one  of  its  freest  and  most  conspicuously 
skeptical  thinkers.  With  a  memory  full 
of  all  that  had  happened  since  the  Flood, 
he  reasoned  on  current  questions  as  if,  the 
pressure  of  his  recollections  on  all  sides 
being  equal,  the  result,  for  his  judgment, 
was  absolute  equilibrium.  —  Masson, 
David,  1858,  The  Life  of  John  Milton ,  vol. 
I,  ch.  vi. 

John  Selden,  unsurpassed  for  learning 
and  ability  in  the  whole  splendid  history  of 
the  English  bar,  on  every  book  of  whose 
library  was  written,  “Before  every  thing, 
Liberty!” — Sumner,  Charles,  1863, 
Speech  on  our  Foreign  Relations ,  Sept.  10. 

Selden’s  learning,  prudence,  and  polite 
affable  manner,  made  him  perhaps  the  most 


generally  respected  man  of  his  time — re¬ 
spected  alike  by  Royalist  and  by  I’uritan. 
As  a  writer  of  English,  he  is  known  by  his 
‘‘History  of  Tithes”  (1618),  which  of¬ 
fended  the  clergy  by  denying  their  divine 
right  to  such  revenue  ;  but  chiefly  by  his 
“Table-Talk,”  published  after  his  death. 
The  style  of  his  writings  is  harsh,  obscure, 
and  antiquated;  in  conversation  he  seems 
to  have  been  more  felicitous,  dealing  in 
pointed  sententious  aphorisms  and  witty 
turns.  The  “Table-Talk”  is  full  of  worldly 
wisdom  and  sarcasms  against  clerical 
bigotry.— Minto,  William,  1872-80,  A 
Manual  of  English  Prose  Literature,  p.  257. 

Selden  has  the  limitations  of  one  whose 
feet  are  always  planted  firmly  on  solid 
earth.  He  is  a  guide,  a  critic  ;  not  a  leader, 
an  inspirer.  As  he  is  untouched  by  the 
fanaticisms,  he  is  incapable  of  the  fine 
enthusiasms  of  his  days.  .  .  In  his 

writings  his  sentences  are  usually  ponder¬ 
ous,  and  often  involved— a  striking  con¬ 
trast  to  the  homeliness  and  lucidity  of  his 
conversations,  which,  however,  show  also 
carelessness  as  to  form.  Yet  in  both 
there  is  an  entire  absence  of  pedantry. — 
M’ Cor mick,  W.  S.,  1893,  English  Prose , 
ed  Craik,  vol.  II,  p.  168. 


Joseph.  Hall 

1574-1656 


Joseph  Hall,  born  1st  July  1574  at  Ashby-de-la-Zouch,  became  a  fellow  of  Emma: 
College,  Cambridge,  in  1595,  incumbent  of  Halstead  and  Waltham,  and  dean  of  Worces¬ 
ter  (1617).  In  that  year  he  accompanied  James  I.  to  Scotland  to  help  establish 
Episcopacy,  and  he  was  one  of  the  English  deputies  to  the  synod  of  Dort.  He 
became  Bishop  of  Exeter  in  1627,  and  as  such  on  suspicion  of  Puritanism  incurred 
Laud’s  enmity,  though  he  zealously  defended  Episcopacy.  In  1641  he  was  translated 
to  Norwich,  and  having  with  other  prelates  protested  against  the  validity  of  laws 
passed  during  their  enforced  absence  from  Parliament,  was  committed  to  the  Tower, 
but  liberated  at  the  end  of  seven  months,  on  finding  bail  for  £5000.  Shortly  after  hia 
return  to  Norwich  his  revenues  were  sequestrated  ancT  his  property  pillaged.  He  re¬ 
tired  to  a  small  farm  at  Higham  in  1647,  and  died  8th  September  1656.  His  works, 
including  “Contemplations, ”  “Christian  Meditations,”  “Episcopacy,”  and  “Mundus 
Alter  et  Idem,”  a  Latin  satirical  romance,  were  edited  by  Pratt  (1808),  by  Peter  Hall, 
a  descendant  (1837-39),  and  by  Wynter  (1863).  His  poetical  “Satires:  “Virgide- 
miarum”  (1597-98)  Pope  calls  “the  best  poetry  and  the  truest  satire  in  the  English 
language.” — PATRICK  and  Groome,  eds.,  1897,  Chambers's  Biographical  Dictionary, 
p.  453. 


PERSONAL 

Not  out  of  a  vain  affectation  of  my  own 
glory,  which  I  know  how  little  it  can  avail 
me  when  I  am  gone  hence,  but  out  of  a 
sincere  desire  to  give  glory  to  my  God, 
whose  wonderful  providence  1  have  noted 


in  all  my  ways,  have  I  recorded  some  re¬ 
markable  passages  of  my  fore-past  life. 
What  I  have  done  is  worthy  of  nothing 
but  silence  and  forgetfulness;  but  what 
God  hath  done  for  me  is  worthy  of  ever¬ 
lasting  and  thankful  memory. — Hall, 
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Joseph,  1641-2?  Observations  of  Some 
Specialties  of  Divine  Providence  in  the  Life 
cf  Joseph  Hall,  Works,  cd.  Wynter,  vol,  I, 
p.  xi. 

He  was  noted  for  a  singular  wit  from 
his  youth  :  a  most  acute  rhetorician  and  an 
elegant  poet.  He  understood  many 
tongues ;  and  in  the  rhetorick  of  his  own 
he  was  second  to  none  that  lived  in  his 
time. — Whitefoote,  John,  1656,  Bishop 
HalVs  Funeral  Sermon,  Sept.  30. 

So  soon  almost  as  Emanuel  Colledge  was 
admitted  into  Cambridge,  he  was  admitted 
into  that  Colledge,  within  few  years  after 
the  first  foundation  thereof.  He  passed 
all  his  degrees  with  great  applause.  First, 
noted  in  the  University,  for  his  ingenuous 
maintaining  (be  it  Truth,  or  Paradox)  that 
Mundus  senescil,  "The  World  groweth 
old.”  Yet,  in  some  sort,  his  position 
confuteth  his  position,  the  wit  and  quick¬ 
ness  whereof  did  argue  an  increase  rather 
than  a  decay  of  parts  in  this  latter  age. 

He  may  be  said  to  have  dyed 
with  his  pen  in  his  hand,  whose  Writing 
and  Living  expired  together. — Fuller, 
Thomas,  1662,  Worthies  of  England,  erf. 
Nichols ,  vol.  i,  p.  566. 

Seems  to  have  been  very  credulous  in 
his  disposition,  rather  religious  than  wise, 
or  possessing  any  attainments  equal  to  the 
dignity  to  which  he  rose. — Cibber,  The- 
ophilus,  1753,  Lives  of  the  Poets,  vol.  I, 
p.  320. 

Joseph  Hall,  styled  the  Christian 
Seneca,  from  his  sententious  manner  of 
writing,  was  justly  celebrated  for  his 
piety,  wit,  learning,  and  extensive  knowl¬ 
edge  of  mankind. — Granger,  James, 
1769-1824,  Biographical  History  of  Eng¬ 
land,  vol .  ii,  p.  337. 

Both  as  a  writer  and  as  a  preacher  his 
reputation  stands  high.  With  less  scholar¬ 
ship  and  wit  than  Andrewes.  and  less 
original  power  than  Donne  or  Taylor,  he 
writes  with  great  fluency  and  energy,  and 
with  much  better  taste  than  any  of  these 
writers.  Some  have  called  him  the  best 
preacher  of  that  century — no  small  honour 
among  such  giants  ;  and  undoubtedly,  for 
pulpit  oratory,  his  strong  feelings  and 
fluent  expression,  guided  by  superior  taste, 
would  be  more  effective  than  the  undisci¬ 
plined  profusion  and  originality  of  his  great 
rivals. — Minto,  William,  1872-80,  A 
Manual  of  English  Prose  Literature,  p. 
254. 


He  is  thus,  more  than  any  other  man  of 
his  time,  the  personification  of  a  great  in¬ 
tellectual  and  spiritual  movement.  A 
character  of  which  this  could  be  said 
would  hardly  be  one  of  great  intellectual 
force ;  and,  in  fact,  there  is  no  trace  in 
him  of  any  individual  opposition  to  the 
ideas  floating  in  the  circles  in  which  he 
moved.  His  ecclesiastical  opinions  were 
the  same  as  those  of  Laud ;  he  had  the 
same  reverence  for  authority,  and  the 
same  notion  of  the  position  of  the  king  in 
the  constitution.  There  is  nothing  to 
show  that  he  was  capable  of  contributing 
a  single  useful  thought  to  avert  the  dan¬ 
gers  which  threatened  his  party  and  his 
country.  Hall’s  highest  qualities,  in  truth, 
were  moral  rather  than  intellectual. 
Whatever  doctrine  he  held,  he  did  not 
push  it  to  extremes;  and,  whatever  order 
he  enforced,  he  not  only  tried  persuasion 
first,  but  he  had  the  knack  of  persuading 
persuasively.  If  he  had  been  Archbishop 
of  Canterbury  instead  of  Laud,  he  would 
have  maintained  much  the  same  principles 
as  Laud  did,  but  he  would  have  caused 
far  less  irritation.— Gardiner,  Samuel 
R.,  1886,  The  Academy,  vol.  29,  p.  267. 

VIRGIDEMIARUM 

1597-98 

They  are  full  of  spirit  and  poetry,  as 
much  of  the  first  as  Dr.  Donne,  and  far 
more  of  the  latter. — Gray,  Thomas,  1752, 
Letter  to  Dr.  Wharton. 

These  satires  are  marked  with  a  clas¬ 
sical  precision,  to  which  English  poetry 
had  yet  rarely  attained.  They  are  replete 
with  animation  of  style  and  sentiment. 
The  indignation  of  the  satirist  is  always 
the  result  of  good  sense.  Nor  are  the 
thorns  of  severe  invective  unmixed  with 
the  flowers  of  pure  poetry.  The  characters 
are  delineated  in  strong  and  lively  colour¬ 
ing,  and  their  discriminations  are  touched 
with  the  masterly  traces  of  genuine 
humour.  The  versification  is  equally  ener¬ 
getic  and  elegant,  and  the  fabric  of  the 
couplets  approaches  to  the  modern  stand¬ 
ard.  It  is  no  inconsiderable  proof  of  a 
genius  predominating  over  the  general 
taste  of  an  age  when  every  preacher  was 
a  punster,  to  have  written  verses,  where 
laughter  was  to  be  raised,  and  the  reader 
to  beentertained  with  sallies  of  pleasantry, 
without  quibbles  and  conceits.  His  chief 
fault  is  obscurity,  arising  from  a  remote 
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phraseology,  constrained  combinations, 
unfamiliar  allusions,  elliptical  apostro¬ 
phes,  and  abruptness  of  expression. — 
Wartox,  Thomas,  1778-81,  History  of 
English  Poetry . 

The  “Satires"  of  Hall  exhibit  a  very 
minute  and  curious  picture  of  the  litera¬ 
ture  and  manners,  the  follies  and  vices  of 
his  times,  and  numerous  quotations  in  the 
course  of  our  work  will  amply  prove  the 
wit,  the  sagacity,  and  the  elegance  of 
his  Muse.  Duake,  Nathan,  1817,  Shak- 
spcorc  and  his  Times ,  vol.  I,  />.  <>29. 

In  his  “Satires,”  which  were  published  at 
the  age  of  twenty-three,  he  discovered  not 
only  the  early  vigour  of  his  own  genious, 
but  the  powers  and  pliability  of  his  native 
tongue.  Unfortunately,  perhaps  uncon¬ 
sciously,  he  caught,  from  studying  Juvenal 
and  i’ersius  as  his  models,  an  elliptical 
manner  and  an  antique  allusion,  which 
cast  obscurity  over  his  otherwise  spirited 
and  amusing  traits  of  English  manners; 
though  the  satirist  himself  was  so  far  from 
anticipating  this  objection,  that  he  form¬ 
ally  apologizes  for  “too  much  stooping  to  the 
low  reach  of  the  vulgar But  in  many  in¬ 
stances  he  redeems  the  antiquity  of  his 
allusions  by  their  ingenious  adaptation  to 
modern  manners;  and  this  is  but  a  small 
part  of  his  praise;  for  in  the  point  and 
volubility,  and  vigour  of  Hall’s  numbers, 
we  might  frequently  imagine  ourselves  pe¬ 
rusing  Dryden. — Campbell,  Thomas,  1819, 
Specimens  of  the  British  Poets. 

This  powerful  and  truly  original  writer 
is  the  earliest  professed  Satirist  among  our 
Poets;  and  he  has  himself  alluded  to  that 
fact  with  a  proud  and  pardonable  egotism  : 

“I  first  adventure,  follow  me  who  list, 

And  bo  the  Second  English  Satirist  ” 

His  Satires,  beside  their  own  intrinsic 
poetical  excellencies,  are  valuable  to  the 
Antiquary  as  presenting  a  most  vivid  and 
faithful  picture  of  the  manners  of  our 
ancestors;  their  fashions,  follies,  vices, 
and  peculiarities.  These  Hall  has  touched 
with  a  powerful  and  unsparing  hand.  Scrib¬ 
blers,  Lawyers,  Parsons,  Physicians,  all 
those  unfortunate  classes  of  men,  who 
have,  from  time  immemorial,  enjoyed  the 
unenvied  privilege  of  attracting  the 
peculiar  notice  of  the  Satiric  Muse,  are  by 
him  laid  bare  and  shrinking  to  the  scorn 
and  hatred  of  Mankind. — Neele,  Henry, 
1827,  Lectures  on  English  Poetry ,  Lec¬ 
ture  v. 


Hall  is  in  fact  not  only  so  harsh  and 
rugged,  that  he  cannot  be  read  with  much 
pleasure,  but  so  obscure  in  very  many 
places,  that  he  cannot  be  understood  at 
all;  his  lines  frequently  bearing  no  visible 
connection  in  sense  or  grammar  with  their 
neighbors.  The  stream  is  powerful,  but 
turbid  and  often  choked. — Hallam, 
Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction  to  the  Litera¬ 
ture  of  Europe ,  pt.  ii,  ch.  v,  par.  71. 

The  first  book  of  the  “Toothless 
Satires"  was  directed  against  the  faults, 
literary  and  other,  of  the  poets  of  the  age ; 
the  second  treated  of  academical  abuses ; 
the  third  of  public  manners  and  morality, 
which  also  form  the  matter  of  the  “Biting 
Satires.”  The  author’s  acknowledged 
models  are  Juvenal  and  Persius ;  and  he 
professes  that  it  was  to  their  nervous  and 
crabbed  style  of  poetry,  rather  than  to  the 
imitation  of  Virgil  and  Spenser,  that  his 
genius  inclined  him. 

“Rather  had  I,  nlbo  in  careless  rhymes, 

Cheek  tho  misor tiered  world  and  lawless 
times  ' ' 

What  Hall’s  satires  did  towards  “check¬ 
ing  the  misordered  world"  may  not  have 
been  much;  but,  as  compositions  of  the 
satirical  order,  they  have  kept  a  place  in 
our  literature.— MaSSON,  David,  1858, 
The  Life  of  John  Milton,  vol.  I,  ch.  vi. 

Have  little  to  recommend  them  to  th« 
modern  reader  of  English  Verse,  for  the 
are  disfigured  with  affected  expression 
archaic  phrases,  and  a  curious  obscuri; 
of  thought.  Resolute  in  intention,  ana 
merciless  in  execution,  his  energy  never 
flags,  and  his  invectives  never  give  out. 
The  virtue  with  which  he  plies  the  lash, 
and  which  gives  him  such  a  savage  de¬ 
light,  is  a  vice  in  disguise.  His  hatred  of 
vice  is  more  monstrous  than  vice  itself. 
So  thought  the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury 
and  Bishop  of  London,  the  censors  of  the 
press,  who  forthwith  ordered  that  the 
satires  should  be  burnt.  — Stoddard, 
Richard  Henry,  1883,  English  Verse , 
Chaucer  to  Burns,  Introduction ,  p.  xxxii. 

His  Satires  belong  to  his  early  Cam¬ 
bridge  days,  and  to  the  last  decade  of  the 
sixteenth  century.  They  have  on  the 
whole  been  rather  overpraised,  though  the 
variety  of  their  matter  and  the  abundance 
of  reference  to  interesting  social  traits 
of  the  time  to  some  extent  redeem  them. 
The  worst  point  about  them,  as  already 
noted,  is  the  stale  and  commonplace 
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impertinence  with  which  their  author,  un¬ 
like  the  best  breed  of  young  poets  and  men 
of  letters,  attempts  to  satirise  his  literary 
betters;  while  they  are  to  some  extent  at 
any  rate  tarred  with  the  other  two  brushes 
of  corrupt  imitation  of  the  ancients,  and 
of  sham  moral  indignation.  Indeed  the 
want  of  sincerity — the  evidence  of  the 
literary  exercise — injures  Hall’s  satirical 
work  in  different  ways  throughout.  We 
do  not,  as  we  read  him,  in  the  least  believe 
in  his  attitude  of  Hebrew  prophet  crossed 
with  Roman  satirist,  and  the  occasional 
presence  of  a  vigorous  couplet  or  a  lively 
metaphor  hardly  redeems  this  disbelief. 
Nevertheless,  Hall  is  here  as  always  a 
literary  artist — a  writer  who  took  some 
trouble  with  his  writings. — Saintsbury, 
George,  1887,  History  of  Elizabethan 
Literature,  p.  152. 

EPISTLES 

1608-11 

An  able  inquirer  into  the  literature  of 
this  period  has  affirmed  that  Hall’s 
Epistles,  written  before  the  year  1613, 
are  the  first  example  of  epistolary  com¬ 
position  which  England  had  seen.  "Bishop 
Hall,”  he  says,  "was  not  only  our  first 
jatirist,  but  was  the  first  who  brought 
epistolary  writing  to  the  view  of  the  public ; 
which  was  common  in  that  age  to  other 
parts  of  Europe,  but  not  practiced  in 
England  till  he  published  his  own 
Epistles.”  And  Hall  himself  in  the  Dedica¬ 
tion  of  his  Epistles  to  Prince  Henry  ob¬ 
serves,  “Your  grace  shall  herein  perceiue 
a  new  fashion  of  discourse  by  Epistles, 
new  to  our  language,  vsuall  to  others ;  and, 
as  nouelty  is  neuer  without  plea  of  vse, 
more  free,  more  familiar.” — Warton, 
Thomas,  1778-81,  History  of  English 
Poetry ,  sec.  lxiv. 

CONTEMPLATIONS 

1612-15 

Why  have  I  travelled  thus  far  on  the 
road  of  Divinity  without  mentioning  the 
“Contemplations”  of  Bishop  Hall?  a  pre¬ 
late  and  a  poet,  of  very  distinguished  at¬ 
tainments.  A  vein  of  piety,  and  even  of 
an  original  cast  of  observation,  runs 
through  the  greater  part  of  his  perform¬ 
ances:  and  his  “Contemplations,”  in 
particular,  broatho  the  fire  of  poetry  as 
well  as  of  devotion.  His  works  havo  been 
long  and  justly  held  in  very  goneral 
esteem.  — Dibdin,  Thomas  Erognall, 
1824,  The  Library  Companion,  p.  G5. 


The  first  and  last  terms  are  justly 
applied,  but  not  the  middle  one;  as  there 
is  very  little  criticism,  in  the  proper  mean¬ 
ing  of  the  term,  in  any  of  the  works  of 
Hall.  .  .  .  There  is  a  great  variety 

of  sentiment,  and  great  richness  of 
thought  and  expression,  in  these  "Con¬ 
templations.”  The  historical  passages  are 
often  very  happily  illustrated  ;  and  a  pure 
and  elevated  devotion,  combined  with  a 
fine  imagination,  pervades  the  whole. — 
Orme,  William,  1824,  Diblotheca  Biblica. 

"The  Contemplations”  of  Hall  are 
among  his  most  celebrated  works.  They 
are  prolix,  and  without  much  of  that  vi¬ 
vacity  or  striking  novelty  we  meet  with  in 
the  devotional  writings  of  his  contempo¬ 
rary,  but  are  perhaps  more  practical  and 
generally  edifying.-  Halla.m,  Henry, 
1837  -39,  Introduction  to  the  Literature  of 
Europe,  pt.  iii,  ch.  ii,  par.  72. 

Very  devotional  and  useful. — Bicker- 
stetii,  Edward,  1844,  The  Christian 
Student. 

CHRISTIAN  MEDITATIONS 

1G-10 

These  satires,  however,  striking  as  they 
are  for  their  compactness  of  language 
and  vigor  of  characterization,  convey  but 
an  inadequate  idea  of  the  depth,  devout¬ 
ness,  and  largeness  of  soul  displayed  in 
Hall's  theological  writings.  His  "Medita¬ 
tions,”  especially,  have  been  read  by 
thousands  who  never  heard  of  him  as  a 
tart  and  caustic  wit.  But  the  one  char¬ 
acteristic  of  sententiousness  marks 
equally  the  sarcasm  of  the  youthful 
satirist  and  the  raptures  of  the  aged  saint. 
— Whipple,  Edwin  P.  1859-68,  The 
Literature  of  the  Age  of  Elizabeth, p.  242. 

MUNDUS  ALTER  ET  IDEM 
1643 

"Mundus  Alter  et  Idem”  .  .  .  is  a 

witty  and  ingenious  Invention  of  a  Learned 
Prelate,  writ  by  him  in  his  younger  days 
(but  well  enough  becoming  the  austerity 
of  tho  gravest  Head),  in  which  he  distin- 
guisheth  the  Vices,  Passions,  Humours, 
and  ill  Affections  most  commonly  incident 
to  mankind  into  several  Provinces;  gives 
us  the  Character  of  each,  as  in  the  descrip- 
tionflof  a  Country,  People,  and  chief  Cities 
of  it,  and  Bots  them  forth  unto  the  Eye  in 
Much  lively  Colours,  that  the  Vitious  man 
may  no©  theroin  his  own  Deformities,  and 
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the  well-minded  man  his  own  Imperfec¬ 
tions.  The  Scene  of  this  Design  is  laid  by 
the  Reverend  Author  in  this  Terra  Aus¬ 
tralis  ,•  the  Decorum  happily  preserved  in 
the  whole  Discovery;  the  style  acutely 
clear,  in  the  invention  singular. — IIeylyn, 
Petek,  1652,  Cosmography,  bh.  iv. 

With  Hall’s  satires  should  be  ranked 
his  “Mundus  Alter  et  Idem, "  an  ingenious 
satirical  fiction  in  prose,  where,  under  a 
pretended  description  of  the  Terra  Aus¬ 
tralis,  he  forms  a  pleasant  invective 
against  the  characteristic  vices  of  various 
nations,  and  is  remarkably  severe  on  the 
Church  of  Rome.  This  piece  was  written 
about  the  year  1600,  before  he  had  quitted 
the  classics  for  the  fathers,  and  published 
some  years  afterwards  against  his  consent. 
— -Wartox,  Thomas,  1778-81,  History  of 
English  Poetry,  sec.  lxiv. 

1  can  only  produce  two  books  by  English 
authors,  in  this  first  part  of  the  seven¬ 
teenth  century,  which  fall  properly  under 
the  class  of  novels  or  romances;  and,  of 
these,  one  is  written  in  Latin.  This  is  the 
“Mundus  Alter  et  Idem”  of  Bishop  Hall, 
an  imitation  of  the  latter  and  weaker  vol¬ 
umes  of  Rabelais.  A  country  in  Terra 
Australis  is  divided  into  four  regions, — 
Crapulia,  Viraginia,  Moronea,  and  Laver - 
nia.  Maps  of  the  whole  land  and  of  par¬ 
ticular  regions  are  given;  and  the  nature 
of  the  satire,  not  much  of  which  has  any 
especial  reference  to  England,  may  easily 
be  collected.  It  is  not  a  very  successful 
effort.  Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39,  Intro¬ 
duction  to  the  Literature  of  Europe ,  pt.  iii, 
ch.  vii,  par.  59. 

Other  circumstances,  already  recited, 
which  connect  the  work  with  Gentili  are 
its  dedication  to  the  Earl  of  Huntingdon 
and  its  publication  at  the  cost  of  Ascanio 
Rinialme,  both  members  of  Gentili’s  Inn, 
and  further  coincidence  that  the  improved 
edition,  Hanau,  1607,  bears  the  same  im¬ 
print  as  at  least  four  others  of  Gentili’s 
acknowledged  works.  Assuming  the  pref¬ 
ace  to  be  bona  fide,  Knight,  as  an  Oxford 
M.  A.  may  have  been  as  much  the  friend  of 
Gentili  as  of  Hall.  For  Hall  there  is  (a) 
the  address  of  “J.  H.,  the  translator,  to 
J.  H.,  the  author,”  ( b )  the  translator’s 
apology  to  the  “reverend  man”  to  whose 
muse  some  few  attributed  the  little  book 
from  Frankfort,  (c)  Heylyn’s  assignment 
of  it  to  a  “learned  prelate” — unquestion¬ 
ably  Hall  is  intended — and  (d)  the  Bodleian 


Catalogue  (1674)  referring  “Mercurius 
Britannicus”  to  Hall.  L'pon  which  an  ad¬ 
vocate  for  Gentili  mighL  further  argue 
that,  accepting  all  that  the  critics  say 
about  the  book,  there  is  nothing  in  it  of 
which  a  scholar  need  be  ashamed  ;  (e)  Hall 
never  claimed  it  himself,  as  far  as  is 
known  ;  (/)  His  friend  James  did  not  claim 
it 'for  him  hr  the  Bodleian  Catalogue  of 
1620,  while  {g )  Gentili  is  mentioned  as 
the  author  in  the  table  of  contents  pre¬ 
fixed  to  the  book;  and  (h)  his  name  ap¬ 
pears  as  author  of  it  upon  the  title-page 
of  the  German  translation  (1613)  within 
eight  years  of  the  original  publication,  not 
more  than  five  years  after  Gentili’s  death, 
three  years  before  the  death  of  his 
brother,  Scipio  Gentili,  and  without  his 
or  Hall’s  contradiction  (?). — Petherick, 
Edward  A.,  1896,  Mundus  Alter  et  Idem, 
Gentleman's  Magazine,  vol.  281,  p.  86. 

GENERAL 

He  was  commonly  called  our  English 
Seneca,  for  the  purenesse,  plainesse,  and 
fulnesse  of  his  style.  Not  unhappy  at 
Controversies,  more  happy  at  Comments 
very  good  in  his  Characters,  better  in  hi 
Sermons,  best  of  all  in  his  Meditations. 
— -Fuller,  Thomas,  1662,  Worthies  of 
England,  ed.  Nichols,  vol.  I,  p.  566. 

Monsieur  Balzac  exceedingly  admired 
him  and  often  quotes  him :  vide  Balzac’s 
“Apologie.”— Aubrey,  John,  1669-96, 
Brief  Lives,  ed.  Clark,  vol.  I,  p.  282. 

The  wit  of  Hall  is  levelled  against  the 
ribaldry  and  bombast  of  the  stage,  the 
puritanical  and  religious  poetry  of  the 
Precisians;  and  the  extravagance  of  ro¬ 
mantic  and  legendary  poems.  Spenser 
alone  is  excepted,  from  the  general  cen¬ 
sure  bestowed  on  the  latter  class  of 
authors.  Spenser  was  the  only  great  poet 
contemporary  with  Hall,  whose  reputa¬ 
tion,  at  the  time  his  satires  were  pub¬ 
lished,  was  established.— Hippisley,  J. 
H.,  1837,  Chapters  on  Early  English  Lit¬ 
erature,  p.  309. 

Imaginative  and  copious  eloquence, 
terse  and  pointed  sentences,  full  of  piety 
and  devotion.  Few  writers  more  likely  to 
be  useful  to  (Divinity)  students.  Let  them 
thoroughly  read  and  digest  such  a  writer, 
and  they  will  be  furnished  for  most  of  the 
calls  upon  them. — Bickersteth,  Edward, 
1844,  The  Christian  Student. 

Most  of  Hall’s  prose  writings,  had 
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a  merit  which  might  have  been  expected 
from  the  author  of  the  “Satires,  ” 
and  which  distinguished  them  from  the 
mass  of  the  theological  writings  of  their 
day— the  merit  of  careful  literary  ex¬ 
ecution.  .  .  Has  still  a  place  in 

the  history  of  English  theological  prose 
between  Hooker  and  Jeremy  Taylor  ;  and 
there  are  modern  critics  who,  comparing 
Hall  and  Taylor,  and  pointing  out  their 
differences  in  the  midst  of  some  obvious 
similarities,  seem  to  waver  in  their  choice 
between  them.  With  much  of  Taylor's 
rich  fancy  and  rhetorical  copiousness, 
however,  there  is  more  in  Hall  of  a  certain 
mechanical  hardness  of  purpose,  more  of 
astringency  and  of  mean  temper.  Even  in 
his  “Meditations’’  there  is  less  of  a  gen¬ 
uine  meditative  disposition  than  of  a  cul¬ 
tured  tendency  to  ethical  sententiousness. 
—Masson,  David,  1858,  The  Life  of  John 
Milton ,  vol.  I,  ch.  vi. 

In  naming  Hall,  indeed,  we  name  a 
prince  and  chief  among  our  English 
divines— equally  good  at  all  weapons, 
equally  surpassing  in  every  department 
of  theology.  .  .  .  The  highest  trib¬ 

ite  to  the  merits  of  Bishop  Hall’s  writings 
i  their  great  and  unceasing  popularity 
frith  the  unlearned  and  poor.  Side  by 
side  with  the  writings  of  Bunyan  and  De¬ 
foe,  portions  of  them  are  to  be  found  on 
many  a  cottage  shelf;  and  the  pious  con¬ 
templations  of  the  witty  and  eloquent 
bishop  have  gladdened  and  strengthened 
many  a  soul  in  sickness,  sorrow,  and  pain. 
Do  we  seek  the  cause  of  this?  It  will  be 
found  in  the  fact  that  Joseph  Hall  had  not 
only  earnest,  practical  piety,  great  learn¬ 
ing,  great  zeal,  but  also  the  invaluable 
gift  of  genuine  wit  and  humour.  Resem¬ 
bling  Bishop  Andrewes  in  the  raciness, 
point,  and  piquancy  of  his  imaginings,  he 
far  surpassed  him  in  his  power  of  express¬ 
ing,  in  nervous  and  telling  words,  the 
products  of  his  brain.  His  style  is  emi¬ 
nently  happy,  effective,  graphic,  and  gen¬ 
uine.  His  mind  was  stored  with  learning. 
He  had  studied  men  and  things  under 
many  circumstances,  in  various  lands. 
His  power  of  illustration  is  inexhaustible; 
his  wit  always  fresh  and  telling  ;  his  knowl¬ 
edge  of  Scripture  profound  ;  his  sense  of 
the  wants,  dangers,  and  difficulties  of  men 
deep  and  practical ;  his  charity  and  loving 
spirit  abundant.  With  these  qualifica¬ 
tions  he  could  scarcely  fail  of  addressing 


himself  effectively  to  men.  And  he  shone 
in  all  subjects.  His  satires  are  the  best 
imitations  of  the  Juvenalian  vein  which 
we  possess ;  his  letters  some  of  the  most 
charming  specimens  of  earnestness,  with¬ 
out  dulness.— Perry,  George  G.,  1861,  His¬ 
tory  of  the  Church  of  England,  vol.  i,  p.  029. 

The  poetic  temperament  of  Hall  reveals 
itself,  in  his  prose  as  well  as  in  his  verse, 
by  the  fervor  of  his  piety,  and  the  forci¬ 
ble  and  often  picturesque  character  of  his 
style,  in  which  it  has  been  thought  he 
made  Seneca  his  model.  .  .  Both 

in  style  and  in  mind  Hall  and  Donne  were 
altogether  opposed;  neither  in  his  prose 
nor  in  hisverse  has  the  former  the  original¬ 
ity  of  the  latter,  or  the  fineness  of  thought 
that  will  often  break  out  in  a  sudden 
streak  of  light  from  the  midst  of  his  dark 
sayings;  but,  on  the  other  hand,  lie  is  per¬ 
fectly  free  from  the  dominant  vices  of 
Donne’s  manner,  his  conceits,  his  quaint¬ 
ness,  his  remote  and  fantastic  analogies, 
his  obscurity,  his  harshness,  his  parade  of 
a  useless  and  encumbering  erudition. — 
— Craik,  George  L.,  1861,  A  Compendi¬ 
ous  History  of  Englisk  Literature  and  of 
the  English  Language,  vol.  i,  p.  612. 

Hall  writes  with  skill  and  with  spirit. 
It  can  scarcely  be  said  of  him  :  Facit  t’n- 
dignatio  versum.  He  finds  a  pleasure  in 
imitating,  and  in  some  sort  reproducing, 
his  Latin  models;  and  this  is  rather  his 
inspiration  than  any  moral  fervour.  And 
the  chief  value  of  his  work  is  its  vigorous 
picture  of  Elizabethan  ways  and  manners. 
Whatever  the  old  comedy  did  for  Athens 
in  the  way  of  illustrating  the  old  Athenian 
life,  that  satire  did  for  Rome,  and  with 
inferior,  but  yet  no  mean  force,  Hall  did 
for  Elizabethan  London.  It  is  no  contempt¬ 
ible  service  to  have  helped  to  keep  alive 
for  us  an  age  so  fascinating,  so  glorious, 
so  momentous.  Whoever  would  picture 
to  himself  the  very  town  in  the  midst  of 
which  Shakespeare  moved,  its  lights  and 
shadows,  its  whims  and  phantasies  and 
follies — “a  mad  world,  my  masters’’ — see 
“the  very  age  and  body  of  the  time,  his 
form  and  presence,’’  and  learn  what  were 
its  daily  thoughts,  interests,  cares,  credu¬ 
lities,  passions — will  find  truly  valuable 
aid  in  Hall’s  satires. — Hales,  John  W., 
1881,  Bishop  Hall,  The  Antiquary,  vol.  4, 
p.  190. 

In  language  the  “Satires”  are  artifi¬ 
cially  archaic :  and  the  tone  that  pervadea 
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them  has  very  little  in  common  with  the 
spirit  of  his  later  work.  But  they 
brought  a  freedom  and  a  vigour  to  his 
prose  style  which  it  never  lost,  and  the 
practice  which  they  gave  him  in  his  early 
years  not  only  added  force  and  liveliness 
to  his  later  controversial  style,  but  also 
gave  to  his  religious  writings  the  quick 
movement,  the  variety  and  the  lavish  illus¬ 
tration,  which  are  their  chief  characteris¬ 
tics.  Hall  thus  combined  some  elements 
which  are  rarely  found  in  combination. 
Educated  amongst  puritanic  influences  and 
under  the  shadow  of  a  religion  that  re¬ 
garded  each  individual  accident  as  brought 


about  by  the  special  intervention  of  provi¬ 
dence  ;  passing  from  this  to  the  classical 
influences  of  the  University,  and  finding 
his  models  in  antiquity  ;  thrusting  himself 
as  a  youth  into  the  literary  struggles  of 
the  day — he  brought  to  his  later  work  as 
a  divine  some  unique  qualities.  His  ear¬ 
liest  religious  writings  are  devout  and 
earnest,  but  they  borrow  their  illustra¬ 
tions  largely  from  secular  sources ;  they 
have  no  strongly  marked  dogmatic  fea¬ 
tures,  and  their  language  has  a  freedom 
and  a  force  that  are  peculiar. — Craik, 
Henry,  1893,  ed.,  English  Prose,  vol.  n, 
p.  134. 


John  Hales 
1584-1656 

John  Hales,  1584-1656.  Born,  in  Bath,  19  April  1584.  Educated  at  Bath  Gram¬ 
mar  School.  To  Corpus  Christi  College,  Oxford,  as  scholar,  16  April  1597;  B.  A., 
9  July  1603 ;  Fellow  of  Merton  College,  1605 ;  Nl.  A.,  20  June  1609 ;  Lecturer  in  Greek 
to  University,  1612.  Fellow  of  Eton  College,  24  May  1613  to  April  1649.  To  Hol¬ 
land  with  Sir  Dudley  Carleton,  as  Chaplain,  1616.  To  Eton,  1619.  Canon  of  Wind¬ 
sor,  23  May,  1639;  installed,  27  June;  deprived  of  canonry  by  Parliamentary  Com¬ 
mittee,  1642.  Tutor  to  William  Salter,  in  Buckinghamshire,  1649.  Returned  to 
Eton.  Died  there,  19  May  1656.  Buried  there.  Works :  "Oratio  Funebris”  (on  Sir 
Thomas  Bodley),  1613;  “A  Sermon,"  1617;  "Anonymi  dissertatio  de  pace  et  concor- 
dia  Ecclesise,"  1630;  '‘The  way  towards  the  finding  of  a  Decision  of  the  Chief  Con¬ 
troversy,  etc.,"  (anon.),  1641;  "A  Tract  concerning  Schisme,"  1642  (anon.  ;  2nd. 
edn.  same  year) ;  "Of  the  Blasphemie  againste  the  Holy  Ghost"  (anon.;  attrib.  to 
Hales),  1646.  Posthumous :  "Golden  Remains, ”  1659 ;  "Sermons  preached  at  Eton,’ 
1660;  "Several  Tracts,"  1677.  Collected  Works:  ed.  by  Lord  Hailes  (3  vols.),  1765. 
— Sharp,  R.  Farquiiarson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  121. 

personal  At  Eaton  he  lodged  (after  his  seques- 

Hnles,  set  by  himself  most  gravely  did  smile  tration)  at  the  next  house  (to)  the  Chris- 
To  see  them  about,  nothing  keep  such  a  coil ;  topher  (inne),  where  1  sawe  him,  a  prettie 


Apollo  had  spied  him,  but,  knowing  his  mind, 
Past  by,  nud  called  Falkland  that  sat  just 
behind. 

— Suckling,  Sir  John,  1637,  Sessions  of 
the  Poets. 

His  industry  did  strive,  if  it  were  pos¬ 
sible,  to  equal  the  largeness  of  his  capac¬ 
ity,  whereby  he  became  as  great  a  master 
of  polite,  various,  and  universal  learning, 
as  ever  yet  conversed  with  books.  Pro¬ 
portionate  to  his  reading  was  his  medita¬ 
tion,  which  furnished  him  with  a  judgment 
beyond  the  vulgar  reach  of  man,  built 
upon  unordinary  notions,  raised  out  of 
strange  observations,  and  comprehensive 
thoughts  within  himself.  So  that  he  really 
was  a  most  prodigious  example  of  an  acute 
and  piercing  wit,  of  a  vast  and  illimited 
knowledge,  of  a  severe  and  profound  judg¬ 
ment. — Pearson,  John,  1659,  cd.,  Golden 
Remains ,  Preface. 


little  man,  sanguine,  of  a  cheerfull  counte¬ 
nance,  very  gentile,  and  courteous ;  I 
was  received  by  him  with  much  humanity  : 
he  was  in  a  kind  of  violet-coloured  cloath 
gowne,  with  buttons  and  loopes  (he  wore 
not  a  black  gowne),  and  was  reading 
Thomas  a  Kempis;  it  was  within  a  yeare 
before  he  deceased.  He  loved  Canarie; 
but  moderately,-  to  refresh  his  spirits. 
He  had  a  bountifull  mind.  ...  He 
lies  buried  in  the  church  yard  at  Eaton, 
under  an  altar  monument  of  black  marble, 
erected  at  the  sole  chardge  of  Mr.  .  .  . 
Curwyn,  with  a  too  long  epitaph.  He 
was  no  kiff  or  kin  to  him. — Aubrey,  John, 
1669-96,  Brief  Lives,  ed.  Clark,  vol.  I,  pp. 
279,  280. 

He  had  read  more  and  carried  more 
about  him,  in  his  excellent  memory,  than 
any  man  I  ever  knew ;  he  was  one  of  the 
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least  men  in  the  kingdom,  and  one  of  the 
greatest  scholars  in  Europe. — Clarendon, 
Lord  (Edward  Hyde),  1674?  Life. 

Thro'  the  whole  course  of  his  bachelor¬ 
ship  there  was  never  any  one  in  the  then 
memory  of  man  (so  I  have  been  informed 
by  certain  seniors  of  that  coll,  at  my  first 
coming  thereunto)  that  ever  went  beyond 
him  for  subtle  disputations  in  philosophy, 
for  his  eloquent  declamations  and  orations, 
as  also  his  exact  knowledge  in  the  Greek 
tongue,  evidently  demonstrated  after¬ 
wards,  not  only  when  he  read  the  Greek 
lecture  in  that  coll.,  but  also  the  public 
lecture  of  that  tongue  in  the  schools. 

He  was  a  man  highly  esteemed 
by  learned  men  beyond  and  within  the 
seas,  from  whom  he  seldom  fail’d  to  re¬ 
ceive  letters  every  week,  wherein  his  judg 
ment  was  desir'd  as  to  several  points  of 
learning. — Wood,  Anthony,  1691-1721, 
ALhence  Oxonienses. 

His  great  learning  and  “profound  judg¬ 
ment”  were  combined  with  the  most  punc¬ 
tilious  integrity  and  the  utmost  modesty 
of  demeanor ;  so  that  there  was  no  man 
of  the  day  of  whom  more  people  spoke 
well. — Masson,  David,  1858,  The  Life  of 
John  Milton,  vol.  i,  el i.  vi. 

We  can  readily  realise  from  the  whole 
tenor  of  his  life,  as  well  as  of  his  writings, 
the  picture  suggested  by  Clarendon  of  a 
modest,  sensitive,  yet  profound  and  dis¬ 
cerning  spirit — hating  religious  contro¬ 
versy,  yet  apt  and  keen  in  religious  argu¬ 
ment  when  once  engaged  in  it — honest 
and  open-minded  to  a  fault,  yet  with  a 
great  power  of  reserve  in  him  before  the 
unwise  and  unrefiective— loving  peace, 
yet  detesting  tyranny — and  severe  to  him¬ 
self,  while  kind  and  charitable  in  all  his 
thoughts  of  others.— Tulloch,  John, 
1872,  Rational  Theology  and  Christian 
Philosophy  in  England  in  the  Seventeenth 
Century,  vol.  I, p.  218. 

There  are  several  Etonians  of  this  cen¬ 
tury  who  acquired  distinction  as  church¬ 
men  and  scholars,  whom  I  have  not  yet 
spoken  of,  but  I  must  not  omit  in  this 
chapter.  First,  I  will  revert  to 

THE  EVER-MEMORABLE  JOHN  HALES. 

Such  was  the  title  given  by  his  friends 
and  contemporaries  to  a  learned,  ingen¬ 
ious,  pious,  and  kind-hearted  man,  who 
became  a  Fellow  of  Eton  in  1613.  The 
sounding  title  of  “ever-memorable,”  ap¬ 
plied  to  one  whose  works  now  seldom  find 


a  reader,  and  whose  name  is  rarely  men¬ 
tioned  by  any  modern  writer,  reminds  one 
of  the  epithets  “Angelic,”  “Seraphic,” 
“Irrefragable,”  and  the  like,  which  were 
so  liberally  bestowed  on  the  once  idolized 
but  now  neglected  Schoolmen.  In  truth, 
the  reputation  of  Hales  in  his  own  age 
seems  to  have  been  due  not  so  much  to 
any  proof  of  gigantic  genius  or  stupendous 
learning,  as  to  pleasing  powers  of  conver¬ 
sation,  and  affability  of  temper,  combined 
with  a  fair  share  of  natural  ability  and  an 
unusual  share  of  industrious  energy* 
Every  age  has  its  John  Hales. — Creasy, 
Sir  Edward,  1876,  Memoirs  of  Eminent 
Etonians ,  p.  222. 

The  genial  recluse,  with  his  prodigious 
memory  and  his  keen,  rapier-like  thrust  of 
argument,  was  the  most  loving  and  tender¬ 
hearted  of  men.— Gardiner,  Samuel  R., 
1883,  History  of  England  from  the  Acces¬ 
sion  of  James  I.  to  the  Outbreak  of  the  Civil 
War,  vol.  vill,  p.  265. 

Pure-minded,  simple-hearted  little  man, 
reading  Thomas-i-Kempis  in  his  violet 
gown ;  poor,  degraded,  but  not  dishon¬ 
oured  ;  what  a  strong,  grave  protest  your 
quiet,  exiled  life,  self-contained  and  seri¬ 
ous  is,  against  the  crude  follies,  the  bois¬ 
terous  energies  of  the  revolution  seething 
and  mantling  all  about  you!  the  clear¬ 
sighted  soul  can  adopt  no  party  cries, 
swears  allegiance  to  no  frantic  school ; 
enlightened,  at  the  mercy  of  no  tendency 
or  prejudice,  it  resigns  all  that  gave  dig¬ 
nity  to  blessed  quiet,  and  takes  the  peace 
without  the  pomp;  with  unobtrusive,  un¬ 
pretentious  hopes  and  prospects  shattered 
in  the  general  wreck,  the  true  life-philos¬ 
opher  still  finds  his  treasures  in  the  old 
books,  the  eternal  thoughts  and  the  kindly 
offices  of  retired  life.  —  Benson,  Arthur 
Christopher,  1896,  Essays,  p.  17. 

GENERAL, 

Their  [Hale’s  Works]  merits  are  un¬ 
equal.  The  best  seems  to  be  his  discourse 
on  Schism,  that  on  the  abuse  of  hard 
places  of  Scripture,  and  his  letters  to  Sir 
Dudley  Carleton,  from  the  Synod  of  Dort, 
in  which  he  gives  a  good  account  of  that 
far-famed  convention.  He  was  evidently 
a  man  superior  to  many  of  the  prejudices 
of  his  age;  but  if  the  reader’s  expecta¬ 
tions  are  raised  very  greatly  by  his  high- 
sounding  title  and  the  testimonies  referred 
to,  he  will  probably  be  disappointed  even 
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by  his  Golden  Remains. — Orme,  William, 
1824,  Biblotlieca  Biblica. 

John  Hales  was  a  man  whose  reputation 
was  far  higher  among  his  contemporaries 
than  his  Remains  (rather  unmeaningly 
called  Golden )  seem  to  justify.  He  was 
admittedly  the  first  Greek  scholar  of  his 
day.  Sir  Henry  Savill’s  grand  edition  of 
Chrysostom  was  in  reality  his  work,  but 
the  one  was  Warden,  the  other  Fellow  of 
Merton,  and  the  name  of  higher  position 
was  affixed  to  the  work.  In  religious  prin¬ 
ciples  he  was  a  latitudinarian,  like  Chilling- 
worth.— Perry,  George G.,  1861,  History 
of  the  Church  of  England,  vol.  I.  p.  566. 

If  by  its  political  structure  the  English 
Church  is  persecuting,  by  its  doctrinal 
structure  it  is  tolerant;  it  needs  the  rea¬ 
son  of  the  laity  too  much  to  refuse  it  lib¬ 
erty;  it  lives  in  a  world  too  cultivated  and 
thoughtful  to  proscribe  thought  and  cul¬ 
ture.  John  Hales,  its  eminent  doctor,  de¬ 
clared  several  times  that  he  would  re¬ 
nounce  the  Church  of  England  to-morrow, 
if  she  insisted  on  the  doctrine  that  other 
Christians  would  be  damned;  and  that 
men  believe  other  people  to  be  damned 
only  when  they  desire  them  to  be  so.  It 
was  he  again,  a  theologian,  a  prebendary, 
who  advises  men  to  trust  to  themselves 
alone  in  religious  matters;  to  leave  noth¬ 
ing  for  authority,  or  antiquity,  or  the  ma¬ 
jority;  to  use  their  own  reason  in  believ¬ 
ing,  as  they  use  “their  own  legs  in  walk¬ 
ing;"  to  act  and  be  men  in  mind  as  well 
as  in  the  rest;  and  to  regard  as  cowardly 
and  impious  the  borrowing  of  doctrine 
and  sloth  of  thought.-  Taine,  H.  A., 
1871,  History  of  English  Literature,  tr. 
Van  Laun ,  vol.  i,  bk.  ii,  ch.  v,  p.  381. 

There  is  in  all  our  author’s  writings  ex¬ 
actly  that  which  so  many  theological  writ¬ 
ings  want,  the  light  of  a  bright,  open- 
eyed,  candid  intelligence,  which  sees  fre¬ 
quently  far  beyond  the  range  of  the  most 
powerful  systematic  intellect  straight  to 
the  truth — “an  acute  and  piercing  wit," 
a  wise,  calm,  and  “profound  judgment." 

His  accumulated  knowledge  of 
books  and  systems  never  encumbers  him. 
He  never,  or  rarely,  uses  it  as  materials 
of  exposition,  or  stuff  for  dilating  and 
parading  arguments  in  themselves  worth¬ 
less,  after  the  prevailing  fashion.  But 
all  his  knowledge  has  become  an  enriching 
basis  of  his  own  thought,  and  raises  him 
above  “the  vulgar  reach  of  man"  to  see 


for  himself  clearly  and  widely.  It  has  en¬ 
tered  into  the  very  life  of  his  quick  and 
genial  intellect,  and  contributes  to  the 
wealth  of  his  meditative  insight,  and  his 
tolerant,  comprehensive,  and  sweetly- 
tempered  genius.  The  simplicity  and 
breadth  of  his  religious  thought  are  as¬ 
tonishing  for  his  time.  He  goes  to  the 
heart  of  controversies,  and  distinguishes 
with  a  delicate  and  summary  skill  the  es¬ 
sential  from  the  accidental  in  religion  as 
in  other  things.  ...  In  freedom  of 
thought  and  clearness  of  faith,  he  greatly 
excels  the  mere  professional  divine  of  any 
age.  He  is  evangelical  withoutdogmatism, 
and  preaches  grace  without  despising  phil¬ 
osophy.  At  once  conservative  in  feeling, 
and  liberal  in  opinion,  he  hates  all  ex¬ 
tremes,  as  of  the  nature  of  falsehood,  aDd 
a  prolific  source  of  wrong.  He  is  the 
representative — the  next  after  Hooker — 
of  that  catholicity  yet  rationality  of  Chris¬ 
tian  sentiment  which  has  been  the  peculiar 
glory  of  the  Church  of  England. — Tull- 
OCH,  John,  1872,  Rational  Theology  an 
Christian  Philosophy  in  England  in  V 
YUh  Century,  vol.  i,  pp.  221,  222,  260. 

Andrew  Marvel  justly  describes  Hales, 
as  “one  of  the  clearest  heads  and  best 
prepared  breasts  in  Christendom."  The 
richness  of  his  learning  impresses  us  even 
less  than  his  felicity  in  using  it.  His 
humour  enables  him  to  treat  disturbing 
questions  with  attractive  lightness  of 
touch.  His  strength  lies  in  an  invincible 
core  of  common  sense,  always  blended 
with  good  feeling,  and  issuing  in  a  wise 
and  thoughtful  charity. — Gordon,  Alex¬ 
ander,  1890,  Dictionary  of  National  Biog¬ 
raphy,  vol .  xxiv,  p.  32. 

Hales’s  literary  style  is,  in  the  main, 
the  reflection  of  his  lucid  manner  of  think¬ 
ing.  When  he  argues,  he  goes  straight 
to  the  point,  and,  barring  a  certain  loose¬ 
ness  in  the  construction  of  his  sentences, 
he  is  a  master  of  exposition.  His  illus¬ 
trations,  though  copious,  never  weary  the 
reader,  being  always  the  natural  overflow 
of  a  mind  well  stocked  with  learning,  and 
not  a  mere  display  of  pedantry.  There 
runs  through  his  writings  a  thin  thread  of 
humour  characteristic  of  the  man — 'him¬ 
self  in  earnest,  but  scorning  the  earnest¬ 
ness  about  non-essentials  which  he  discov¬ 
ers  in  others. — Wallace,  W.,  1893,  Eng¬ 
lish  Prose,  ed.  Craik,  vol.  n,  p.  185. 

The  large  and  generous  current  of 
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Hales’  human  sympathy,  and  his  apprecia¬ 
tion  of  all  that  is  good  wherever  it  is  to 
be  found,  are  characteristic  features  of 
his  writings,  and  make  him  one  of  the 
most  delightful,  stimulating,  and  whole¬ 
some  of  the  divines  of  the  seventeenth  cen¬ 
tury.  He  appears  as  quite  unconnected 


historically  with  the  School  of  Cambridge 
divines  who  came,  at  a  later  time,  to  be 
spoken  of  as  the  “Latitude-men,  ”  though 
his  tone  is  in  many  respects  similar  to 
theirs. — DOWDEN,  JOHN,  1897,  Outlines 
of  the  History  of  the  Theological  Literature 
of  the  Church  of  England,  p.  165. 


James  Usher 

1580-1656 

James  Usher,  or  Ussher,  D.  D.,  born  at  Dublin,  Ireland,  Jan.  4,  1580,  educated  at 
Trinity  Coll.,  Dublin,  where  he  became  a  fellow ;  took  orders  in  the  Church  of  Eng¬ 
land  1601 ;  became  chancellor  of  the  cathedral  of  St.  Patrick  1607 ;  was  professor 
of  divinity  at  the  University  of  Dublin  1607-20;  drew  up  the  Articles  of  Faith  of  the 
Irish  Church  1615;  became  bishop  of  Meath  1620,  archbishop  of  Armagh  and  primate 
of  Ireland  1623;  had  his  house  destroyed  by  the  Irish  rebels  1641,  while  visiting  Eng¬ 
land,  in  which  country  he  thenceforth  remained ;  was  appointed  by  Charles  I.  bishop 
of  Carlisle,  and  was  preacher  of  Lincoln’s  Inn  1647-54,  residing  chiefly  at  Oxford. 
Author  of  numerous  theological  treatises,  mostly  in  Latin.  His  Annales  Veteris  et 
Novi  Testamenti  contain  a  scheme  of  biblical  chronology,  since  printed  in  the  margin 
of  the  authorized  version  of  the  Bible,  though  now  admitted  to  be  inexact.  Died 
March  21,  1656. — Barnard  and  Guyot,  1885,  eds.,  Johnson's  New  General  Cyclopcedia, 
vol.  II,  p.  1412. 

Wrote  “Annales  V.  et  N.  Testamenti,  a  primaMundi  Origine  deducta  ad  extremum 
Reipubliae  Judaiccae  Excidium  Ecclesiarum”  ;  “Gravissimse  Questionis  de  Christianarum 
in  Occidents  prsesertim  partibus”  (1613);  “Answer  to  a  Challenge  of  a  Jesuit  in 
Ireland”  [William  Malone]  (1624);  “A  Discourse  of  the  Religion  anciently  professed 
by  the  Irish  and  British”  (1622);  “  Britannicarum  Ecclesiarum  Antiquitates  et  Pri- 
mordia”  (1639);  “The  Original  of  Bishops  and  Metropolitans”  (1641) ;  “Direction 
concerning  the  Lyturgy  and  Episcopal  Government”  (1642);  “Vox  Hiberniae:  or, 
rather  the  Voyce  of  the  Lord  from  Ireland”  (1642);  “Immanuel:  or,  the  Mystery  of 
the  Incarnation  of  the  Son  of  God”  (1638);  “The  Principles  of  the  Christian  Re¬ 
ligion”  (1644);  “Chronologia  Sacra  et  de  Romanae  Ecclesim  Symbolo  Apostolico 
Vetere”  (1660);  “Episcopal  and  Presbyterian  Government  conjoyned”  (1679);  and 
many  other  Works :  the  whole  of  which  were  collected  and  published,  with  a  “Life 
of  the  author,  by  Dr.  Ebrington,  1847. — Adams,  W.  Davenport,  1877,  Dictionary  of 
English  Literature,  p.  724. 


PERSONAL 

I  heard  the  Common  Prayer  (a  rare 
thing  in  these  days)  in  St.  Peter’s  at 
Paul’s  Wharf,  London  ;  and  in  ye  morning 
the  Archbishop  of  Armagh,  that  pious  per¬ 
son  and  learned  man,  Usher,  in  Lincoln’s 
Inn  Chapel. — Evelyn,  John,  1649,  Diary, 
March  25. 

He  was  easy,  affable,  and  chearful  in 
conversation,  and  extremely  charitable. 
He  was  of  so  sweet  a  temper  that  I  never 
heard  he  did  an  ill  office  to  any  one  man,  or 
revenged  any  of  those  that  had  been  done 
to  him.  He  envied  no  man’s  happiness, 
or  vilified  their  persons  or  parts;  nor  was 
he  apt  to  censure  or  condemn  any  man 
upon  bare  reports.  Though  he  could  re¬ 
buke  sharply  in  the  cause  of  virtue  and 


religion,  yet  he  was  not  easily  provoked 
to  passion. — Parr,  Richard,  1686,  Life 
of  Usher. 

Talking  of  the  Irish  Clergy,  he  said, 
“Swift  was  a  man  of  great  parts,  and  the 
instrument  of  much  good  to  his  country. 
Berkeley  was  a  profound  scholar,  as  well 
as  a  man  of  fine  imagination  ;  but  ‘  “Usher," 
he  said,  “was  the  great  luminary  of  the 
Irish  Church;  and  a  greater,”  he  added, 
“no  church  could  boast  of;  at  least  in 
modern  times.”  —  Johnson,  Samuel, 
1770,  Life  by  Boswell. 

His  mildness  of  disposition,  and  the 
faculty  of  seeing  the  defects  of  all  parties 
which  belongs  to  the  student,  prevented 
his  exercising  the  influence  which  hie  tal¬ 
ents  would  have  warranted.  It  is  as  a 
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scholar  that  he  is  remembered,  and  it  is  in 
that  that  he  is  linked  to  the  leaders  of  the 
Caroline  Church.  Men  of  both  parties 
turned  from  the  turmoil  of  the  war  and 
of  political  change  to  talk  of  Ussher’s 
manuscripts,  of  the  Septuagint,  the  Sa¬ 
maritan  Pentateuch,  and  the  Syriac  ver¬ 
sion,  of  the  history  of  Episcopacy,  and  of 
the  Ignatian  letters.  Literature,  indeed, 
in  him  as  in  many  others  of  the  King’s 
party,  prevented  the  rift  between  the  men 
of  King  and  Parliament  being  very  deep 
or  lasting.  — Hutton,  William  Holden, 
1895,  Social  England,  ed.  Traill,  vol.  IV, 
p.  291. 

Cromwell  required  that  a  public  funeral 
should  be  accorded  to  the  great  Arch¬ 
bishop,  and  that  he  should  be  buried  with 
all  honours  in  Westminster  Abbey.  The 
spot  chosen  for  his  final  resting-place  was 
in  St.  Paul’s  Chapel,  close  to  the  monu¬ 
ment  of  his  first  teacher,  Fullerton,  and 
near  the  steps  leading  to  Henry  Seventh’s 
Chapel.  We  are  told  that  a  large  con¬ 
course  of  people  met  the  funeral  cortege, 
including  many  of  the  nobility  and  London 
clergy.  So  great  was  the  concourse  that 
a  military  guard  was  found  necessary. 
Only  on  this  occasion  was  the  Burial  Ser¬ 
vice  of  the  Church  of  England  read  within 
the  Abbey  walls  during  the  entire  period 
of  the  Commonwealth  The  sermon  was 
preached  by  the  Archbishop’s  chaplain, 
Dr.  Bernard,  and  afterwards  published. 
He  took  for  his  text  the  suitable  words, 
“And  Samuel  died,  and  all  Israel  were 
gathered  together  and  lamented  him,  and 
buried  him.”  No  stone  marks  the  spot 
where  the  Archbishop  sleeps.  The  funeral 
expenses,  it  may  be  observed,  reached  a 
far  higher  sum  than  the  £200  voted  for 
the  purpose  by  Cromwell,  and  the  deficit 
was  made  good  by  his  family,  who  could 
ill  spare  the  expense. — Carr,  J.  A.,  1895, 
The  Life  and  Times  of  Janies  Ussher,  p. 
370. 

ANNALS 

1050-54 

I  have  with  no  small  eagerness  and  de¬ 
light  turned  over  these  your  learned  and 
accurate  “Annals,  ”  wondering  not  a  little 
at  that  your  indefatigable  labour  which 
you  have  bestowed  on  a  work  fetched  to¬ 
gether  out  of  such  a  world  of  monuments 
of  antiquity ;  whereby  your  Grace  hath 
better  merited  the  title  of  xa^*evTV<>5 
and  <t>v\onovo';  than  those  on  whom  it 


was  formerly  bestowed. — Hall,  Joseph, 
1650?  Letter  to  Archbishop  Usher. 

Along  with  the  reading  of  the  historical 
books  of  the  Scripture  I  would  recommend 
Usher’s  Annals,  which  is  a  work  perfect 
in  its  kind,  and  which  well  digested  will 
give  a  very  sound  knowledge  of  the  his¬ 
tory  of  the  world,  sacred  and  profane,  to 
the  destruction  of  the  second  temple; 
which  knowledge  will  upon  innumerable 
occasions  be  of  unspeakable  use. — Wot- 
ton,  William,  1726-34?  Thoughts  Con¬ 
cerning  a  Proper  Method  of  Studying  Divin¬ 
ity. 

This  is  a  work  of  great  labour  and  re¬ 
search,  which  has  been  followed  by  the 
greater  part  of  modern  chronologere, 
though  the  system  of  Dr.  Hales  is  perhaps 
more  correct. — Orme,  William,  1824, 
Bibliotheca  Biblica,  p.  442. 

Our  learned  Archbishop  Usher  might 
there  have  been  named,  since  the  first  part 
of  his  “Annals  of  the  Old  Testament,” 
which  goes  down  to  the  year  of  the  world 
3828,  was  published  in  1650.  The  second 
part  followed  in  1654.  This  has  been  the 
chronology  generally  adopted  by  Englisl 
historians,  as  well  as  by  Bossuet,  Calmet, 
and  Rollin,  so  that  for  many  years  it  might 
be  called  the  orthodox  scheme  of  Europe. 
No  former  annals  of  the  world  has  been 
so  exact  in  marking  dates,  and  collating 
sacred  history  with  profane.  It  was  there¬ 
fore  exceedingly  convenient  for  those, 
who,  possessing  no  sufficient  leisure  or 
learning  for  these  inquiries,  might  very 
reasonably  confide  in  such  authority. — 
Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction  to 
the  Literature  of  Europe,  pt.  iv,  ch .  i,  par . 
23. 

GENERAL 

Archbishop  Usher,  that  prodigy  of 
learning  and  industry. — Nicolson,  Will¬ 
iam,  1724,  Irish  Historical  Library,  Ap¬ 
pendix. 

All  that  learning  can  extract  from  the 
rubbish  of  the  Dark  Ages  is  copiously 
stated  by  Archbishop  Usher  in  his  “  Britan- 
nicarum  Ecclesiarum  Antiquitates.” — 
Gibbon,  Edward,  1776-78,  Decline  and 
Fall  of  the  Roman  Empire ,  ch.  xxxvii,  note. 

The  first  writer  who  instituted  a  system¬ 
atic  inquiry  into  the  Septuagint  version 
was  Archbishop  Usher.  .  .  .  This  is 

a  work  of  great  merit ;  it  displays  much 
orignial  inquiry,  and  may  be  regarded  as 
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the  ground-work  of  later  publications  on 
the  Septuagint. — Marsh,  Herbert,  1809- 
11,  Lectures  on  Divinity,  Part  1L,  Lectures 
xii,  p.  121. 

The  writings  of  our  Irish  primate, 
Usher,  who  maintained  the  antiquity  of 
his  order,  but  not  upon  such  high  ground 
as  many  in  England  would  have  desired, 
are  known  for  their  extraordinary  learn¬ 
ing,  in  which  he  has  perhaps  never  been 
surpassed  by  an  English  writer.  But  for 
judgement,  and  calm  appreciation  of  evi¬ 
dence,  the  name  of  Usher  has  not  been 
altogether  so  much  respected  by  posterity 
as  it  was  by  his  contemporaries. — 
Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction  to 
the  Literature  of  Europe ,  pt.  iii,  eh.  ii,  par. 
66. 

He  was  one  of  the  most  wonderful  men 
of  that  wonderful  age.  .  .  .  His  writings 
.  contain  an  invaluable  mass  of 
historical  and  ecclesiastical  information 
and  of  controversial  and  practical  di¬ 
vinity. — Bickersteth,  Edward,  1844,  The 
Christian  Student,  pp.  245,  246. 

His  preference  had  been  for  the  lighter 
forms  of  literature.  He  knew  Spenser, 
and  did  not  think  it  impossible  that  he 
might  himself  be  a  poet.  As  he  grew 
older,  Nature  corrected  the  mistake. 
Struck  one  day  by  Cicero's  saying: 
“ Ncscire  quid  antea  quam  natus  sis  ac¬ 
cident,  id  est  senior  esse  pueruih ”  (“  Not 
to  know  what  happened  before  you  were 
born,  is  to  be  always  a  child”),  he  found 
his  genius  revealed  to  him  in  the  fascina¬ 
tion  of  the  phrase,  and  from  that  day  de¬ 
voted  himself  to  history.  Before  he  had 
reached  his  thirtieth  year  he  was  profound 
in  universal  chronology,  and  known  to 
Camden  and  other  English  scholars  as  the 
most  learned  of  Irishmen.  ...  It 
was  the  pride  of  the  English  Calvinists 
about  the  year  1632,  when  the  learning 
of  Laud  and  other  prelates  of  his  school 
was  mentioned,  to  point  across  the  Channel 
to  the  great  Calvinistic  Primate  as  a 
scholar  who  outweighed  them  all. — Mas- 
so.v,  David,  1858,  The  Life  of  John  Milton , 
vol.  I,  ch.  vi. 

Usher’s  works  are  numerous,  and  were 
regarded  by  his  contemporaries  as  marvels 
of  research.  It  may  be  said  of  the  majority 
of  them,  however,  that  the  growth  of 
knowledge  has  thrown  them  decidedly  into 
the  shade.  —Hart,  John  S.,  1872,  A 
Manual  of  English  Literature,  p.  169. 


Argument  means  for  Ussher  the  ac¬ 
cumulation  of  authorities;  authorities,  in¬ 
deed,  weighed  with  precision,  criticised  as 
to  their  authenticity,  but  in  the  last  result 
accepted  as  authoritative.  And  with  this 
is  connected  his  renunciation  of  style  ;  for 
to  style  the  abundance  of  quotations  must 
needs  be  fatal.  Fragments  pieced  together 
from  other  men’s  works,  even  where 
translation  is  freely  used,  cannot  but  lack 
the  unity  which  the  impress  of  a  single 
personality  gives.  Ussher’s  writing  is 
always  a  mosaic  of  quotations.  His  learn¬ 
ing  is  immense.  At  an  early  age,  so  his 
biographers  tell  us,  he  sat  down  and  read 
the  fathers  straight  through.  Chroniclers, 
schoolmen,  the  writers  of  Greece  and 
Rome,  all  are  at  his  fingers’  ends.  He  has 
wandered  in  the  byeways  of  Celtic  and 
Scandinavian  lore.  And  in  this  he  was 
happy,  that  by  his  time  the  sum-total  of 
things  knowable  had  not  so  swelled  as  to  be 
beyond  the  compass  of  one  intellect;  so 
that  he  does  not  appear  a  mere  specialist, 
but  a  true  scholar,  with  a  wide  sweep  and  an 
adequate  survey  of  knowledge.  Moreover, 
he  has  at  least  one  gift  -an  architectonic 
gift— of  style. — Chambers,  Edmund  K., 
1893,  English  Prose,  cd.  Craik,vol.u,  p.  158. 

Selden  calls  him  ‘‘learned  to  a  miracle” 
(‘‘ad  miraculum  doctus”).  To  estimate 
his  labours  aright  would  be  the  work  of  a 
company  of  experts.  Ilis  learning  was 
for  use;  and  his  topics  were  suggested  by 
the  controversies  of  his  age,  which  he  was 
resolved  to  probe  to  their  roots  in  the 
ground  of  history.  .  .  As  a  writer, 

his  passion  for  exactness  (which  made  him 
extremely  sensitive  on  the  subject  of  un¬ 
authorised  publication)  exhibits  itself  in 
his  use  of  materials.  He  lets  his  sources 
tell  their  story  in  their  own  words,  incor¬ 
porating  them  into  his  text  with  clear  but 
sparing  comment.  Few  faults  have  been 
found  with  his  accuracy;  his  conclusions 
have  been  mended  by  further  application 
of  his  own  methods.  His  merits  as  an  in¬ 
vestigator  of  early  Irish  history  are  ac¬ 
knowledged  by  his  countrymen  of  all  par¬ 
ties;  his  contributions  to  the  history  of 
the  creed  and  to  the  treatment  of  the 
Ignatian  problem  are  recognised  by 
modern  scholars  as  of  primary  value  ;  his 
chronology  is  still  the  standard  adopted 
in  editions  of  the  English  Bible. — Gor¬ 
don,  Alexander,  1899,  Dictionary  qj 
National  Biography,  vol.  LVIII,  70. 
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William  Harvey 

1578-1657 

Born  at  Folkestone,  Kent,  April  1,  1578 :  died  at  London,  June  3,  1657.  A  celebrated 
English  physician,  physiologist,  and  anatomist :  the  discoverer  of  the  circulation  of 
the  blood.  He  was  educated  at  Canterbury  and  Cambridge  (Gonville  and  Caius  Col¬ 
lege),  where  he  graduated  in  1597 ;  studied  at  Padua ;  took  the  degree  of  doctor  of 
medicine  at  Cambridge  in  1602;  became  physician  of  St.  Bartholomew’s  Hospital  in 
1609;  was  Lumleian  lecturer  at  the  College  of  Physicians  1615-56;  and  became  physi¬ 
cian  extraordinary  to  James  I.  in  1618.  During  the  civil  war  he  sided  with  the  Roy¬ 
alists,  was  at  the  battle  of  Edgehill,  and  went  to  Oxford  with  the  king.  His  chief 
works  are  “Exercitatio  de  motu  cord.s  et  sanguinis”  (“Essay  on  the  Motion  of  the 
Heart  and  the  Blood,”  1628).  “Exercitationes  de  generatione  animliaum”  (1651). 
—Smith,  Benjamin  E.,  1894-97,  The  Century  Cyclopedia  of  Names,  p.  484. 


PERSONAL 

He  did  delight  to  be  in  the  darke,  and 
told  me  he  could  then  best  contemplate, 
lie  had  a  hause  heretofore  at  Combe,  in 
Surrey,  a  good  aire  and  prospect,  where 
he  had  cave*  made  in  the  earth,  in  which 
in  summer  time  he  delighted  to  meditato. 
— He  was  pretty  well  versed  in  the  Mathe- 
matiques,  and  had  made  himselfe  master 
of  Mr.  Oughtred’s  Clavis  Math,  in  his  old 
age  ;  and  I  have  seen  him  perusing  it,  and 
working  problems,  not  long  before  he 
dyed,  and  that  booke  was  alwayes  in  his 
meditating  apartment.  ...  He  was 
not  tall;  but  of  the  lowest  stature,  round 
faced,  olivaster  complexion;  little  eie, 
round,  very  black,  full  of  spirit;  his  haire 
was  black  as  a  raven,  but  quite  white  20 
yeares  before  he  dyed.  ...  I  have 
heard  him  say,  that  after  his  booke  of  the 
Circulation  of  the  Blood  came-out,  that 
he  fell  mightily  in  his  practize,  and  that 
’twas  beleeved  by  the  vulgar  that  he  was 
crack-brained  ;  and  all  the  physitians  were 
against  his  opinion,  and  envyed  him ;  many 
wrote  against  him,  as  Dr.  Primige,  Para- 
cisanus,  etc.  (vide  Sir  George  Ent’s 
booke).  With  much  adoe  at  last,  in  about 
20  or  30  yeares  time,  it  was  received  in 
all  the  Universities  in  the  world;  and,  as 
Mr.  Hobbe3  saye3  in  his  book  “De  Cor¬ 
pora,”  he  is  the  only  man,  perhaps,  that 
ever  lived  to  see  his  ownc  doctrine  estab¬ 
lished  in  his  life  time.  He  understood 
Greek  and  Latin  pretty  well,  but  was  no 
critique,  and  he  wrote  very  bad  Latin. 

.  .  .  All  his  profession  would  allowe 

him  to  be  an  excellent  anatomist,  but  I 
never  heard  of  any  that  admired  his  thera- 
peutique  way.  I  knew  severall  practisers 
in  London  that  would  not  have  given  3d. 
for  one  of  his  bills ;  ar.d  that  a  man  could 
hardly  tell  by  one  of  his  bills  what  he  did 


aime  at. — Aubrey,  John,  1669-96,  Brief 
Lives,  cd.  Clark,  vol.  I,  pp.  298,  300,  302. 

Dr.  Harvey  was  not  only  an  excellent 
physician;  he  was  also  an  excellent  man: 
his  modesty,  candour,  and  piety,  were 
equal  to  his  knowledge:  the  farther  he 
penetrated  into  the  wonders  of  nature, 
the  more  was  he  inclined  to  venerate  the 
author  of  it. — Granger,  James,  1769- 
1824,  Biographical  History  of  England, 
vol.  ill,  p.  115. 

Twice  in  the  past  thirty  years,  I  have 
visited  the  vault  at  Hempstead,  and  viewed 
the  receptacle  that  holds,  like  an  Egyptian 
mummy-case,  the  remains.  In  1848  the 
leaden  case  was  lying  with  several  others 
— there  are  over  forty  of  them — near  one 
of  the  open  gratings  of  the  vault.  There 
were  many  loose  stones  upon  it,  and  a 
large  hole  in  the  lead,  which  let  in  water. 
In  1859  Drs.  Quain  and  Stewart,  who 
went  to  the  vault  by  request  of  the  fel¬ 
lows  of  the  Royal  College  of  Physicians, 
found  the  remains  in  even  a  worse  state, 
for  the  leaden  case  was  then  almost  full 
of  dirty  water.  In  1868  1  found  the  case 
removed  from  its  previous  position,  and 
lying  apart  in  the  vault,  which  had  been 
repaired.  In  the  case  there  was  still  an 
opening,  but  the  water  had  either  been 
removed  or  had  escaped  by  evaporation. 
I  was  able  to  throw  a  reflected  light  into 
this  opening,  but  I  could  see  no  remains, 
and  I  think  that  there  is  little  left  of  what 
was  once  the  bodily  form  of  our  greatest 
English  anatomist.  I  would  that  what 
there  may  be,  were  safely  placed  in  the 
mausoleum  of  the  illustrious, — the  Abbey 
of  Westminster.  John  Hunter  and  David 
Livingstone  were  nobly  companioned  by 
William  Harvey.— Richardson,  Benjamin 
W.,  1878,  William  Harvey,  The  Gentle¬ 
man's  Magazine ,  vol.  242,  p.  477. 
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WILLIAM  HARVEY 


GENERAL 

Devoting  myself  to  discern  the  use  and 
utility  of  the  movements  of  the  heart  in 
animals,  in  a  great  number  of  vivisections, 
I  found  at  first  the  subject  so  full  of  diffi¬ 
culties  that  I  thought  for  a  long  time, 
with  Fracastor,  that  the  secret  was  known 
to  God  alone.  I  could  distinguish  neither 
in  what  manner  the  systole  and  diastole 
took  place,  nor  at  what  moment  the  dila¬ 
tation  and  constriction  occurred,  owing  to 
the  celerity  of  the  movements  of  the 
heart,  which  in  most  animals  is  executed 
in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye,  or  like  the  flash 
of  lightning.  I  floated  undecided,  with¬ 
out  knowing  on  what  opinion  to  rest. 
Finally,  from  redoubled  care  and  atten¬ 
tion,  by  multiplying  and  varying  my  ex¬ 
periments,  and  by  comparing  the  various 
results,  I  believed  I  had  put  my  finger  on 
the  truth,  and  commenced  unravelling  the 
labyrinth.  I  believed  I  had  seized  the 
correct  idea  of  the  movement  of  the  heart 
and  arteries,  as  well  as  their  true  use. 
From  that  time  I  did  not  cease  to  commun¬ 
icate  my  views  either  to  my  friends,  or 
o  the  public  in  my  academical  course. — 
Iarvey,  WILLIAM,  1628,  Essay  on  the 
lotion  of  the  Heart  and  the  Blood. 

Thus  Harvey  sought  for  truth  in  truth’s  own 
book, 

The  creatures,  which  by  God  Himself  was 
writ  ; 

And  wisely  thought  'twas  fit 
Not  to  read  comm euts  only  upon  it, 

Bat  on  th’  original  itself  to  look. 

Methinks  in  art’s  great  circle  others  stand 
Lock’d  up  together  hand  in  hand, 

Ev’ry  one  leads  as  he  is  led; 

The  same  bore  path  they  tread, 

And  dance,  like  fairies,  a  fantastick  round, 
With  neither  change  of  motion,  nor  their 
ground ; 

Had  Harvey  to  this  road  confin’d  his  wit. 
His  noble  circle  of  the  blood,  Imd  been  un¬ 
trodden  yet 

— Cowley,  Abraham,  1656?  Ode. 

Harvey  is  entitled  to  the  glory  of  hav¬ 
ing  made,  by  reasoning  alone,  without  any 
mixture  of  accident,  a  capital  discovery 
in  one  of  the  most  important  branches  of 
science.  He  had  also  the  happiness  of  es¬ 
tablishing  at  once  his  theory  on  the  most 
solid  and  convincing  proofs  ;  and  posterity 
has  added  little  to  the  arguments  sug¬ 
gested  by  his  industry  and  ingenuity.  His 
treatise  of  the  circulation  of  the  blood  is 
farther  embellished  by  that  warmth  and 


spirit  which  so  naturally  accompany  the 
genius  of  invention. — Hume,  David,  1762, 
The  History  of  England ,  The  Commonwealth . 

It  may  indeed  be  thought  wonderful, 
that  Servetus,  Columbus,  or  Ciesalpin 
should  not  have  more  distinctly  appre¬ 
hended  the  consequences  of  what  they 
maintained,  since  it  seems  difficult  to  con¬ 
ceive  the  lesser  circulation  without  the 
greater;  but  the  defectiveness  of  their 
views  is  not  to  be  alleged  as  a  counter¬ 
balance  to  the  more  steady  sagacity  of 
Harvey.  The  solution  of  their  falling  so 
short  is,  that  they  were  right,  not  indeed 
quite  by  guess,  but  upon  insufficient  proof ; 
and  that  the  consciousness  of  this,  embar¬ 
rassing  their  minds,  prevented  them  from 
deducing  inferences  which  now  appear  ir¬ 
resistible.  In  every  department  of  phi¬ 
losophy,  the  researches  of  the  first  inquir¬ 
ers  have  often  been  arrested  by  similar 
causes.  Harvey  is  the  author  of  a  trea¬ 
tise  on  generation,  wherein  he  maintains 
that  all  animals,  including  men,  are  de¬ 
rived  from  an  egg.  In  this  book  we  first 
find  an  argument  maintained  against  spon¬ 
taneous  generation,  which,  in  the  case  of 
the  lower  animals,  had  been  generally  re¬ 
ceived.  Sprengel  thinks  this  treatise 
prolix,  and  not  equal  to  the  author’s  repu¬ 
tation.  It  was  first  published  in  1651. — 
Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction 
to  the  Literature  of  Europe ,  pt.  in,  ch.  ix, 
par.  18,  19. 

In  truth,  the  great  intellectual  achieve¬ 
ment  of  Harvey  consisted  precisely  in  the 
fact  that  his  discovery  was  made  without 
even  that  degree  of  ocular  verification 
(imperfect  though  it  be)  which  subsequent 
inquiry  has  rendered  possible.  The  diffi¬ 
culty  that  confronted  him,  and  of  which 
his  theory  failed  to  take  account,  was  the 
mode  in  which  the  blood  passed  from  the 
small  arteries  into  the  small  veins.  These 
vessels  he  and  others  could  see  and  recog¬ 
nise  by  dissection  of  a  dead  animal’s  body. 
But  the  union  of  an  artery  and  a  vein  he 
could  never  see.  That  in  some  unex¬ 
plained  manner  the  blood  did  pass  from 
the  final  branching  of  an  artery  to  the 
final  branching  of  a  vein  he  felt  as  scien¬ 
tifically  certain  as  though  his  eye  had  seen 
it ;  but  the  fine  network  of  capillary  tubes 
which  unite  the  two  systems  of  vessels 
was  reserved  for  Malpighi’s  microscope. — 
Bridges,  J.  H.,  1876,  Harvey  and  Vivisec¬ 
tion,  Fortnightly  Review ,  N.  s.,  vol.  20,  p.  15. 
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Harvey  was  the  favoured  friend  of  his 
sovereign,  the  honoured  Nestor  of  his 
profession,  the  pride  of  his  countrymen. 
If  he  lived  now,  and  were  guilty  of  serv¬ 
ing  mankind  to  the  same  extent  and  in  the 
same  way,  so  far  from  any  such  marks  of 
favour  reaching  him,  he  would  find  him¬ 
self  to  bo  a  mark  of  a  different  kind  a 
mark,  I  mean,  for  immeasurable  calumny 
and  scandalous  vituperation ;  and,  though 
his  professional  brethren  would  surely  pay 
him  all  honour,  so  far  from  being  the 
pride  of  his  countrymen,  a  goodly  number 
of  them,  of  all  grades  in  the  social  scale, 
would  be  spending  a  world  of  energy  in 
the  endeavour  to  give  him  the  legal  status 
of  a  burglar. — Huxley,  Thomas  Henry, 
1878,  William  Harvey,  Fortnightly  Re¬ 
view,  N.  s.,  vol.  23,  p.  139. 

From  the  MS.  volume  of  Harvey’s  lec¬ 
tures,  in  the  British  Museum,  which,  after 
having  been  lost  sight  of,  has  been  re¬ 
cently  rediscovered,  he  appears  to  have 
fully  established  his  doctrines  in  1616, 
but  first  promulgated  them  in  his  lectures 
in  1619,  after  reiterated  experiments  and 
long  and  pacient  study.  His  immortal 
“Treatise  on  the  Motion  of  the  Heart  and 
Blood,”  dedicated  to  Charles  I,  was  pub¬ 
lished  at  Frankfort  in  1628,  when  he  had 
attained  his  fiftieth  year,  when  his  repu¬ 
tation  as  a  physician  had  been  long  estab¬ 
lished,  and  when  his  brilliant  discoveries 
were  the  theme  of  discussion  and  admira¬ 
tion  in  all  the  seats  of  learning  through¬ 
out  Europe — not  that  his  doctrine  was  ac¬ 
cepted  without  opposition  and  even  scorn 
and  contempt — for  he  did  not  escape 
the  opprobrium  and  contradictory  treat¬ 
ment  that  has  befallen  most  other  great 


discoverers.  At  first  his  doctrines  were 
denied  and  repudiated,  subsequently  it  was 
affirmed  that  they  contained  nothing  that 
was  not  already  known. — Bennett,  James 
Risdon,  1880,  William  Harvey ,  Leisure 
Hour ,  vol.  29,  p.  710. 

The  modern  controversy  (Dr.  George 
Johnson,  “Harveian  Oration,”  1882; 
Willis,  “William  Harvey,  a  History  of  the 
Discovery  of  the  Circulation  of  the  Blood,” 
1878)  as  to  whether  the  discovery  was 
taken  from  some  previous  author  is  suffi¬ 
ciently  refuted  by  the  opinion  of  the  op¬ 
ponents  of  his  views  in  his  own  time,  who 
agreed  in  denouncing  the  doctrine  as  new; 
by  the  laborious  method  of  gradual  demon¬ 
stration  obvious  in  his  book  and  lectures ; 
and,  lastly,  by  the  complete  absence  of 
lucid  demonstration  of  the  action  of  the 
heart  and  course  of  the  blood  in  Caesal- 
pinus,  Servetus,  and  all  others  who  have 
been  suggested  as  possible  originals  of  the 
discovery.  It  remains  to  this  day  the 
greatest  of  the  discoveries  of  physiology, 
and  its  whole  honour  belongs  to  Harvey. 
— Moore,  Norman,  1891,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography ,  vol.  xxv,  p.  97. 

His  other  celebrated  work,  the  “De 
Generatione,  ”  belongs  to  the  next  period. 
Though  this  work  has  not  the  importance 
of  the  “De  Motu  Cordis,”  it  is  remark¬ 
able  that  the  doctrine  of  “epigenesis” 
expounded  in  it — the  theory  that  the  de¬ 
velopment  of  the  embryo  takes  place  by 
the  successive  addition  of  parts,  not  by 
the  unfolding  of  a  complete  miniature 
present  from  the  first — is  substantially 
that  which  is  now  held.— Whittaker,  T. 
1895,  Social  England ,  ed.  Traill,  vol.  IV. 
p.  83. 


William  Bradford 

1590-1657 

Governor  of  the  Plymouth  Colony,  1621-57.  He  left  in  manuscript  a  “History  of 
Plymouth  Plantation,”  the  leisurely  composition  of  20 years,  which  was  drawn  from  by 
Morton,  Prince,  and  Hutchinson  as  a  basis  for  their  respective  histories,  and  after  be¬ 
ing  lost  for  nearly  a  century  was  found  in  the  library  of  the  Bishop  of  London  in 
1855,  and  published  soon  after.  He  was  the  earliest  American  historian,  and  his 
work  exhibits  judicial  impartiality,  broad  conceptions,  and  a  direct,  vigorous  style. 
— Adams,  Oscar  Fay,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  American  Authors,  p.  35. 

colony,  from  the  formation  of  their  church 
in  1602  to  1647.  It  furnished  the  mate¬ 
rial  for  Morton’s  Memorial,  was  used  by 
Prince  and  Governor  Hutchinson  in  the 
preparation  of  their  histories,  and  depos¬ 
ited,  with  the  collection  of  papers  of  the 


HISTORY  OF  PLYMOUTH  PLANTA¬ 
TION 

Governor  Bradford’s  reputation  as  an 
author  is  decidedly  of  a  posthumous  char¬ 
acter.  He  left  a  MS.  history,  in  a  folio 
volume  of  270  pages,  of  the  Plymouth 
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former,  in  the  library  of  the  Old  South 
Church,  in  Boston.  During  the  desecra¬ 
tion  of  this  edifice  as  a  riding-school  by  the 
British  in  the  Revolutionary  war,  the  MS. 
disappeared.  A  copy  of  a  poriion  closing 
with  the  year  1620,  in  the  handwriting  of 
Nathaniel  .Morton,  was  discovered  by  the 
Rev.  Alexander  Young  in  the  library  of 
the  First  Church,  at  Plymouth,  and  printed 
in  his  “Chronicles  of  the  Pilgrim  Fathers 
of  the  Colony  of  Plymouth, ”  in  1841.  A 
“letterbook,”  in  which  Bradford  pre¬ 
served  copies  of  his  correspondence,  met 
with  a  similar  fate,  a  portion  only  having 
been  rescued  from  a  grocer’s  shop  in  Hal¬ 
ifax,  and  published  in  the  Collections  of 
the  Massachusetts  Historical  Society,  in 
1794,  vol.  iii.  of  the  first  series  of  Collec¬ 
tions,  with  a  fragment  of  a  poem  on  New 
England.  These,  with  two  other  speci¬ 
mens  of  a  few  lines  each,  first  published 
by  the  same  Society  in  1838,  form,  with 
the  exception  of  some  slight  controversial 
pieces,  the  whole  of  his  literary  produc¬ 
tions. — Du yckinck.  Evert  A.  and  George 
L.,  1855-65-75,  Cyclopedia  of  American 
Literature,  ed.  Simons,  vol.  I,  p.  35. 

William  Bradford,  of  the  Mayflower 
nd  Plymouth  Rock,  deserves  the  pre¬ 
eminence  of  being  called  the  father  of 
American  history.  We  pay  to  him  also 
that  homage  which  we  tender  to  those  au¬ 
thors  who  even  by  their  writings  give  to 
us  the  impression  that,  admirable  as  they 
maybe  in  authorship,  behind  their  author¬ 
ship  is  something  still  more  admirable — 
their  own  manliness.  .  .  Governor 

Bradford  wrote  of  events  that  had  passed 
under  his  own  eye,  and  that  had  been 
shaped  by  his  own  hand  ;  and  he  had  every 
qualification  of  a  trustworthy  narrator. 
His  mind  was  placid,  grave,  well-poised; 
he  was  a  student  of  many  books  and  of 
many  languages  ;  and  being  thus  developed 


both  by  letters  and  by  experience,  he  was 
able  to  tell  well  the  truth  of  history  as  it 
had  unfolded  itself  during  his  own  strenu¬ 
ous  and  benignant  career.  His  history  is 
an  orderly,  lucid,  and  most  instructive 
work  ;  it  contains  many  tokens  of  its  au¬ 
thor’s  appreciation  of  the  nature  and  re¬ 
quirements  of  historical  writing;  and 
though  so  recently  published  in  a  perfect 
form,  it  must  henceforward  take  its  true 
place  at  the  head  of  American  historical 
literature,  and  win  for  its  author  the  pa¬ 
tristic  dignity  that  we  have  ascribed  to 
him.— Tyler,  Moses  Coit,  1878,  A  His¬ 
tory  of  American  Literature ,  1007-1676, 
vol.  !,  pp.  116,  118. 

Though  not  enjoying  special  educational 
advantages  in  early  life,  Bradford  pos¬ 
sessed  more  literary  culture  than  was  com¬ 
mon  among  those  of  similar  occupation  to 
himself.  He  had  some  knowledge  of  Latin 
and  Greek,  and  knew  sufficient  Hebrew  to 
enable  him  to  “see  with  his  own  eyes  the 
ancient  oracles  of  God  in  their  native 
beauty.”  He  was  also  well  read  in  his¬ 
tory  and  philosophy,  and  an  adept  in  the 
theological  discussion  peculiar  to  the 
time.  He  employed  much  of  his  leisure 
in  literary  composition. — Henderson,  T. 
F.,  1886,  Dictionary  of  National  Biog¬ 
raphy,  vol.  vi,  p.  163. 

Bradford  was  a  forerunner  of  literature, 
not  a  historian.  lie  stands  not  as  an 
early  Palfrey  or  Bancroft,  but  ranks  with 
the  useful  company  of  annalists,  diarists, 
and  autobiographers,  few  of  whom  have 
equalled  him  in  strength  of  character  and 
fidelity  of  purpose.  He  was  the  first  Pil¬ 
grim  writer  in  America,  the  first  recorder 
of  doings  in  New  England,  and  a  story¬ 
teller  of  considerable  power,  as  well  as  of 
absolute  truthfulness  in  matters  of  fact. 
—Richardson,  Charles  F.,  1887,  Amer- 
ican  Literature ,  1607-1885,  vol.  I,  p.  75. 


John  Cleveland 

1613-1658 

A  native  of  Loughborough, Leicestershire,  was  educated  at  Christ’s  College,  and  St. 
John’s  College,  Cambridge.  He  had  the  honour  of  being  the  first  poetical  champion  of 
the  royal  cause,  and  suffered  imprisonment  when  the  opposition  prevailed.  He  was  for 
some  time  a  tutor  at  St.  John’s  College,  and  subsequently  lived  in  chambers  at 
Gray’s  Inn,  where  he  died  in  1659.  “The  King’s  Disguise,”  1646,  4to.  “A  London 
Diurnal-maker,”  &c.,  1647,  '54,  4to.  “The  Rustic  Rampant,”  1658,  8vo.  “Poems, 
Orations,  and  Epistles,”  1660,  12mo.  “Petition  to  the  Lord  Protector  for  the  Scots 
Rebel;  a  satirical  Poem.”  “Works,”  1687,  8vo.— Allibone,  S.  Austin,  1854-58, 
Dictionary  of  English.  Literature,  vol.  I,  p.  394. 
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PERSONAL 

He  was  a  fellow  of  St.  John’s  Colledge 
in  Cambridge,  where  he  was  more  taken 
notice  of  for  his  being  an  eminent  dispu¬ 
tant,  than  a  good  poet.  Being  turned  out 
of  his  fellowship  for  a  malignant  he  came 
to  Oxford,  where  the  king’s  army  was, 
and  was  much  caressed  by  them.  He  went 
thence  to  the  garrison  at  Newark  upon 
Trent,  where  upon  some  occasion  of  draw¬ 
ing  of  articles,  or  some  writing,  he  would 
needs  add  a  short  conclusion,  viz.  "and 
hereunto  we  annex  our  lives,  as  a  labell  to 
our  trust.  ’  ’  After  the  king  was  beaten  out 
of  the  field,  he  came  to  London,  and  retired 
in  Grayes  Inne.  lie,  and  Sam.  Butler,  &c. 
of  Grayes  Inne,  had  a  clubl}  every  night. 
He  was  a  comely  plump  man,  good  curled 
haire,  darke  browne.  Dyed  of  the  scurvy, 
and  lies  buried  in  St.  Andrew’s  church,  in 
Ilolborne,  anno  Domini  165.  . — Aubrey, 
John,  1669-96,  Brief  Lives,  cd.  Clark,  vol. 
i,  p.  174. 

In  the  character  of  Cleveland  there  is 
much  to  admire.  He  was  steadfast  in  his 
principles  when  such  men  as  Waller 
cringed  and  vacillated ;  he  entered  into 
the  thick  of  the  conflict  with  arm  and  pen 
while  Cowley  and  Davenant  fled  to  the 
French  court,  serving  the  cause  far  away 
from  the  actual  scenes  of  struggle  and 
distress.— Scollard,  Clinton,  1893,  A 
Forgotten  Poet,  The  Dial,  vol.  14,  p.  270. 

GENERAL 

Admired  Cleveland. — Daniel,  George, 
1647,  A  Vindication  of  Poesy. 

He  was  justly  esteemed  a  man  of  wit ; 
but  his  writings  abound  with  strained  and 
far-fetched  metaphors,  which  is  a  fault 
objected  to  Butler  himself.  That  great 
poet  has  condescended  to  imitate,  or  copy 
Cleveland,  in  more  instances  than  occurred 
to  Dr  Grey  in  his  notes  upon  "Hudibras.” 
—Granger,  James,  1769-1824,  Biograph¬ 
ical  History  of  England ,  vol,  iii,  p.  127. 

Of  all  the  cavalier  poets,  the  one  who 
did  his  cause  the  heartiest  and  stoutest 
service,  and  who,  notwithstanding  much 
carelessness  or  ruggedness  of  execution, 
possessed  perhaps,  even  considered  simply 
as  a  poet,  the  richest  and  most  various 
faculty  was  John  Cleveland,  the  most  pop¬ 
ular  verse-writer  of  his  own  day,  the  most 
neglected  of  all  his  contemporaries  ever 
since.  Among  the  one  hundred  and  sixty- 
one  poets,  from  Robert  of  Gloucester  to 


Sir  Francis  Fane,  whose  choicest  relics 
furnish  out  Ellis’s  three  volumes  of  Speci¬ 
mens,  the  name  of  Cleveland  does  not  oc¬ 
cur.  Nor  is  his  poetry  included  either  in 
Anderson’s  or  in  Chalmers’s  collection. 
Yet  for  nearly  twenty  years  he  was  held 
to  be  the  greatest  among  living  English 
poets.  .  .  .  Cleveland  is  commonly 

regarded  as  a  mere  dealer  in  satire  and 
invective,  and  as  having  no  higher  quali¬ 
ties  than  a  somewhat  rude  force  and  vehe¬ 
mence.  His  prevailing  fault  is  a  strain¬ 
ing  after  vigor  and  concentration  of  ex¬ 
pression  ;  and  few  of  his  pieces  are  free 
from  a  good  deal  of  obscurity,  harshness, 
or  other  disfigurement,  occasioned  by  this 
habit  or  tendency  working  in  association 
with  an  alert,  ingenious,  and  fertile 
fancy,  a  neglect  of  and  apparently  a  con¬ 
tempt  for  neatness  of  finish,  and  the  turn 
for  quaintness  and  quibbling  characteris¬ 
tic  of  the  school  to  which  he  belongs — for 
Cleveland  must  be  considered  as  essen¬ 
tially  one  of  the  old  wit  poets.  Most  of 
his  poems  seem  to  have  been  thrown  off  in 
haste,  and  never  to  have  been  afterwards 
corrected  or  revised.  There  are,  how¬ 
ever,  among  them  some  that  are  not  with¬ 
out  vivacity  and  sprightliness  ;  and  others 
of  his  more  solemn  verses  have  all  the 
dignity  that  might  be  expected  from  his 
prose  letter  to  Cromwell. — Craik,  George 
L. ,  1861,  A  Compendious  History  of  Eng¬ 
lish  Literature  and.  of  the  English  Language, 
vol.  ii,  pp.  33,  35. 

A  boisterous,  turbulent  royalist. — 
Arnold,  Thomas,  1868-75,  Chaucer  to 
Wordsworth,  p.  204. 

The  Cavalier  Poet.  A  name  given  to 
John  Cleveland,  atone  time  a  favorite  and 
successful  English  poet,  but  now  almost 
forgotten. — Frey,  Albert  R.,  1888,  So¬ 
briquets  and  Nicknames,  p.  60. 

Though  the  perusal  of  Cleveland’s  work 
is  likely  to  afford  but  little  pleasure,  there 
are  reasons  why  he  should  not  fall  into 
utter  oblivion.  He  was  one  of  those  men 
in  whom  lay  the  possibilities  of  more  than 
ordinary,  if  not  of  great,  achievement. 
The  spirit  of  the  age  into  which  he  was 
born  was  adverse  to  the  development  of 
his  finest  powers.  He  saw  dimly, — never 
clearly, — that  the  poetic  tide  was  setting 
toward  wrong  channels,  yet  he  had  not  thw 
force  to  stem  it.  Had  kindlier  influences 
been  brought  to  bear  upon  his  life,  had 
peace  instead  of  turmoil  surrounded  him 
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in  his  mature  years,  he  might  have  made 
a  strong  resistance  to  the  growing  flood, 
though  he  never  could  more  than  slightly 
have  diverted  it,  so  irresistible  was  its 
impetus.  .  .  .  Cleveland  was  prob¬ 

ably  the  first  English  poet  to  make  delib¬ 
erate  use  of  the  dactyl  and  anapest, — that 
is,  if  we  do  not  take  into  account  the  pre- 
Chaucerian  rhymesters.  Here  was  his  op¬ 
portunity  of  winning  for  himself  a  per¬ 
manent  place  in  literature;  and  had  he 
not  been  turned  aside  by  force  of  circum¬ 
stances,  those  ear-catching  measures  that 
have  so  delighted  latter-day  readers  and 
poets  might  have  been  given  to  the  lan¬ 
guage  more  than  a  century  earlier.  In 
some  of  Cleveland’s  political  pieces  is 
heard  the  trip  of  the  anapest,  and  also  in 
a  rollicking  poem  reminiscent  of  the  poet’s 
early  Cambridge  days.  In  a  fantastic, 
impetuous  lyric,  “Mark  Antony,”  the 
dactyls  go  madly  chasing  one  another. 
In  form  this  is  the  precise  counterpart  of 
Scott’s  famous  song  in  the  “Lady  of  the 
Lake,” — 


“Row,  vassals,  row  for  the  pride  of  the  high¬ 
lands.’’ 

May  it  not  be  possible  that  Scott,  poring 
over  an  unearthed  copy  of  Cleveland’s 
poems  (almost  as  little  known  in  Scott’s 
time  as  now),  came  upon  and  was  fasci¬ 
nated  by  the  stanza  in  which  the  whimsical 
poem  is  cast,  and  adopted  it  for  his  own 
uses  ? — Scollakd,  CLINTON,  1893,  A  For¬ 
gotten  Poet,  The  Dial,  vol.  14,  pp.  268, 
269. 

Besides  his  numerous  satires,  Cleveland 
wrote  several  fulsome  panegyrics  on 
Prince  Rupert,  Laud,  and  other  leaders  of 
the  royalist  party.  More  notable  than 
these  are  his  non-political  verses. 
Though  disfigured  often  by  extravagant 
conceits,  and  not  unfrequently  by  gross¬ 
ness,  they  are  melodious  and  polished  effu¬ 
sions,  comparatively  free  from  the  care¬ 
less  disregard  of  metre  and  rhyme  that 
spoils  much  of  the  work  of  Cartwright, 
Suckling,  and  other  Caroline  poets.  -Mas- 
terman,  J.  Howard  B.,  1897,  The  Age  of 
Milton ,  p.  140. 


Richard  Lovelace 

1618-1658 


Richard  Lovelace  was  born  in  Woolwich,  Kent,  England,  in  1618.  He  was  graduated 
at  Oxford  in  1636,  and  went  to  court.  Anthony  Wood  praises  him  extravagantly  for 
beauty  and  amiability.  He  entered  the  royal  service,  and  rose  to  the  rank  of  colonel. 
For  delivering  to  the  Long  Parliament  a  petition  for  the  restoration  of  the  king  he 
was  thrown  into  prison  until  he  could  procure  heavy  bail.  He  entered  the  French 
service  in  1646,  and  was  wounded  at  the  siege  of  Dunkirk.  He  died  in  1658,  in  ex¬ 
treme  poverty,  having  spent  a  fortune  in  the  royalist  cause.  He  published  “The 


Scholar, ”  a  comedy;  “The  Soldier,”  a  t 
volumes  of  lyrics  addressed  to  Lucasta.— 
Authors,  p.  159. 

PERSONAL 

He  was  an  extraordinary  handsome 
man,  but  prowd. — Aubrey,  John,  1669- 
96,  Brief  Lives,  ed.  Clark ,  vol.  II,  p.  37. 

Being  then  accounted  the  most  amiable 
and  beautiful  person  that  ever  eye  beheld, 
a  person  also  of  innate  modesty,  virtue 
and  courtly  deportment,  which  made  him 
then,  but  especially  after,  when  he  retired 
to  the  great  city,  much  admired  and  adored 
by  the  female  sex.  In  1636,  when  the 
King  and  Queen  were  for  some  days  en¬ 
tertained  at  Oxon,  he  was,  at  the  request 
of  a  great  Lady  belonging  to  the  Queen, 
made  to  the  Archb.  of  Cant,  then  Chan¬ 
cellor  of  the  University,  actually  created, 
among  other  persons  of  quality,  Master  of 


ragedy  (both  of  which  are  lost) ;  and  two 
-Johnson  Rossiter,  1875,  Little  Classics. 

Arts,  tho’  but  of  two  years  standing ;  at 
which  time  his  conversation  being  made 
public,  and  consequently  his  ingenuity  and 
generous  soul  discovered,  he  became  as 
much  admired  by  the  male,  as  before  by  the 
female,  sex.  ...  He  died  in  a  very 
mean  lodging  in  Gun-powder  Alley  near 
Shoe-lane,  and  was  buried  at  the  West-end 
of  the  Church  of  S.  Bride  alias  Bridget  in 
London,  near  to  the  body  of  his  kinsman 
Will.  Lovelace  of  Greys-Inn  Esq ;  in  six¬ 
teen  hundred  fifty  and  eight,  having  be¬ 
fore  been  accounted  by  all  those  that  well 
knew  him,  to  have  been  a  person  well 
vers’d  in  the  Greek  and  Lat.  poets,  in 
music  whether  practical  or  theoretical,  in¬ 
strumental  or  vocal,  and  in  other  things 
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befitting  a  gentleman. — Wood,  Anthony, 
1691  1721,  Athenai  Oxonicnscs,  vol.  n,  j}\ 
228,  229. 

The  most  notable  instance  of  incon¬ 
stancy  related  in  the  “loves  of  the  poets” 
is  that  of  Lucy  Saeheverell,  to  whom  Col. 
Lovelace,  the  Philip  Sidney  of  Charles  I’s 
court,  was  warmly  attached.  lie  cele¬ 
brated  her  accomplishments  in  some  ex¬ 
quisite  poetry  ;  but,  on  his  being  taken 
prisoner  in  one  of  the  wars  of  the  time, 
and  reported  to  be  dead,  she  hastily  mar¬ 
ried  another.  He  soon  returned  to  his 
native  land,  imprecated  divers  anathemas 
on  the  sex,  and  declined  into  a  vagabond, 
— dying  perhaps  of  a  malady,  common 
enough  in  dark  ages,  but  now  happily  ban¬ 
ished  from  genteel  society,  a  broken  heart. 
—Whipple,  Edwin  P.,  1847-71,  Authors 
in  their  Relation  to  Life,  Literature  and 
Life ,  p.  32. 

Aubrey  says  that  Lovelace's  death  took 
place  in  a  cellar  in  Long  Acre,  and  adds; 
“Mr.  Edm.  Wylde,  etc.,  had  made  a  col¬ 
lection  for  him  and  given  him  money.” 
But  Aubrey’s  authority  is  not  valued 
against  Wood’s.  He  is  to  be  read  like  a 
proper  gossip,  whose  accounts  we  may 
pretty  safely  reject  or  believe  as  it  suits 
other  testimony.— Hunt,  Leigh,  1848, 
The  Town,  ck.  iii,  note. 

Faults  and  virtues,  Richard  Lovelace, 
as  a  man  and  as  a  writer,  may  be  taken  as 
an  impersonation  of  the  cavalier  of  the 
civil  wars,  with  much  to  charm  the  reader, 
and  still  more  to  captivate  the  fair. — 
M  it  ford,  Mary  Russell,  1851,  Recollec¬ 
tions  of  A  Literary  Life,  p.  295. 

Lucy  Saeheverell  married  another,  on  a 
false  report  that  Richard  Lovelace  had 
fallen  in  foreign  war,  and  he  was  twice 
for  years  in  prison,  and  died  miserably  at 
forty;  but  somehow  we  cannot  think  that 
the  bright  essence  of  the  most  ideal  of 
English  knights,  after  Sir  Philip  Sidney, 
was  permanently  subdued  by  adverse  fate. 
Who  shall  say  that  the  mystical  reunion 
foreshadowed  in  that  last  stanza  may  not 
actually  have  taken  place  far  outside  of 
these  mundane  conditions,  which  the  poet 
invariably  treated  with  a  kind  of  angelic 
scorn? — Preston,  Harriet  W.,  1879, 
The  Latest  Songs  of  Chivalry ,  Atlantic 
Monthly,  vol.  43,  p.  21. 

There  is  no  reason  to  suppose  that 
Richard  Lovelace,  the  poet  of  Bethersden, 
was  ever  married.  He  played  an  active 


part  in  the  stormy  drama  of  the  great 
English  Rebellion,  his  natural  extrava¬ 
gance  and  unswerving  loyalty,  at  a  period 
when  loyalty  was  more  expensive  than  any 
extravagance,  must  have  brought  him  at 
an  early  period  into  serious  pecuniary 
difficulties,  and  for  a  part  of  his  brief 
career  he  was  probably,  like  his  father,  a 
soldier  of  fortune.  When  not  actually  in 
military  service  he  was  either  plotting  or 
in  prison,  and  his  romantic  life  closed  in 
obscurity  and  wretchedness.  In  the  short 
period  of  his  Court  life  he  was  apparently 
a  great  favourite  with  women;  we  have 
the  assurance  of  Wood  that  he  was  the 
handsomest  man  of  his  time ;  and  to  the 
exterior  graces  of  his  person  were  united 
a  cultivated  and  brilliant  mind,  a  refined 
courtesy  of  manner,  and  a  disposition  at 
once  gentle  and  heroic.  Lucasta  and  Al¬ 
thea  are  the  subjects  of  his  amorous 
verses ;  a  third,  Amarantha,  seems  to 
have  been  another  name  for  Lucasta,  to 
whom  we  may  conclude,  from  the  evidence 
of  the  poems  themselves,  that  he  was 
actually  betrothed.  The  seeds  of  future 
domestic  happiness  were  therefore  sown, 
and  in  a  happier  time  might  have  borne 
rich  fruit  to  the  unhappy  poet.  As  it  is, 
there  is  no  evidence  forthcoming  to  con¬ 
tradict  the  story  preserved  by  Wood,  and 
which  has  been  already  referred  to,  except 
the  fact  that  the  posthumous  poems  of 
Richard  Lovelace  contain  no  reference  to 
Lucasta’s  broken  troth. — Waite,  Arthur 
E.,  1884,  Richard  Lovelace ,  Gentleman's 
Magazine,  vol.  257,  p.  474. 

Lovelace  was  buried  in  St.  Bride's 
Church,  Fleet  Street,  “at  the  west  end  of 
the  church;”  but  the  building  was  de¬ 
stroyed  in  the  Great  Fire  of  1666.  The 
present  St.  Bride’s  was  built  by  Wren, 
and  contains  no  memorial  to  the  poet. — 
Hutton,  Laurence,  1885,  Literary  Land¬ 
marks  of  London,  p.  199. 

GENERAL 

“Lucasta:”  Epodes,  Odes,  Sonnets, 
Songs,  &c.  Lond.  1649,  Oct.  The  reason 
why  he  gave  that  title  was,  because,  some 
time  before,  he  had  made  his  amours  to  a 
gentlewoman  of  great  beauty  and  fortune 
named  Lucy  Sacheverel,  whom  he  usually 
called  Lux  casta;  but  she  upon  a  strong 
report  that  Lovelace  was  dead  of  his 
wound  received  at  Dunkirk,  soon  after 
married.— Wood,  Anthony,  1691-1721, 
Athenai  Oxonienses,  vol.  ii 228. 
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His  pieces,  which  are  light  and  easy, 
had  been  models  in  their  way  were  their 
simplicity  but  equal  to  their  spirit :  they 
were  the  offerings  of  gallantry  and  amuse¬ 
ment,  and,  as  such,  are  not  to  be  reduced 
to  the  test  of  serious  criticism. — Head- 
ley,  Henry,  1787,  Select  Beauties  of  An¬ 
cient  English  Poetry,  vol .  i,  pp  lvi,  Ivii. 

Lovelace  is  chiefly  known  by  a  single 
song:  his  other  poetry  is  much  inferior; 
and  indeed  it  may  be  generally  remarked, 
that  the  flowers  of  our  early  verse,  both 
in  the  Elizabethan  and  the  subsequent  age, 
have  been  well  culled  by  good  taste  and  a 
friendly  spirit  of  selection.  We  must  not 
judge  of  them  very  favorably,  by  the  ex¬ 
tracts  of  Headley  or  Ellis. — Hallam, 
Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction  to  the  Lit¬ 
erature  of  Europe,  pt.  iii,  ch.  v,  par.  56. 

It  was  worth  while,  perhaps,  to  reprint 
Lovelace,  if  only  to  show  what  dull  verses 
may  be  written  by  a  man  who  has  made 
one  lucky  hit.  ...  He  is  to  be 
classed  with  the  lucky  authors  who,  with¬ 
out  great  powers,  have  written  one  or  two 
pieces  so  facile  in  thought  and  fortunate 
in  phrase  as  to  be  carried  lightly  in  the 
memory,  poems  in  which  analysis  finds  lit¬ 
tle,  but  which  are  charming  in  their  frail 
completeness. — Lowell,  James  Russell, 
1858-64-90,  Library  of  Old  Authors, 
Prose  Works,  Riverside  ed.,  vol.  i,  pp.  254, 
302. 

We  see  the  gallant  cavalier  in  the 
happy  moods  when  he  was  true  to  his 
natural  feelings,  and  wrote  as  men  with 
any  power  at  all  always  write  when  un¬ 
fettered  by  a  system,  unprejudiced  by  a 
theory.  In  prison  his  poetry  was  freer 
than  when  he  himself  was  at  liberty.  The 
fetters  on  his  body  seemed  not  only  not  to 
chain  his  mind,  but  to  leave  it  more  elastic 
and  buoyant  to  roam  in  the  fairy-land  of 
love  and  poetry.  What  would  have  over¬ 
come  less  self-reliant  and  heroic  men,  and 
bound  them  down  until  they  became  equal 
to  the  degrading  circumstances  which 
oppressed  them,  only  raised  the  poet  and 
made  him  what  men,  strong  and  heroic 
men  always  are,  superior  to  those  circum¬ 
stances — their  lord  and  master.  .  .  . 

When  in  the  stone  walls  of  his  cell  he 
lifts  up  his  voice  and  sings  in  honour  of 
love,  of  constancy,  of  loyalty  and  truth, 
he  strikes  a  chord  so  true,  so  national  and 
so  universal,  that  we  cheerfully  lend  him 
our  ear  ;  willingly  give  ourselves  up  to  the 


delight  of  his  verse ;  and  yield  him  our 
warmest  praise.  A  more  generous,  chiv¬ 
alrous,  and  noble-hearted  man  than  Rich¬ 
ard  Lovelace  never  made  a  prison  famous, 
or  glorified  a  dungeon  by  the  power  of 
song.— Langford,  John  Alfred,  1861, 
Prison  Books  and  Their  Authors,  pp. 
212,  213. 

Party  feeling  did  not  blind  Wither  or 
Marvell  to  the  genius  of  Lovelace.  A 
living  poet  had  the  living  fellowship  of 
his  competitors,  a  dead  poet  their  praise. 
— Morley,  Henry,  1868,  ed.,  The  King 
and  the  Commons,  Introduction,  p.  vii. 

It  may  safely  be  said  that  of  all  the 
Royalist  lyrists  Lovelace  has  been  over¬ 
estimated  the  most,  as  Carew  has  been 
the  most  neglected.  The  reason  of  this 
is  not  hard  to  find.  Carew  was  a  poet  of 
great  art  and  study,  whose  pieces  reach  a 
high  but  comparatively  uniform  standard, 
while  Lovelace  was  an  improvisatore  who 
wrote  two  of  the  best  songs  in  the 
language  by  accident,  and  whose  other 
work  is  of  much  inferior  quality.  A  more 
slovenly  poet  than  Lovelace  it  would  be 
difficult  to  find ;  his  verses  have  reached 
us  in  the  condition  of  unrevised  proofs 
sent  out  by  a  careless  compositor  ;  but  it 
is  plain  that  not  to  the  printer  only  is  due 
the  lax  and  irregular  form  of  the  poems. 
It  did  not  always  occur  to  Lovelace  to 
find  a  rhyme,  or  to  persist  in  a  measure, 
and  his  ear  seems  to  have  been  singularly 
defective.  To  these  technical  faults  he 
added  a  radical  tastelessness  of  fancy,  and 
an  excess  of  the  tendency  of  all  his  con¬ 
temporaries  to  dwell  on  the  surroundings 
of  a  subject  rather  than  on  the  subject 
itself.  .  .  .  There  are  high  qualities 

in  the  verses  of  Lovelace,  though  he  rarely 
allows  us  to  see  them  unalloyed.  His 
language  has  an  heroic  ring  about  it;  he 
employs  fine  epithets  and  gallant  phrases, 
two  at  least  of  which  have  secured  the 
popular  ear,  and  become  part  of  our  com¬ 
mon  speech.  “Going  to  the  Wars,”  his 
best  poem,  contains  no  line  or  part  of  a 
line  that  could  by  any  possibility  be  im¬ 
proved;  “To  Althea”  is  less  perfect,  but 
belongs  to  a  higher  order  of  poetry.  The 
first  and  fourth  stanzas  of  this  exquisite 
lyric  would  do  honour  to  the  most  illus¬ 
trious  name,  and  form  one  of  the  treasures 
of  our  literature.— Gosse,  Edmund,  1880, 
English  Poets,  ed.  Ward,  vol.  n,  pp.  181, 
182. 
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It  is  not  quite  true  that  Lovelace  left 
nothing  worth  reading  but  the  two  im¬ 
mortal  songs,  “To  Lucasta  on  going  to 
the  Wars"  and  “To  Althea  from  Prison;’’ 
and  it  is  only  fair  to  say  that  the  corrupt 
condition  of  his  text  is  evidently  due,  at 
least  in  part,  to  incompetent  printing  and 
the  absence  of  revision.  “The  Grass¬ 
hopper"  is  almost  worthy  of  the  two  bet¬ 
ter-known  pieces,  and  there  are  others 
not  far  below  it.  Hut  on  the  whole  any 
one  who  knows  those  two  (and  who  does 
not?)  may  neglect  Lovelace  with  safety. 
— Saintsbuky,  George.  1887,  History  of 
Elizabethan  Literature,  p.  375. 

Whether  we  think  of  Lovelace  as  the 
spoiled  darling  of  a  voluptuous  court,  or 
as  dying  of  want  in  a  cellar;  whether  we 
picture  him  as  sighing  at  the  feet  of 
beauty,  or  as  fighting  stoutly  for  his 
country  and  his  king;  whether  he  is  win¬ 
ning  all  hearts  by  the  resistless  charms  of 
voice  and  presence,  or  returning  broken 
from  battle  to  sutler  the  bitterness  of 
poverty  and  desertion,  we  know  that  in 
his  two  famous  lyrics  we  possess  the  real 
and  perfect  fruit,  the  golden  harvest,  of 
that  troubled  and  many-sided  existence. 
— Reim-lier,  Agnes,  1891,  English  Love- 
Songs,  Points  of  View,  p.  41. 

As  a  poet  Lovelace  is  known  almost  ex¬ 
clusively  by  his  beat  lyrics.  Popularly  his 
name  is  more  familiar  than  those  of  his 
contemporaries,  Carew,  Suckling,  Ran¬ 
dolph,  and  Waller,  who  are  at  most  points 
his  superiors.  This  is  due  partially,  no 
doubt,  to  the  fact  that  his  poems  not  be¬ 
ing  very  accessible  except  in  anthologies, 
few  have  courted  disappointment  by  pe¬ 
rusing  his  minor  pieces.  .  .  .  Whether 
Lovelace  is  a  mere  reckless  improvisatore, 
or  the  most  fastidious  of  the  concettists, 
may  be  open  to  argument,  but  it  is  toler¬ 
ably  certain  that  to  the  majority  of  readers 


his  minor  lyrics  will  remain  as  poetry 
unintelligible.  If  none  of  his  song-writ¬ 
ing  contemporaries,  with  the  possible  ex¬ 
ception  of  Wither,  could  have  surpassed 
the  exquisite  “Tell  me  not  (sweet)  I  am 
unkind,”  few  could  have  written  short 
pieces  so  inelegant  or  so  vapid  as  some  of 
the  “Posthume  Poems."  On  a  surer 
foundation  than  the  permanence  of  his 
poetry  rests  the  chivalrous  repute  in 
which  his  life  has  been  held.  The  Adonis 
of  the  court,  “the  handsomest  man  of  his 
time,”  he  rejected  a  courtier’s  career  for 
the  profession  of  arms,  and  his  heroism, 
rather  than  his  rhyme,  challenged  the  oft- 
quoted  comparison  with  Sir  Philip  Sidney. 

-Seccombe,  Thomas,  1893,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography,  vol.  xxxiv,  p.  171. 

True  love's  owu  talisman,  which  here 
Shakespeare  and  Sidney  failed  to  teach, 

A  st eel -and -velvet  Cavalier 
Gave  to  our  Saxon  speech  ; 

Chief  miracle  of  theme  and  touch 
That  upstart  enviers  adore  : 

T  could  not  lore  thee,  dear,  $o  much, 

Loved  I  not  Jionour  more. 

'Twns  virtue's  breath  inflamed  your  lyre, 
Heroic  from  the  heart  it  ran  ; 

Nor  for  the  shedding  of  such  fire 
Lives  since  a  manlier  man. 

And  till  your  strophe  sweet  and  bold 
So  lovely  aye,  so  lonely  long, 

Love’s  self  outdo,  dear  Lovelace!  hold 
The  pinnacles  of  song. 

— Guiney,  Louise  Imogen,  1893,  A  Road¬ 
side  Harp,  pp.  39,  40. 

Much  of  Lovelace’s  verse  is  almost  hope¬ 
lessly  obscure,  but  it  is  hard  to  say 
whether  this  obscurity  is  due  to  over¬ 
elaboration,  or  to  want  of  care.  The 
earlier  editions  abound  in  printer’s  errors, 
which  it  is  now  impossible  to  correct. 
— Masterman,  J.  Howard  B.,  1897,  The 
Age  of  Milton,  p.  98. 


Sir  Thomas  Urquhart 

1611-1660 

Sir  Thomas  Urquhart,  of  Cromarty  (c.  1605-60),  eldest  son  of  Sir  Thomas  Urquhart, 
studied  at  king’s  College,  Aberdeen,  and  travelled  in  France,  Spain,  and  Italy.  On 
his  return  he  took  up  arms  against  the  Covenanting  party  in  the  north,  but  was 
worsted  and  forced  to  fly  to  England.  Becoming  attached  to  the  court,  he  was  knighted 
inl641.  The  same  year  he  published  his  “Epigrams  Divine  and  Moral."  .  On  succeeding 
his  father  he  went  abroad.  At  Cromarty,  though  much  troubled  by  his  creditors,  he 
produced  his  “Trissotetras ora  most  exquisite  Table  for  resolving  Triangles,  &c. 
(1645).  In  1649  his  library  was  seized  and  sold.  He  again  took  up  arms  in  the  royal  cause, 
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and  was  present  at  Worcester,  where  he  lost  most  of  his  MSS.  At  London,  through 
Cromwell’s  influence,  he  was  allowed  considerable  liberty,  and  in  1032  published  “The 
Pedigree”  and  “The  Jewel.”  The  first  was  an  exact  account  of  the  Urquhart  family, 
in  which  they  were  traced  back  to  Adam ;  the  second  is  chiefly  a  panegyric  on  the 
Scots  nation.  In  1653  he  issued  his  “Introduction  to  the  Universal  Language” 
and  the  first  two  books  of  that  English  classic,  his  version  of  “Rabelais. “  The 
third  was  not  issued  till  after  his  death,  which  is  said  to  have  occurred  abroad,  in  a  fit 
of  mirth  on  hearing  of  the  Restoration.  His  learning  was  vast,  his  scholarship  de¬ 
fective.  Crazy  with  conceit,  he  yet  evinces  a  true  appreciation  of  all  that  is  noble, 
and  has  many  phrases  of  quaint  felicity,  many  passages  of  great  power.  See  his  "Works” 
in  the  Maitland  Club  series  (1834). — Patrick  and  Gkoome,  cd.,  1897,  Chambers's 
Biographical  Dictionary,  p.  932. 


PERSONAL 

It  is  impossible  to  mistake  the  small 
dark  profile  which  he  has  left  us,  small 
and  dark  though  it  be,  for  the  profile  of 
any  mind  except  his  own.  .  .  .  His 

ingenious  but  unfortunate  work,  “The 
Universal  Language.  ”  .  .  .  Laborious 
as  this  work  must  have  proved,  it  was 
only  one  of  a  hundred  great  works  com¬ 
pleted  by  Sir  Thomas  before  he  had  at¬ 
tained  his  thirty-eight  year,  and  all  in  a 
style  so  exquisitely  original,  that  neither 
in  subject  nor  manner  had  he  been  an¬ 
ticipated  in  so  much  as  one  of  them.  He 
had  designed,  and  in  part  digested,  four 
hundred  more.  A  complete  list  of  these, 
with  such  a  description  of  each  as  I  have 
here  attempted  of  his  Universal  Language, 
would  be,  perhaps,  one  of  the  greatest 
literary  curiosities  ever  exhibited  to  the 
world  ;  but  so  unfortunate  was  he,  as  an 
author,  that  the  very  names  of  the  greater 
number  of  the  works  he  finished  have  died 
with  himself,  while  the  names  of  his  pro¬ 
jected  ones  were,  probably,  never  known 
to  any  one  else.  .  .  .  When  we  look 

at  his  literary  character  in  one  of  its 
phases,  and  see  how  unconsciously  he  lays 
himself  open  to  ridicule,  we  wonder  how 
a  writer  of  such  general  ingenuity  should 
be  so  totally  devoid  of  that  sense  of  the 
incongruous  which  constitutes  the  per¬ 
ception  of  wit.  .  .  .  And  his  moral 

character  seems  to  have  been  equally  an¬ 
omalous.  He  would  sooner  have  died  in 
prison  than  have  concealed,  by  a  single 
falsehood,  the  respect  which  he  enter¬ 
tained  for  the  exiled  Prince,  at  the  very 
time  when  he  was  fabricating  a  thousand 
for  the  honour  of  his  family.  Must  we 
not  regard  him  as  a  kind  of  intellectual 
monster — a  sort  of  moral  centaur!  His 
character  is  wonderful,  not  in  any  of  its 
single  parts,  but  in  its  incongruity  as  a 
whole.  The  horse  is  formed  like  other 


animals  of  the  same  species,  and  the  man 
much  like  other  men ;  but  it  is  truly 
marvellous  to  find  them  united. — -Mii.ler, 
Hugh,  1834,  Scenes  and  legends  of  The 
North  of  Scotland,  pp.  86,  88,  90,  103. 

Urquhart  translated  Rabelais,  and.  had 
they  had  been  of  the  same  century,  Rabelais 
would  have  flouted  the  hero  who  gave  him 
a  second  life.  For  as  in  style  Urquhart 
was  the  last  of  the  Elizabethans,  so  in 
science  he  resumed  the  fallacies  of  the 
Middle  Ages.  He  regarded  with  a  childish 
reverence  the  many  problems  at  which 
Rabelais  laughed  from  the  comfortable 
depths  of  his  easy  chair.  And  there  is  a 
delightful  irony  in  the  truth  that  this  per¬ 
fect  translator  was  in  his  own  original 
essays  nothing  else  than  Rabelais  stripped 
of  humour.  He  would  discuss  the  inter¬ 
minable  stupidities  of  the  schoolmen  with 
a  grave  face  and  ceaseless  ingenuity. 
He  had  no  interest  in  aught  save  the  un¬ 
attainable.  To  square  the  circle  and  per¬ 
fect  the  Universal  Language  were  the 
least  of  his  enterprises.  And  so  we  touch 
the  tragedy  of  his  life.  He  was  like  the 
man  he  met  at  Venice:  “who  believed 
he  was  Sovereign  of  the  whole  Adriatic 
Sea,  and  sole  owner  of  all  the  ships  that 
came  from  the  Levant.”  His  madness — ■ 
for  it  was  nothing  less — inspired  him  with 
the  confidence  that  all  things  were  possible 
to  his  genius.  He  was  Don  Quixote  with 

a  yet  wilder  courage . 

Urquhart’s  misery  is  the  more  acute  for 
the  greater  height  of  his  aspiration.  His 
life  was  marred  by  broken  ambitions  and 
made  by  one  surpassing  masterpiece.  His 
manifold  schemes  of  progress  and  of 
scholarship  died  with  the  brain  which  they 
inhabited.  The  Italian  artificers  and 
French  professors  whom  he  bade  to 
Cromarty  never  obeyed  his  invitation ;  the 
castle  which  stood  upon  the  South  Suter, 
was  so  fiercely  demolished  that  the  place 
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of  its  foundation  is  left  unmarked.  The 
vulgar  reputation  of  Hugh  Miller  has  per¬ 
suaded  the  town  whereof  Urquhart  was 
sherifF  to  forget  that  it  was  the  birthplace 
of  a  great  man.  But  the  translation  of 
Rabelais  remains,  and  that  will  only  die 
with  the  death  of  Pantagruel  himself. — • 
WHIBLEY,  Charles,  1897,  Sir  Thomas 
Urquhart ,  New  Review,  vol.  17,  pp.  36,  38. 

GENERAL 

We  believe,  that  the  expectation  of 
posthumous  fame  which  commonly  ani¬ 
mates  the  secret  breast  of  the  author,  and 
which  the  poet  sometimes  boldly  antici¬ 
pates  in  his  verses,  was  never  more  egre- 
giously  disappointed  than  in  the  case  of 
Sir  Thomas  Urquhart,  of  Cromartie, 
Knight.  In  the  opinion  of  his  contem¬ 
poraries,  he  must  have  been  accounted  a 
remarkable  man  ;  his  works  possess  a  con¬ 
siderable  portion  of  a  wild  and  irregular 
talent,  and,  if  we  may  be  allowed  to  gather 
from  his  remaining  writings  the  estima¬ 
tion  in  which  he  held  them  and  himself, 
very  dilTerent,  indeed,  ought  to  have  been 
the  treatment  of  posterity.  .  .  .  His 

translation  of  “Rabelais”  is  accounted  by 
the  best  judges  to  be  the  most  perfect 
version  of  any  author  whatever — which  is 
no  mean  praise,  when  we  call  to  mind  the 
obscurity,  singularity,  and  difficulty  of  the 
original,  in  despite  of  which  he  has  man¬ 
aged  to  transfuse  the  spirit  of  his  author 
with  undiminished  force  and  vigour.  .  .  . 
The  style  of  Sir  Thomas  is  of  so  singular 
a  kind,  he  possesses  such  a  copious  fund 
of  sesquipedalian  eloquence,  and  stalks 
along  his  subject  with  such  a  rapid  and 
gigantic  stride,  that  we  can  ensure  our 
readers  a  certain  portion  of  amusement, 
at  least ;  and  from  the  curious  subject  of 
one  of  the  extracts,  perhaps  some  share 
of  information. — Southern,  H.,  1822, 
Sir  Thomas  UrquharVs  Jewel,  Retrospective 
Review ,  vol.  6,  pp.  177,  178,  179. 

The  epigrams  of  this  redoubtable  knight 
of  Cromarty  have  very  little  to  recommend 
them:  the  thoughts  are  not  sufficiently  in¬ 
genious  to  support  themselves  without  the 
aid  of  more  skilful  versification  ;  and  his 
fancy  and  vivacity  are  more  conspicuously 
displayed  in  his  Jewel,  and  in  his  transla¬ 
tion  of  Rabelais.— Irving,  David,  1861, 
History  of  Scolish  Poetry ,  ed.  Carlyle ,  p. 
539,  note. 

It  may  be  suspected  that  Urquhart,  like 


some  others  whose  naturally  fantastic 
brains  were  superheated  by  those  troub¬ 
lous  times,  was  not  entirely  sane.  But 
his  learning,  or  at  least  his  reading,  was 
thoroughly  genuine:  the  “Trissotetras” 
is  not  unworthy  of  a  countryman  and  con¬ 
temporary  of  Napier,  and  the  “Logopan- 
decteision”  in  the  midst  of  its  exuberant 
oddities  displays  acuteness  enough.  In 
language  Urquhart  is  merely  an  extreme 
example  of  the  deliberately  extravagant 
quaintness  which  characterised  his  time, 
but  it  must  be  admitted  that  he  is  one  of 
the  most  extreme,  and  that  it  would  be 
nearly  impossible  to  go  beyond  him.  How 
far  the  study  of  Rabelais,  and  perhaps  of 
other  French  writers  of  the  same  school 
encouraged  his  natural  tendencies,  and 
how  far  these  tendencies  inclined  him  to 
the  study  of  Rabelais,  are  questions  which 
in  the  absence  of  data  it  is  not  very  profita¬ 
ble  to  discuss.  But  he  is  certainly  one  of 
our  greatest  translators,  despite  the  liber¬ 
ties  which  he  sometimes  takes  with  his 
text.— Saintsbury,  George,  1893,  Eng¬ 
lish  Prose,  ed.  Craik,  vol.  it,  p.  306. 

Despite  its  obvious  extravagance,  Ur- 
quhart’s  “Jewel”  has  not  only  many 
graphic  and  humorous  touches,  but  much 
truth  of  observation;  while  its  inimitable 
quaintness  justifies  its  title  in  the  eyes  of 
lovers  of  recondite  literature.  .  .  . 

The  same  year  (1653)  saw  the  appearance 
of  Urquhart’s  admirable  translation  of 
the  first  book  of  Rabelais — “one  of  the 
most  perfect  transfusions  of  an  author 
from  one  language  into  another  that  ever 
man  accomplished.”  In  point  of  style 
Urquhart  was  Rabelais  incarnate,  and  in 
his  employment  of  the  verbal  resources, 
whether  of  science  and  pseudo-science  or 
slang,  he  almost  surpassed  Rabelais  him¬ 
self.  As  for  his  mistakes,  they  are  truly 
“condoned  by  their  magnificence.”  He 
often  met  the  difficulty  of  finding  the  ex¬ 
act  equivalent  of  a  French  word  by  empty¬ 
ing  all  the  synonyms  given  by  Cotgrave 
into  his  version;  thus  on  one  occasion  a 
list  of  thirteen  synonyms  in  Rabelais  is 
expanded  by  the  inventive  Urquhart  into 
thirty-six.  Some  of  the  chapters  are  in 
this  way  almost  doubled  in  length.  .  .  . 
Urquhart  was  a  Scottish  euphuist,  with  a 
brain  at  least  as  fertile  and  inventive  as 
that  of  the  Marquis  of  Worcester  (many 
of  whose  hundred  projects  he  anticipated). 
His  sketch  of  a  universal  language 
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exhibits  rare  ingenuity,  learning,  and  criti¬ 
cal  acumen.  Hugh  Miller  pointed  out  that 
the  modern  chemical  vocabulary,  with  all 
its  philosophical  ingenuity,  is  constructed 
on  principles  exactly  similar  to  those 
which  Urquhart  divulged  more  than  a 
hundred  years  prior  to  its  invention  in  the 
preface  to  his  “Universal  Language.” 
His  fantastic  and  eccentric  diction,  which 
accurately  reflects  his  personality,  ob¬ 


scures  in  much  of  his  writing  his  learning 
and  his  alertness  of  intellect.  Urquhart’s 
singularities  of  mind  and  style  found, 
however,  their  affinity  in  Rabelais,  and 
conspired  to  make  his  translation  of  the 
great  French  classic  a  universally  ac¬ 
knowledged  “monument  of  literary  gen¬ 
ius.” — Seccomue,  Thomas,  1899,  Diction¬ 
ary  of  National  Biography ,  vol.  LVin,  pp. 
48,  49. 


Samuel  Rutherford 

1600-1661 


Rutherford  was  born  near  Jedburgh  in  1600,  and  educated  at  Edinburgh  University, 
where  he  became  Professor  of  Humanity  in  1623.  In  1625  he  left  the  University,  and 
from  1627  to  1639  (with  a  temporary  ejection  for  non-conformity),  he  was  minister 
of  Anwoth  in  Galloway.  In  1639  he  was  appointed  Professor  of  Divinity  at  St. 
Andrews.  From  1642  to  1647  he  was  in  London  as  a  member  of  the  Westminster 
Assembly  of  Divines.  On  his  return  he  became  Principal  of  the  New  College  in  St. 
Andrews,  and  subsequently  Rector  of  the  University.  He  died  in  1661.  His  principal 
works  were  “Exercitationes  Apologeticae”  (Amsterdam,  1636),  “Plea  for  Paul’s 
Presbytery  in  Scotland”  (1646),  “The  Due  Right  of  Presbyteries,”  and  “Lex,  Rex” 
(1644),  “The  Trial  and  Triumph  of  Faith”  (sermons  1645),  “Divine  Right  of  Church 
Government  and  Excommunication’  (1646),  “Christ  Dying  and  Drawing  Sinners  to 
Himself”  (sermons,  1647),  “A  Survey  of  the  Spiritual  Antichrist”  (1648),  “A  Free 
disputation  against  Pretended  Liberty  of  Conscience”  (1649),  “The  Covenant  of  Life 
'pened”  (1655),  “Influences  of  the  Life  of  Grace”  (1659),  and  “An  Examination  of 
^rminianism, ”  and  the  “Letters”  (dating  from  1639  to  1661),  both  of  which  were 
published  posthumously.  Several  editions  of  the  “Letters”  have  been  issued  in  the 
present  century,  and  at  least  one  of  “Lex,  Rex.”— Craik,  Henry,  1893,  ed.,  English 
Prose ,  vol.  II,  p.  267. 


PERSONAL 

Rutherford  does  not  indeed  stand  on  a 
level  with  the  Church  leaders  of  an  earlier 
date.  He  cannot  be  compared  with  Mel¬ 
ville  or  with  Knox.  He  was  not  the  great¬ 
est  man  in  the  country  or  the  Church  even 
of  his  own  day:  but  he  has  always,  even 
in  quarters  where  we  should  least  expect 
it,  been  regarded  by  some  with  a  venera¬ 
tion  and  an  affection  which  the  greater 
men  have  ceased  to  evoke.  To  his  ad¬ 
mirers  he  was,  in  varying  figures,  “the 
renowned  eagle,”  “one  of  the  most  re¬ 
splendent  lights  that  ever  arose  in  this 
horizon,”  “that  Flower  of  the  Church, 
famous  Mr.  Samuel  Rutherford,  ”  “a  most 
profound,  learned  man,  a  most  plain  and 
painful  minister,  and  a  most  heavenly 
Christian.”  When  he  had  gone  to  his 
last  resting-place,  men  desired  that,  after 
their  death,  they  might  be  laid  beside 
him.  Even  at  the  beginning  of  the  pre¬ 
sent  century,  there  was  a  nobleman  who 
always  reverently  lifted  his  hat  when  he 


passed  the  supposed  birthplace  of  Ruther¬ 
ford.  Even  within  the  last  sixty  years, 
masons  have  chosen  rather  to  be  dismissed 
from  their  employment  than  pull  down  the 
house  in  which  he  had  lived.  Even  within 
the  last  twenty  years,  enthusiasts  have 
lain  all  night  upon  that  grave  in  the 
churchyard  of  the  Cathedral  of  St.  An¬ 
drews,  in  the  hope  of  catching  inspiration 
from  him  whose  remains  were  buried  there 
two  centuries  before.  He  is  the  only 
Covenanting  divine  whose  writings  can 
now  lay  any  claim  to  popularity.-^  Muir, 
Pearson  M’Adam,  1883,  St.  Giles'  Lec¬ 
tures  . 

He  was  a  “little  fair  man,”  and  is  said 
to  have  been  “naturally  of  a  hot  and  fiery 
temper.”  He  was  certainly  one  of  the 
most  perfervid  of  Scotsmen,  but  seems 
to  have  had  little  of  that  humour  which 
was  seldom  wanting  in  the  grimmest  of 
his  contemporaries.  “In  the  pulpit  he 
had”  (says  a  friend)  “a  strange  utter¬ 
ance,  a  kind  of  skreigh  that  I  never  heard 
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the  like.  Many  a  time  1  thought  he  would 
have  flown  out  of  the  pulpit  when  he  came 
to  speak  of  Jesus  Christ.”  His  abilities 
were  of  a  high  order,  but  as  a  church 
leader  by  his  narrowness  he  helped  to  de¬ 
grade  and  destroy  presbyterianism  which 
he  loved  so  well,  and  in  controversy  he 
was  too  often  bitter  and  scurrilous.  With 
all  his  faults,  his  honesty,  his  steadfast 
zeal,  and  his  freedom  from  personal  ambi¬ 
tion  give  him  some  claim  to  the  title  that 
has  been  given  him  of  the  “saint  of  the  cov¬ 
enant.”—  Sprott,  Rev.  G.  W.,  1897,  Dic¬ 
tionary  of  National  Biography,  vol.  L,p.  9. 

GENERAL 

The  excellent  Rutherford.  ...  A  very 
powerful,  awakening,  and  heart-stirring 
writer.  Bickersteth,  Edward,  1844, 
The  Christian.  Student. 

In  Rutherford,  indeed,  both  the  poetry 
and  the  logic  must  be  admitted  to  be  of 
very  inferior  quality.  Yet  the  same  con¬ 
trast  of  mental  character  is  presented. 
He  is  scarcely  the  same  writer  in  his  “Let¬ 
ters,  ”  the  only  productions  of  his  pen  now 
known,  and  in  his  argumentative  treatises. 
The  ”  Letters”  are  marked  by  the  extrav¬ 
agances  of  a  fancy  lawless  in  its  exuber¬ 
ance.  The  treatises  are  dull,  barren, 
operose,  and  unillumined  in  argument  to 
a  frightful  degree.  Nobody  without  an 
effort  can  read  them.  — Tulloch,  John, 
1872,  Rational  Theology  and  Christian 
Philosophy  in  England  in  the  Seventeenth 
Century,  vol.  i,  p.  350. 

You  have,  speaking  generally,  such  as¬ 
sumption  of  personal  infallibility,  such 
fierceness  of  contradiction,  such  unmeas¬ 
ured  vituperation,  such  extreme  narrow¬ 
ness  of  sectarian  orthodoxy,  and  such  sus¬ 
picion  of  all  who  differed  from  him,  as  is 
alike  wonderful  and  sorrowful. — Grosart, 
Alexander  B.,  1879,  Representative  Non¬ 
conformists,  p.  202. 

Few  men  have  so  remarkably  combined 
the  qualities  of  a  keen  and  able  controver¬ 
sialist  and  a  fervid  and  loving  saint.  No 
doubt  tyranny  and  persecution  had  tinged 
him  with  bigotry  and  intolerance  in  mat¬ 
ters  which,  in  a  happier  age  of  liberty, 
we  deem  non-essential.  But  the  chord 
of  Christian  love  was  ever  the  dominant 
one  in  his  heart. — Machar,  Agnes  Maule, 
1886,  A  Scottish  Mystic,  The  Andover 
Review,  vol.  6,  p.  394. 

We  have  not  to  do  with  him  here  as  a 
man  or  as  an  author,  but  as  a  preacher, 


yet  it  is  scarcely  possible  for  us  to  ignore 
the  two  former  in  the  third ;  and  when  we 
include  them  we  are  at  once  startled  and 
perplexed,  for  1  frankly  confess  that  no 
character  even  in  that  stormy  time  seems 
to  me  so  difficult  to  regard  as  a  unit  as 
that  of  Rutherford.  There  were  two  men 
in  him,  and  the  two  were  so  distinct  that 
you  could  hardly  call  him  a  ‘‘strange  mix¬ 
ture,”  for  they  did  not  mix.  The  one  of 
them  seemed  to  have  no  effect  in  condi¬ 
tioning  or  qualifying  the  other,  but  each 
was  just  as  unshaded  by  the  other  as  if  it 
had  stood  alone. — Taylor,  William  M., 
1887,  The  Scottish  Pulpit,  p,  90. 

Rutherford  is  a  writer  most  of  whose 
books  have  a  memorial  only  in  the  grave¬ 
yard  of  history.  .  .  .  We  pass  from 

the  brawls  of  the  market-place  to  the 
cloistered,  star-lit  seclusion  of  those 
“Letters,”  which  the  evangelical  succes¬ 
sion,  from  Baxter  to  Spurgeon,  has  united 
to  declare  seraphic  and  divine.  Like 
Knox,  Rutherford  was  a  great  father- 
confessor  or  director  of  souls.  Knox, 
however,  was  no  mystic.  Rutherford  had 
a  quasi-oriental  faculty  of  self-absorption 
in  bis  ideal  of  “heavenly  love.”  This 
quality  received  partial  expression  in  his 
sermons,  but  it  is  in  his  letters,  where  he 
was  under  no  restraint,  that  its  full  devel¬ 
opment  appears.  The  letters  are  the  un¬ 
stringing  of  a  bent  bow,  the  channel  by 
which  he  delivered  his  soul.  They  are  full 
of  sympathy,  rather  of  an  angel  writing 
from  the  seventh  heaven  than  of  a  fellow- 
man.  .  .  The  exceptionol  metaphors 
that  give  an  air  of  alternate  extravagance 
and  quaintness  to  nearly  every  page  of 
the  “Letters”  are  borrowed,  somewhat 
incongruously,  from  the  imagery  of  the 
Song  of  Solomon,  and  from  the  devious 
practice  of  old  Scots  Law.  .  .  The 

“Letters,”  as  a  Puritan  classic,  deserve  a 
place  beside  “The  Saint’s  Rest”  and  “The 
Pilgrim’s  Progress.” — Dodds,  James 
Miller,  1893,  English  Prose,  ed.  Craik, 
vol.  II,  pp.  267,  268,  270. 

Samuel  Rutherford,  the  Presbyterian 
Thomas  Aquinas,  with  his  learning,  his  the¬ 
ological  acumen,  his  piety — at  once  a  great 
Church  leader  and  a  saint,  equally  at  home 
among  the  tomes  of  the  fathers,  writing 
a  letter  of  comfort  to  a  poor  widow,  or 
praying  in  the  hovels  of  his  parishioners. 
— Hurst,  John  Fletcher,  1900,  History 
of  the  Christian  Church,  vol.  H,  p.  724. 
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Thomas  Fuller 

1608-1661 

Born,  at  Aldwincle,  Northamptonshire,  June  1606.  Educated  at  village  school  and 
by  his  father.  To  Queen’s  Coll.,  Cambridge,  20  .June  1621 ;  B.  A.,  1625  ;  M.  A.,  1628 ; 
B.  D.,  11  June  1635.  Ordained,  1630;  Perpetual  Curate  to  St.  Benet’s,  Cambridge, 
1630-33.  Prebend  of  Netherbury,  18  June  1631  to  1641.  Rector  of  Broudwindsor, 
Dorsetshire,  1634-41.  Married,  1637  [?].  Proctor  for  Diocese  of  Bristol,  1640. 
Settled  in  London  after  wife’s  death,  1641.  Curate  of  Savoy,  1641-43.  Removed  to 
Oxford,  1643.  Chaplain  to  Sir  Ralph  Hopton,  1643-1644.  Entered  Princess 
Henrietta’s  household  at  Exeter,  1644.  Bodley  Lecturer  at  Exeter,  21  March  1646. 
To  London,  April  1646.  Perpetual  Curate  of  Waltham  Abbey,  1648  [or  1649?]. 
Married  Hon.  Mary  Roper,  1651.  Rector  of  Cranford,  March  1658.  Created  D.  D. 
by  Royal  Letters  Patent,  Aug.  1660.  Died,  in  London,  16  Aug.  1661.  Buried  at 
Cranford.  lForA*s:  [besides  a  number  of  separate  sermons]  “David’s  Ilanious  Sinne, ” 
1631;  “The  History  of  the  Holy  Warre,”  1639;  “Joseph’s  Party-coloured  Coat’’ 
(under  initials  T.  F.),  1640;  “The  Holy  State”  and  “The  Profane  Stale,”  1642; 
“Truth  Maintained,”  1643;  “Good  Thoughts  in  Bad  Times,”  1645;  “Andronicus,” 
1646  (2nd  and  3rd  edns.  same  year)  ;“The  Cause  and  Cure  of  a  Wounded  Conscience,” 
1647;  “Good  Thoughts  in  Worse  Times,’  1647;  “A  Pisgahsight  of  Palestine,”  1650; 
contrib.  to  “Abel  Redivivus, ”  1651;  “A  Comment  on  Matt.  iv.  1  11,”  1652;  “The 
Infant’s  Advocate,”  1652;“A  Comment  on  Ruth”  (anon  ),  1654;  “Ephemeris  Parlia- 
mentaria”  (anon.),  1654;  “A  Triple  Reconciler,”  1654;  “The  Church  History  of 
Britain,”  1655;  “History  of  the  University  of  Cambridge,”  1655;  “History  of 
Waltham  Abbey, ”  1655;  “A  Collection  of  Sermons”  (5  pts.),  1656-57;  “The  Best 
Name  on  Earth,”  1657;  “The  Appeal  of  Injured  Innocence,”  1659;  “An  Alarum  to 
.he  Counties  of  England  and  Wales”  (anon.),  1660  (2nd  and  3rd  edns.  same  year) ; 

*  Mi  xt  Contemplations  in  Better  Times,  ”  1660;  “APanegyrick  to  Ilis  Majesty,”  1660. 
Posthumous :  “The  History  of  the  Worthies  of  England”  (ed.  by  J.  Fuller),  1662; 
“Collected  Sermons”  (ed.  by  J.  E.  Bailey  and  W.  E.  A.  Axton),  1891.  He  edited: 
Rev.  H.  Smith’s  “Sermons,”  1657 ;  J.  Spencer’s  “Katw  kou  llaAauif”l658. — Sharp,  R. 
Fa RQUH  arson,  1897,  .4  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  105. 

gether  at  variance  with  that  austerity  and 
rigour  which  characterized  so  many  of  the 
religionists  of  his  time;  but  his  life  and 
conduct  bore  ample  testimony  that  he  pos¬ 
sessed  genuine  and  habitual  piety. 
Amidst  all  his  levity  of  manner,  there  was 
still  the  gravity  of  the  heart — deep  vener¬ 
ation  for  all  things  sacred;  and  while  his 
wit  clothed  even  his  religious  thoughts 
and  feelings  with  irresistible  pleasantry, 
his  manner  is  as  different  from  that  of  the 
scorner,  as  the  innocent  laugh  of  child¬ 
hood  from  the  malignant  chuckle  of  a  de¬ 
mon.  In  all  the  relations  of  domestic  and 
social  life,  his  conduct  was  most  exem¬ 
plary.  In  one  point,  especially,  does  he 
appear  in  honourable  contrast  with  the 
bigots  of  all  parties  in  that  age  of  strife 
— he  had  learnt,  partly  from  his  natural 
benevolence,  and  partly  from  a  higher 
principle,  the  lessons  of  “that  charity 
which  thinketh  no  evil,”  and  which  so  few 
of  his  contemporaries  knew  how  to  prac¬ 
tise. — Rogers,  Henry,  1842,  Thomas  Ful¬ 
ler,  Edinburgh  Review ,  vol.  74,  p.  356. 


PERSONAL 

He  was  a  boy  of  a  pregnant  witt,  and 
when  the  bishop  and  his  father  were  dis¬ 
coursing,  he  would  be  by  and  hearken,  and 
now  and  then  putt  in,  and  sometimes  be¬ 
yond  expectation,  or  his  yeares.  He  was 
of  a  middle  stature;  strong  sett;  curled 
haire;  a  very  working  head,  in  so  much 
that,  walking  and  meditating  before  din¬ 
ner,  he  would  eate-up  a  penny  loafe,  not 
knowing  that  he  did  it.  His  naturall 
memorie  was  very  great,  to  which  he  had 
added  the  art  of  memorie :  he  would  re- 
peate  to  you  forwards  and  backwards  all 
the  signes  from  Ludgate  to  Charing- 
crosse.  .  .  He  was  a  pleasant  face¬ 

tious  person,  and  a  bonus  socius. — Au¬ 
brey,  John,  1669-96,  Brief  Lives,  ed. 
Clark,  vol.  I,  pp .  257,  258. 

In  a  moral  and  religious  point  of  view, 
the  character  of  Fuller  is  entitled  to  our 
veneration,  and  is  altogether  one  of  the 
most  attractive  and  interesting  which  that 
age  exhibits  to  us.  His  buoyant  temper, 
and  his  perpetual  mirthfulness,  were  alto- 
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Fuller  is  described  as  tall  and  bulky, 
though  not  corpulent,  well  made,  almost 
“majestical,”  with  light  curly  hair,  rather 
slovenly  in  dress  and  often  absent-minded, 
and  careless  “to  seeming  inurbanity”  in 
his  manners.  lie  was  sparing  in  diet  and 
in  sleep.  lie  seldom  took  any  exercise 
except  riding.  His  powers  of  memory 
were  astonishing,  and  gave  occasion  for 
many  anecdotes.  He  could,  it  was  said, 
repeat  five  hundred  strange  names  after 
two  or  three  hearings,  and  recollect  all 
the  signs  after  walking  from  one  end  of 
London  to  the  other.  His  anonymous 
biographer  declares  that  he  used  to  write 
the  first  words  of  every  line  in  a  sheet  and 
then  fill  up  all  the  spaces,  which  Mr.  Bailey 
thinks  “not  a  bad  method.”  Stephen, 
Leslie,  1889,  Dictionary  of  National  Biog¬ 
raphy >,  vol.  xx,  p.  318. 

Shrewd  Dr.  Fuller,  and  a  man  not  to 
be  forgotten!  lie  was  a  “Cavalier  par¬ 
son”  through  the  Civil-War  days;  was 
born  down  in  Northamptonshire  in  the 
same  town  where  John  Dryden,  twenty- 
three  years  later,  first  saw  the  light.  He 
was  full  of  wit,  and  full  of  knowledges ; 
people  called  him — as  so  many  have  been 
and  are  called — “a  walking  library;”  and 
his  stout  figure  was  to  be  seen  many  a 
time,  in  the  Commonwealth  days,  striding 
through  Fleet  Street,  and  by  Paul’s  Walk, 
to  Cheapside.  There  is  quaint  humor  in 
his  books,  and  quaintness  and  aptness  of 
language. — Mitchell,  Donald  G.,  1890, 
English  Lands  Letters  and  Kings.  Prom 
Elizabeth  to  Anne ,  p.  221. 

A  PISGAHSIGHT  OF  PALESTINE 
1650 

This  is  one  of  the  most  curious  works 
ever  written  on  the  Scriptures. 

The  View  of  Palestine  is  not  a  mere  geo¬ 
graphical  work  ;  it  contains  many  things 
relating  to  Jewish  antiquities,  and  to  the 
manners  and  customs  of  the  poeple,  and 
incidentally  illustrates  a  number  of  pas¬ 
sages  of  Scripture. — Orme,  William,  1824, 
Biblotheca  Biblica. 

His  book  really  answers  to  its  title. 
He  might  be  thought  to  have  seen  the 
“Good  Land,”  so  graphic  are  some  of  its 
sketches,  so  lively  his  observations,  and 
so  pleasantly  does  h'e  keep  the  eyes  and 
hearts  of  his  hearers.  He  is  as  painstak¬ 
ing,  acute,  discriminating,  and  cautious 
as  Dr.  Robinson  himself;  but  where  this 


tedious  Doctor  is  dull,  dry,  and  monoto¬ 
nous,  our  old  Fuller  is  all  life  and  buoy¬ 
ancy,  enticing  you  by  his  company  into 
long  rambles  over  scenes  which  he  knows 
all  about,  and  upon  which  he  looks  lov¬ 
ingly,  about  which  he  talks  charmingly, 
and  which  he  really  photographs  upon 
your  very  soul  by  the  light  of  his  genial 
wit  and  hallowed  fancy.  His  wit,  how¬ 
ever,  is  never  out  of  tune  with  pure  and 
simple  faith ;  his  intellectual  brightness 
never  loses  its  devout  warmth,  nor  does 
any  affectation  of  science  ever  mar  the 
loveliness  of  his  meek  and  reverent  spirit. 
—Christophers,  Samuel  Woolcock, 
1873,  Homes  of  Old  English  Writers. 

THE  CHURCH  HISTORY  OF  BRITAIN 
I  Goo 

An  ingenious  gentleman  some  months 
since  in  jest-earnest  advised  me  to  make 
haste  with  my  History  of  the  church  of 
England;  “for  fear,”  said  he,  “lest  the 
church  of  England  be  ended  before  the 
History  thereof.”  This  History  is  now, 
though  late,  (all  church-work  is  slow,) 
brought  with  much  difficulty  to  an  end. 
And,  blessed  be  God !  the  church  of  Eng¬ 
land  is  still  (and  long  may  it  be)  in  being, 
though  disturbed,  distempered,  distracted. 
God  help  and  heal  her  most  sad  condition! 
The  three  first  books  of  this  volume  were 
for  the  main  written  in  the  reign  of  the 
late  king,  as  appeareth  by  the  passages 
then  proper  for  the  government.  The 
other  nine  books  we  made  since  monarchy 
was  turned  into  a  state.  May  God  alone 
have  the  glory,  and  the  ingenuous  reader 
the  benefit,  of  my  endeavours !  which  is 
the  hearty  desire  of  Thy  servant  in  Jesus 
Christ.  —  From  my  Chamber  in  Sion  Col¬ 
lege. — Fuller,  Thomas,  1655,  The  Church 
History  of  Britain ,  To  the  Reader. 

Proceed  we  in  the  next  place  to  verses 
and  old  ends  of  poetry,  scattered  and  dis¬ 
persed  in  all  parts  of  the  history,  from 
one  end  to  the  other ;  for  which  he  hath 
no  precedent  in  any  historian,  Greek  or 
Latin,  or  any  of  the  national  histories  of 
these  latter  times.  ...  By  his  inter¬ 
larding  of  his  prose  with  so  many  verses 
he  makes  the  book  look  rather  like  a 
Church-romance  (our  late  romancers  being 
much  given  to  such  kind  of  mixtures) 
than  a  well-built  ecclesiastical  history. 
And  if  it  be  a  matter  so  unconvenient  to 
put  a  new  piece  of  cloth  on  an  old  gar¬ 
ment  ;  the  putting  of  so  many  old  patches 
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on  a  new  piece  of  cloth  must  be  more  un¬ 
fashionable.  Besides  that,  many  of  those 
old  ends  are  so  light  and  ludicrous,  so  lit¬ 
tle  pertinent  to  the  business  which  he  has 
in  hand,  that  they  serve  only  to  make 
sport  for  children  ( utpucris  placcas  et  dcc- 
lamatio  Jias),  and  for  nothing  else. — Hey- 
lin,  Peter,  1658-59,  Examen  Historicum. 

It  is  divided  into  eleven  books,  whereof 
the  sixth  gives  the  history  of  theabbiesof 
England,  from  the  first  rise  of  monkery,  to 
the  final  eradication  of  it  under  Henry  the 
Eighth.  These  are  subdivided  into  lesser 
sections,  which  are  severally  dedicated  to 
such  patrons  as  were  most  likely  to  make 
their  due  acknowledgements  to  the  author. 
Nor  were  these  infant  lords  and  rich  aider- 
men  the  only  people  he  desired  to  flatter. 
He  was  to  make  his  court  to  the  powers 
then  in  fashion ;  and,  he  well  knew,  nothing 
would  be  more  grateful  to  them,  than 
squinting  reflections  on  the  management 
of  the  late  King’s  chief  ministers  of  state, 
eminent  churchmen,  &c.  For  such  mis¬ 
behaviour  as  this,  he  was  severely  taken 
o  task  by  Peter  Heylin,  in  his  “Examen 
listoricum ;”  to  which  was  added  Dr. 
Josin’s  Apology,  in  answer  to  some  pas¬ 
sages  in  that  history,  which  concerned  him 
self.  .  .  .  Even  the  most  serious  and 

most  authentic  parts  of  it  are  so  interlaced 
with  pun  and  quibble,  that  it  looks  as  if 
the  man  had  designed  to  ridicule  the  an¬ 
nals  of  our  church  into  fable  and  romance. 
.  .  .  There  are  in  it  some  things  of 

moment,  hardly  to  be  had  elsewhere, 
which  may  often  illustrate  dark  passages 
in  more  serious  writers. — Nicolson, 
William,  1696-1714,  English  Historical 
Library,  pp.  96,  97. 

There  are  only  two  writers  of  the  gen¬ 
uine  History  of  our  Church  who  deserve 
the  name  of  historians,  Collier  and  Fuller. 
— Warburton,  William,  1779?  Direc¬ 
tions  for  the  Study  of  Theology . 

Quaint  and  witty,  but  sensible,  pious, 
candid,  and  useful ;  an  invaluable  body  of 
information  to  the  death  of  Charles  the 
First. — Bickersteth,  Edward  1844,  The 
Christian  Student . 

All  the  charms  of  Southey’s  prose  may 
please  you  in  his  “Book  of  the  Church’’ ; 
on  turning  to  the  old  church  historian, 
Thomas  Fuller,  you  may  find  in  his  “His¬ 
tory  of  the  Church  in  Great  Britain”  (one 
of  the  most  remarkable  works  in  the  lan¬ 
guage)  the  varied  powers  of  learning, 


sagacity,  pathos,  an  overflowing  wit, 
humour,  and  imagination,  all  animating 
the  pages  of  a  church  history. — Reed, 
Henry,  1885,  Lectures  on  English  Liter¬ 
ature,  p.  203. 

The  desire  of  authors  to  obtain  more 
pay  for  their  work  set  them  thinking  of 
the  best  means  to  increase  it.  Fuller’s 
“Church  History”  has  twelve  title-pages, 
besides  the  genera!  one,  with  as  many 
particular  dedications,  and  no  less  than 
fifty  or  sixty  inscriptions  addressed  to 
benefactors. — Wheatley,  Henry  B., 
1887,  The  Dedication  of  Hooks,  p.  16. 

No  man  of  his  times  was  more  witty  or 
more  popular  for  his  wit.  Edition  after 
edition  of  his  books  was  issued  even  dur¬ 
ing  the  days  when  it  was  dangerous  to 
write  of  the  Church’s  doings.  No  one 
could  tell  a  story  as  he  could,  yet  no  one 
was  so  free  from  bitterness.  His  sharp¬ 
ness,  and  indeed  much  of  his  humour  too, 
lay  upon  the  surface.  He  sought,  and 
he  achieved,  the  praise  of  being  a  moder¬ 
ate  man  ;  and  though  he  did  not  escape 
slander,  he  was  secure  in  the  affections  of 
his  readers.  “No  stationer  ever  lost  by 
me,”  he  said.  He  was,  in  fact,  unques¬ 
tionably  the  most  popular  of  all  the  writ¬ 
ers  of  his  day.  From  him  and  such  as  he 
men  learned  that  the  Church  was  a  larger 
home  than  Puritanism.  Hutton,  Will¬ 
iam  Holden,  1895,  Social  England ,  cd . 
Traill,  vol.  iv,  p.  292. 

WORTHIES  OF  ENGLAND 

1062 

I  met  with  Dr.  Thomas  Fuller.  He 
tells  me  of  his  last  and  great  book  that  is 
coming  out:  that  is,  the  “History  of  all 
the  Families  in  England;”  and  could  tell 
me  more  of  my  own  than  I  knew  myself. 
And  also  to  what  perfection  he  hath  now 
brought  the  art  of  memory;  that  he  did 
lately  to  four  eminently  great  scholars 
dictate  together  in  Latin,  upon  different 
subjects  of  their  proposing,  faster  than 
they  were  able  to  write,  till  they  were 
tired  ;  and  that  the  best  way  of  beginning 
a  sentence,  if  a  man  should  be  out  and 
forget  his  last  sentence  (which  he  never 
was),  that  then  his  last  refuge  is  to  begin 
with  an  Utcunquc . — Pepys,  Samuel,  1660- 
61,  Diary ,  Jan.  22nd. 

It  was  huddled  up  in  haste,  for  the  pro¬ 
curement  of  some  moderate  profit  for  the 
author,  though  he  did  not  live  to  see  it 
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published.  It  corrects  many  mistakes  in 
his  ecclesiastical  story;  but  makes  more 
new  ones  in  their  stead.  -XiCOLSON, 
William,  1696-1714,  English  Historical 
Library,  p.  5. 

It  is  a  most  fascinating  storehouse  of 
gossiping,  anecdote,  and  quaintness;  a 
most  delightful  medley  of  interchanged 
amusement,  presenting  entertainment  as 
varied  as  it  is  inexhaustible.  -Crossley, 
JAMES,  1821,  Fuller's  Holy  and  Profane 
States,  Retrospective  Review,  vol.  in,  p.  54. 

Fuller  must  be  always  read  with  a  cer¬ 
tain  degree  of  caution;  for  he  was  fond 
of  a  joke,  and  often  picked  up  intelligence 
in  a  slovenly  manner.  -Diudin,  Thomas 
Frog nall,  1824,  The  Library  Companion , 
note,  p.  507. 

GENERAL 

His  writings  are  very  facetious,  and 
(where  he  is  careful)  judicious.  His 
“Pisgah  Sight”  is  the  exactest;  his 
“Holy  War  and  State,”  the  wittiest;  his 
“Church  History,”  the  unhappiest, 
written  in  such  a  time  when  he  could  not 
do  the  truth  right  with  safety,  nor 
wrong  it  with  honour;  and  his  “Worth¬ 
ies,”  not  finished  at  his  death,  the  most 
imperfect.  As  for  his  other  works,  he 
that  shall  but  read  FULLElt’S  name  unto 
them  will  not  think  them  otherwise  but 
worthy  of  that  praise  and  respect  which 
the  whole  nation  afforded  unto  the  author. 
— Winstanley,  William,  1660,  England's 
Worthies. 

The  writings  of  Fuller  are  usually  des¬ 
ignated  by  the  title  of  quaint,  and  with 
sufficient  reason  ;  for  such  was  his  natural 
bias  to  conceits,  that  I  doubt  not  upon 
most  occasions  it  would  have  been  going 
out  of  his  way  to  have  expressed  himself 
out  of  them.  But  his  wit  is  not  always  a 
lumen  siccum,  a  dry  faculty  of  surprising ; 
on  the  contrary,  his  conceits  are  often¬ 
times  deeply  steeped  inhuman  feeling  and 
passion.  Above  all,  his  way  of  telling  a 
story,  for  its  eager  liveliness,  and  the 
perpetual  running  commentary  of  the 
narrator  happily  blended  with  the  narra¬ 
tion,  is  perhaps  unequalled. — La. MR, 
Charles,  1811,  Specimens  from  the  writ¬ 
ings  of  Fuller. 

If  ever  there  was  an  amusing  writer  in 
this  world  the  facetious  Thomas  Fuller 
was  one. — There  was  in  him  a  combina¬ 
tion  of  those  qualities  which  minister  to 
our  entertainment,  such  as  few  have  ever 


possessed  in  an  equal  degree.  He  was, 
first  of  all,  a  man  of  extensive  and  multi¬ 
farious  reading;  of  great  and  digested 
knowledge,  which  an  extraordinary  reten¬ 
tiveness  of  memory  preserved  ever  ready 
for  use,  and  considerable  accuracy  of 
judgment  enabled  him  successfully  to  ap¬ 
ply.  He  was  also,  if  we  may  use  the  term, 
a  very  great  anecdote-monger ;  an  inde¬ 
fatigable  collector  of  the  traditionary 
stories  related  of  eminent  characters,  to 
gather  which,  his  biographers  inform  us, 
he  would  listen  contentedly  for  hours  to 
the  garrulity  of  the  aged  country  people 
whom  he  encountered  in  his  progresses 
with  the  king’s  army.  With  such  pleni¬ 
tude  and  diversity  of  information,  he  had 
an  inexhaustible  fund  for  the  purposes  of 
illustration,  and  this  he  knew  well  how  to 
turn  to  the  best  advantage.  Unlike  his 
tasteless  contemporaries  he  did  not  bring 
forth  or  display  his  erudition  on  unneces¬ 
sary  occasions  or  pile  extract  on  extract 
and  cento  on  cento  with  industry  as  misap¬ 
plied  as  it  was  disgusting.  ...  So  well 
does  he  vary  his  treasures  of  memory  and 
observation,  so  judiciously  does  he  inter¬ 
weave  his  anecdotes,  quotations,  and  re¬ 
marks,  that  it  is  impossible  to  conceive 
a  more  delightful  chequer-work  of  acute 
thought  and  apposite  illustration,  of  orig¬ 
inal  and  extracted  sentiment,  than  is  pre¬ 
sented  in  his  works.  As  a  story-teller,  he 
was  most  consummately  felicitous.  The 
relation  which  we  have  seen  for  the  hun¬ 
dredth  time,  when  introduced  in  his  pro¬ 
ductions,  assumes  all  the  freshness  of  nov¬ 
elty,  and  comes  out  of  his  hands  instinct 
with  fresh  life  and  glowing  with  vitality 
and  spirit.— Crossley,  James,  1821,  Ful¬ 
ler's  Holy  and  Profane  States ,  Retrospective 
Review,  vol.  Ill,  pp.  50,  51. 

Next  to  Shakspeare,  I  am  not  certain 
whether  Thomas  Fuller,  beyond  all  other 
writers,  does  not  excite  in  me  the  sense 
and  emotion  of  the  marvellous; — the  de¬ 
gree  in  which  any  given  faculty  or  com¬ 
bination  of  faculties  is  possessed  and  man¬ 
ifested,  so  far  surpassing  what  one  would 
have  thought  possible  in  a  single  mind,  as 
to  give  one’s  admiration  the  flavour  and 
quality  of  wonder!  Wit  was  the  staff 
and  substance  of  Fuller’s  intellect.  It 
was  the  element,  the  earthen  base,  the 
material  which  he  worked  in,  and  this 
very  circumstance  has  defrauded  him  of 
his  due  praise  for  the  practical  wisdom  of 


172 


THOMAS  FULLER 


the  thoughts,  for  the  beauty  and  variety 
of  the  truths,  into  which  he  shaped  the 
stuff.  Fuller  was  incomparably  the  most 
sensible,  the  least  prejudiced,  great  man 
Of  an  age  that  boasted  a  galaxy  of  great 
men.  He  is  a  very  voluminous  writer,  and 
yet,  in  all  his  numerous  volumes  on  so 
many  different  subjects,  it  is  scarcely  too 
much  to  say,  that  you  will  hardly  find  a 
page  in  which  some  one  sentence  out  of 
every  three  does  not  deserve  to  be  quoted 
for  itself — as  motto  or  as  maxim. — Cole¬ 
ridge,  Samuel  Taylor,  1829,  Miscellanies , 
ed.  Ashe,  p.  327. 

Fuller  is  one  of  the  few  voluminous  au¬ 
thors  who  is  never  tedious.  ...  Of 
all  the  forms  of  wit,  Fuller  affects  that  of 
the  satirist  least.  Though  he  can  be  caus¬ 
tic,  and  sometimes  is  so,  he  does  not  often 
indulge  the  propensity  ;  and  when  he  does 
it  is  without  bitterness — a  sly  irony,  a 
good-humoured  gibe,  at  which  even  its 
object  could  hardly  have  helped  laughing, 
is  all  he  ventures  upon.  ...  So  ex¬ 
uberant  is  Fuller’s  wit,  that,  as  his  very 
elancholy  is  mirthful,  so  his  very  wis- 
•m  wears  motley.  But  it  is  wisdom  not- 
thstanding  ;  nor  are  there  many  authors, 
whom  we  shall  find  so  much  solid  sense 
d  practical  sagacity,  in  spite  of  the 
grotesque  disguise  in  which  they  masque 
themselves. — Rogers,  Henry,  1842,  Life 
and  Writings  of  Thomas  Fuller,  Edinburgh 
Review,  vol.  74,  pp.  384,  340,  343. 

Of  a  Banguine,  happy,  easy  tempera¬ 
ment,  a  jolly  Protestant  father  confessor, 
and  this  attracted  him  to  the  side  of  the 
laughing  muse.  Yet  he  abounds  in  quiet, 
beautiful  touches  both  of  poetry  and 
pathos.  — Gilfillan,  George,  1855,  A 
Third  Gallery  of  Portraits,  p.  393. 

One  of  the  liveliest  and  yet,  in  the  in¬ 
most  heart  of  him,  one  of  the  most  seri¬ 
ous  writers  one  can  meet  with.  I  speak 
of  this  writer  partly  because  there  is  no 
one  who  is  so  resolute  that  we  should 
treat  him  as  a  friend,  and  not  as  a  solemn 
dictator.  By  some  unexpected  jest,  or 
comical  turn  of  expression,  he  disappoints 
your  purpose  of  receiving  his  words  as  if 
they  were  fixed  in  print,  and  asserts  his 
right  to  talk  with  you,  and  convey  his 
subtle  wisdom  in  his  own  quaint  and  pe¬ 
culiar  dialect. — Maurice,  Frederick  Den¬ 
ison,  1856-74,  The  Friendship  of  Books 
and  Other  Lectures,  ed.  Hughes,  p.  18. 

The  wise  old  Fuller,  whom  no  lover  of 


wit,  truth,  beauty,  and  goodness  can  ever 
tire  of  reading. — Marsh,  George  P., 
1859,  Lectures  on  the  English  Language, 
First  Series,  p.  58. 

He  is  the  most  singular  writer,  full  of 
verbal  quibbling  and  quaintness  of  all 
kinds,  but  by  far  the  most  amusing  and 
engaging  of  all  the  rhetoricians  of  this 
school,  inasmuch  as  his  conceits  are  rarely 
mere  elaborate  feats  of  ingenuity,  but  are 
usually  informed  either  by  a  strong  spirit 
of  very  peculiar  humor  and  drollery,  or 
sometimes  even  by  a  warmth  and  depth  of 
feeling,  of  which  too,  strange  as  it  may 
appear,  the  oddity  of  his  phraseology  is 
often  a  not  ineffective  exponent.  He  was 
certainly  one  of  the  greatest  and  truest 
wits  that  ever  lived  :  he  is  witty  not  by  any 
sort  of  effort  at  all,  but  as  it  were  in  spite 
of  himself,  or  because  he  cannot  help  it. 

.  .  .  No  man  ever  (in  writing  at  least) 

made  so  many  jokes,  good,  bad,  and  in¬ 
different  ;  be  the  subject  what  it  may,  it 
does  not  matter;  in  season  and  out  of 
season  he  is  equally  facetious ;  he  cannot 
let  slip  an  occasion  of  saying  a  good  thing 
any  more  than  a  man  who  is  tripped  can 
keep  himself  from  falling;  the  habit  is  as 
irresistible  with  him  as  the  habit  of 
breathing;  and  yet  there  is  probably 
neither  an  ill-natured  nor  a  profane 
witticism  to  be  found  in  all  that  he  has 
written.  It  is  the  sweetest-blooded  wit 
that  was  ever  infused  into  man  or  book. 
And  how  strong  and  weighty,  as  well  as 
how  gentle  and  beautiful,  much  of  his 
writing  is! — Craik,  George  L.,  1861,  A 
Compendious  History  of  English  Litera¬ 
ture  and  of  the  English  Language,  vol.  II, 
pp.  65,  72. 

Quaint  but  full  and  sufficient. — Fris- 
well,  James  Hain,  1869,  Essays  on  Eng¬ 
lish  Writers,  p.  12. 

For  one  reason  or  another  Fuller  has 
become  a  kind  of  privileged  pet  amongst 
those  traders  in  literary  curiosities  whose 
favourite  hunting  ground  is  amongst  the 
great  writers  of  the  seventeenth  century. 
He  is  the  spoilt  child  of  criticism  whose 
most  audacious  revolts  against  the  re¬ 
spectable  laws  of  taste  have  an  irrestible 
claim.  Some  of  their  eulogies  rather 
tax  our  credulity.  ...  He  was  the 
most  buoyant  of  mankind;  and  if  he  ever 
knew  what  it  was  to  be  melancholy,  he 
could  find  relief  in  lamentations  so  lively 
as  to  sound  like  an  effusion  of  exuberant 
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spirits.  The  wonder  is  that  we  feel  this 
boyish  exhilaration  to  be  significant  of 
true  feeling.  Some  men  shed  tears  when 
they  are  deeply  moved  ;  Fuller  pours  forth 
a  string  of  quibbles.  It  is  a  singular 
idiosyncrasy  which  inverts  the  con¬ 
ventional  modes  of  expressing  devotion, 
and  makes  jokes,  good,  bad,  and  indiffer 
ent,  do  duty  for  sighs.  But  nobody  should 
read  Fuller  who  cannot  more  or  less 
understand  the  frame  of  mind  to  which 
such  fantastic  freaks  are  congenial ;  and 
those  who  do  will  learn  that,  if  in  one 
sense  he  is  the  most  childlike,  in  another 
he  is  amongst  the  most  manly  writers. 
He  enjoys  a  sort  of  rude  intellectual 
health,  which  enables  him  to  relish  childish 
amusements  to  the  end  of  his  days ,  and  it 
is  difficult  to  imagine  a  more  enviable  ac¬ 
complishment,  though  it  must  be  admitted 
that  it  leads  to  some  rather  startling 
literary  phenomena. — Stephen,  Leslie, 
1872,  Hours  in  a  Library,  Cornhill  Maoa 
zine,  vol.  25,  pp.  33,  44 

The  Quaintness  of  the  seventeenth  cen¬ 
tury  is  commonly  linked  with  the  name  of 
Thomas  Fuller,  not  because  he  is  the  most 
glaring  example,  but  rather  because  he  is 
one  of  the  few  high  class  writers  in  whom 
this  quality  is  conspicuous.  For  in  fact, 
although  quaintness  is  best  known  to  the 
modern  reader  through  his  writings,  yet 
he  does  not  afford  a  true  example  of  the 
fault  of  quaintness.  His  quaintness  is  a 
sort,  a  droll  sort  perhaps,  of  beauty; 
because  the  language  is  a  true  vesture  to 
the  thought,  and  Fuller  is  quaint  in  his 
very  thought.  The  quaintness  which  is 
blamable  rises  when  a  writer  is  more 
curious  about  his  diction  than  careful  to 
have  something  to  say  before  he  covers 
paper  with  decorated  words.  The  Quaint¬ 
ness  of  the  Seventeenth  century  is  a  phe¬ 
nomenon  of  the  same  nature  as  the 
Euphuism  of  the  Sixteenth.  It  is  like 
the  secular  return  of  an  epidemic  en¬ 
thusiasm. — Earle,  John,  1890,  English 
Prose ,  p.  452. 

Fuller  perhaps  has,  and  it  may  possibly 
be  due  to  a  sort  of  feeling  of  this  that, 
though  he  has  never  wanted  for  fervent 
admirers,  they  seem  always  rather  to 
have  shrunk  from  paying  him  the  greatest 
and  the  most  necessary,  if  the  most  try¬ 
ing,  honour  that  can  be  paid  to  an  au¬ 
thor  by  issuing  a  complete  edition  of 
his  works.  There  are  many  curious 


contradictions  in  Fuller’s  character,  both 
personal  and  literary,  and  it  is  not  im¬ 
possible  that  the  presence  of  them  com¬ 
municates  to  his  personality  and  his  litera¬ 
ture  the  almost  unmatched  piquancy  which 
both  possess,  and  which  have  never  failed 
to  attract  fit  persons.  A  Puritan  Cavalier 
(Dr.  Jessopp  calls  him  a  Puritan,  and 
though  I  should  hardly  go  so  far  myself, 
there  is  no  doubt  that  Fuller  leaned  far 
more  to  the  extreme  Protestant  side  than 
most  of  his  comrades  in  loyalty),  a  man  of 
the  sincerest  and  most  unaffected  piety, 
who  never  could  resist  a  joke,  an  early 
member  of  the  exactor  antiquarian  school 
of  historians,  who  was  certainly  not  a  very 
profound  or  wide  scholar,  and  who  con¬ 
stantly  laid  himself  open  to  the  animad¬ 
versions  of  others  by  his  defects  in  scholar¬ 
ship — Fuller  is  a  most  appetising  bundle 
of  contradictions.  But  his  contradictions 
undoubtedly  sometimes  disgust ;  and  per¬ 
haps  even  some  almost  insatiable  lovers 
of  “the  humour  of  it”  may  occasionally 
think  that  he  carries  the  humour  of  it  too 
far. — Saintsbury,  George,  1893,  English 
Prose,  cd.  Craik,  vol.  li,  p.  374. 

Without  endorsing  the  extravagant 
praise  of  Coleridge,  we  must  acknowledge 
that  the  wit  of  Filler  was  amazing,  if  he 
produced  too  many  examples  of  it  in  forms 
a  little  too  desultory  for  modern  taste. — 
Gosse,  Edmund  1897,  Short  History  of 
Modern  English  Literature,  p.  152. 

Of  all  our  many  English  writers  whom 
it  is  customary  to  designate  as  quaint, 
perhaps  Fuller  exhibits  a  quaintness  which 
savours  least  of  antiquity,  of  affectations 
now  quite  obsolete. — Tovey,  Duncan  C.f 
1897,  Reviews  and  Essays  in  English 
Literature ,  p.  39. 

As  a  theological  writer,  Fuller  is  dis¬ 
tinguished  by  earnest  piety  and  indomit¬ 
able  cheerfulness  rather  than  by  sublimity 
of  thought  or  intensity  of  emotion. 
Though  his  moderate  attitude  on  the  burn¬ 
ing  questions  of  the  day  did  not  entirely 
satisfy  either  of  the  great  religious 
parties,  it  enabled  him  to  continue  his 
ministry  through  all  the  vicissitudes  of 
the  Commonwealth  without  any  of  those 
vacillations  of  principle  by  which  other 
men  purchased  the  toleration  of  the  ruling 
powers.  His  temperament  unfitted  him 
for  entering  into  the  war  of  invective  and 
vituperation  that  was  raging  around  him. 
He  rarely  displays  either  enthusiasm  or 
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indignation,  preferring  to  interest  and 
amuse  rather  than  to  rouse  or  convince. 
The  homely  imagery,  of  which  his  sermons 
and  devotional  writings  are  full,  laid  him 
open  to  the  charge  of  levity ;  but  though 


his  similes  are  often  grotesque,  they  are 
seldom  actually  ludicrous,  while  their 
very  incongruity  sometimes  gives  an  added 
force  to  the  comparison. — Masters  an,  J. 
H.  B.,  1897,  The  Age  of  Milton,  p.  172. 


Peter  Heylin 

1600  1662 

Peter  Heylin,  D.  D.t  1600-1662,  a  learned  divine  of  the  English  Church,  educated 
at  Oxford,  who  took  part  with  the  royalists,  was  deprived  by  the  republicans,  and 
again  reinstated  in  his  ecclesiastical  dignities  on  the  restoration  of  the  Stuarts.  His 
writings  are  very  numerous,  and  are  mostly  historical  and  polemical.  Thirty-seven 
of  his  publications  are  enumerated.  The  following  are  some  of  them.  “History  of 
the  Reformation  of  the  Church  of  Scotland,”  fol.  ;  “History  of  the  Reformation 
Church  of  England,”  fol.  ;  “History  of  the  Presbyterians,”  fol.  ;  “Life  and  Death  of 
Archbishop  Laud,”  fol.,  etc. — Hart,  John  S.,  1872,  A  Manual  of  English  Literature , 


p.  175. 

PERSONAL 

He  was  a  person  endowed  with  singular 
gifts,  of  a  sharp  and  pregnant  wit,  solid 
and  clear  judgment.  In  his  younger  years 
he  was  accounted  an  excellent  poet,  but 
very  conceited  and  pragmatical,  in  his 
elder,  a  better  historian,  a  noted  preacher, 
ind  a  ready  or  extemporanean  speaker. — 
iVood,  Anthony,  1691-1721,  Athence 
Oxonienses,  vol.  n 279. 

LIFE  OF  LAUD 

Laud’s  Life  has  been  described  by  Peter 
Heylin,  D.  D.  ;  the  man  known  usually  in 
Presbyterian  Polemics  by  the  name  of 
“Lying  Peter.”  He  is  an  alert,  logical, 
metaphorical,  most  swift,  ingenious  man; 
alive  every  inch  of  him,  Episcopal  to  the 
very  finger-ends.  This  present  writer  has 
read  the  old  dim  folio,  every  word  of  it, 
with  faithful  industry,  with  truest  wish 
to  understand.  A  hope  did  dawn  on  him 
that  he  of  all  Adam’s  posterity  would  be 
the  last  that  undertook  such  a  trouble; 
some  one  of  Adam’s  sons  was  fated  to  be 
the  last ;  why  not  he  ?  It  had  been  too  sad  a 
task  otherwise.  For  if  the  truth  must  be 
told,  this  unfortunate  last  reader  found 
that  properly  he  did  not  “understand”  it 
in  the  least,  that  though  the  thing  lay 
plain,  patent  as  the  turnpike  highway,  no 
man  would  ever  more  understand  it.  For 
the  mournful  truth  is,  that  the  human 
brain  in  this  stage  of  its  progress,  refuses 
any  longer  to  concern  itself  with  Peter 
Heylin.  The  result  was.  no  increase  of 
knowledge  at  all.  Read  him  not,  0  reader 
of  this  nineteenth  century,  let  no  pedant 


persuade  you  to  read  him.  Spectres  and 
air-phantos  of  altars  in  the  East,  half¬ 
paces,  communion-rails,  shovel-hatteries, 
and  mummeries  and  genuflexions;  I  for 
one,  0  Peter,  have  forever  lost  the  talent 
of  taking  any  interest  in  them,  this  way 
or  that.  As  good  to  say  it  free  out.  My 
3ight  strains  itself  looking  at  them;  dis¬ 
cerns  them  to  be  verily  phantoms,  air- 
woven,  brain-woven  ;  disowned  by  Nature, 
noxious  to  health  and  life, — dreary  as  an 
aged  cobweb  full  of  dust  and  dead  flies. 
Peter,  my  friend,  it  is  enough  to  sit  two 
centuries  as  an  incubus  upon  the  human 
soul ;  thou  wouldst  not  continue  it  into  the 
third  century?  Thou  art  requested  in 
terms  of  civilty  to  disappear.  Incubuses 
have  one  duty  to  do :  withdraw.  Were 
Peter’s  Book  well  burnt  and  not  a  copy 
of  it  left,  this  therefore  were  the  balance 
of  accounts:  human  knowledge  where  it 
was,  and  two  weeks  of  time  and  misery 
saved  to  many  men.  On  these  terms,  this 
last  reader  will  not  grudge  having  read. 
— Carlyle,  Thomas,  1844-49-98,  His¬ 
torical  Sketches  of  Noble  Persons  and 
Events  in  the  Reigns  of  James  I.  and 
Charles  I.,  p.  274. 

We  must  pay  our  tribute,  however,  to 
the  contemporary  historian,  to  the  vivid, 
amusing,  clever  Heylin.  Heylin  was  one 
of  those  persons  whom  Laud  picked  up  in 
the  course  of  his  administration  (as  he 
did  many  others),  and  set  to  work  in  the 
Church  cause.  He  wrote  books  and 
pamphlets  when  Laud  wanted  them,  and 
supplied  the  Archbishop  with  university 
and  clerical  information.  It  was  Laud’s 
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character  to  be  most  good-natured  and 
familiar  with  his  subordinates — with  any 
who  worked  under  him,  and  did  what  he 
told  them  ;  and  Heylin  thoroughly  enjoyed 
and  relished  his  good  graces.  There  is  an 
amusing  under-stream  of  self-congratula¬ 
tion  throughout  his  biography,  at  his 
participation  of  the  great  man’s  patron¬ 
age.  He  seems  to  have  been  occasionally 
told  secrets  and  let  behind  the  scenes — a 
matter  of  great  pride  to  him.  He  com¬ 
municates  the  information,  with  a  kind  of 
sly,  invisible  smirk  in  the  background, 
and  a  nudge  under  the  table  to  the  reader 
—to  remind  him  of  the  Archbishop’s 
cleverness,  not  forgetting  the  biogra¬ 
pher’s.  The  former  would  not  have  been 
particularly  obliged,  on  one  or  -two  oc¬ 
casions,  for  the  candid  display  of  his 
strategics,  and  bits  of  necessary  state¬ 
craft,  in  his  devoted  admirer’s  pages.— 
Mozlisy,  J.  13. ,  1845-78,  Archbishop  Laud, 
Essays  Historical  and  Theological,  vol.  I, 
V-  107. 

GENERAL 

(1)  I  knew  him  a  man  of  able  parts 
and  learning;  God  sanctify  both  to  his 
Glory  and  the  Church’s  good!  (2)  Of  an 
eager  spirit,  with  him  of  whom  it  was 
said,  Quicquul  voluit ,  valde  voluit.  (3)  Of 
a  tart  and  smart  style,  endeavouring  to 
down  with  all  which  stood  betwixt  him 
and  his  opinion.  (4)  Not  over  dutiful  in 
his  language  to  the  Fathers  of  the  Church 
(what  then  may  children  expect  of  him?), 
if  contrary  in  judgment  to  him.  Lastly, 
and  chiefly :  One,  the  edge  of  whose  keen¬ 
ness  is  not  taken  off  by  the  death  of  his 
adversary  ;  witness  his  writing  against  the 
Archbishops  of  York  and  Armagh  [who 
both  died  in  1656].  The  fable  tells  me 
that  the  tanner  was  the  worst  of  all  mas¬ 
ters  to  his  cattle,  as  who  would  not  only 
load  them  soundly  whilst  living,  but  tan 
their  hides  when  dead  ;  and  none  could 
blame  one  if  unwilling  to  exasperate  such 
a  pen.  which,  if  surviving,  would  prosecute 
his  adversary  into  his  grave.  The  premises 
made  me,  though  not  servilely  fearful 
(which,  praise  God,  I  am  not  of  any 
writer)  yet  generally  cautious  not  to  give 
him  any  personal  provocation,  knowing 
that  though  both  our  pens  were  long,  the 
world  was  wide  enough  for  them  without 
crossing  each  other. — Fuller,  Thomas, 
1659,  The  Appeal  of  Injured  Innocence. 

His  knowledge  in  history  and  divinity 


was  extensive ;  but  he  wrote  with  more 
ease  than  elegance  ;  and  his  memory,  which 
was  very  extraordinary,  was  better  than 
his  judgment.  He  is  not  free  from  the 
leaven  and  acrimony  of  party-prejudice. 
The  generality  of  hia  writings  are  in  no 
great  esteem  at  present;  but  his  “Help 
to  History,”  which  is  a  work  of  great 
utility,  deserves  particular  commendation. 
— Granger,  James,  1769  1824,  Bio¬ 
graphical  History  of  England ,  vol.  V,  p.  40. 

Heylin,  in  his  history  of  the  Puritans 
and  the  Presbyterians ,  blackens  them  for 
political  devils.  He  is  the  Spagnolet  of 
history,  delighting  himself  with  horrors  at 
which  the  painter  himself  must  have 
started.  He  tells  of  their  “oppositions” 
to  monarchical  and  episcopal  government; 
their  “innovations”  in  the  church;  and 
their  “embroilments”  of  the  kingdoms. 
The  sword  rages  in  their  hands ;  treason, 
sacrilege,  plunder;  while  “more  of  the 
blood  of  Englishmen  had  poured  like  water 
within  the  space  of  four  years,  than  had 
been  shed  in  the  civil  wars  of  York  and 
Lancaster,  in  four  centuries  !” — Disraeli, 
Isaac,  1791- 1824,  '‘Political  Religionism," 
Curiosities  of  Literature. 

A  party  writer,  to  be  read  with  caution. 
He  perverts  and  misrepresents.—  Bicker- 
steth,  Edward,  1844,  The  Christian 
Student. 

As  an  historian,  Jie  displays  too  much 
of  the  spirits  of  a  partisan  and  bigot,  and 
stands  among  the  defenders  of  civil  and 
ecclesiastical  tyranny.  His  works,  though 
now  almost  forgotten,  were  much  read  in 
the  seventeenth  century,  and  portions  of 
them  may  still  be  perused  with  pleasure. 
— Chambers,  Robert,  1876,  Cyclopaedia 
of  English  Literature,  ed.  Carruthers. 

Heylyn  was  a  man  of  undoubted  sin¬ 
cerity,  of  quick  and  active,  if  somewhat 
superficial,  intellect,  and  of  a  temper 
which  found  satisfaction  only  in  con¬ 
troversy.  If,  in  his  triumph,  he  often 
pressed  the  advantage  hard  against  his 
antagonists,  he  accepted,  with  undaunted 
spirit,  the  fate  of  the  conquered,  and 
throughout  his  life  he  neither  gave  nor 
asked  for  quarter.  His  memory  was  enor¬ 
mous,  and  his  learning  various,  although 
ill  digested :  and  while  he  grasped  clearly 
and  tenaciously  the  principles  of  Laudas 
policy,  and  frequently  had  the  best  of  his 
antagonists  in  arguments,  he  was  without 
judgment,  imagination,  or  any  sense  of 
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proportion.  He  did  not  altogether  lack 
wit,  but  his  sarcasm  is  rough  and  boister¬ 
ous  rather  than  keen.  .  .  .  Like  all 

his  contemporaries,  Heylyn  always  avoids 
a  slipshod  style:  and  we  are  never  allowed 
to  forget  that  he  belonged  to  a  school 


which  followed,  as  closely  as  it  might,  the 
classical  models,  and  aimed  at  least,  if  it 
did  not  always  succeed  in  its  aim,  at  giv¬ 
ing  to  history  a  worthy  and  dignified 
literary  dress.— Craik,  Henry,  1893,  cd., 
English  Prose,  vol.  II,  pp.  247,  248. 


John  Gauden 

1605-1662 

Born  at  Mayland,  Essex,  1605:  died  Sept.  20,  1662.  An  English  prelate,  appointed 
bishop  of  Exeter  in  1660,  and  translated  to  the  see  of  Worcester  in  .May,  1662.  He 
graduated  at  Oxford  ;  became  vicar  of  Chippenham  in  1640;  was  chaplain  to  the  Earl 
of  Warwick ;  was  appointed  dean  of  Booking,  Essex,  in  1641 ;  and  was  chosen  a  mem¬ 
ber  of  the  Assembly  of  Divines  in  1643,  but  was  not  allowed  to  take  his  seat.  He 
wrote  “Cromwell’s  Bloody  Slaughter  House,  etc.”  (1660),  “Tears  of  the  Church” 


(1659),  “l<po  Ecclesi®  Anglican* 

and  Prayers  of  the  Church  of  England,’ 
Century  Cyclopedia  of  Names,  p.  427. 

ICON  BASILIKE 

The  particular  which  you  often  renewed 
I  do  confesse  was  imparted  to  me  under 
secrecy,  and  of  which  I  did  not  take 
myself  to  be  at  liberty  to  take  notice,  and 
truly  when  it  ceases  to  be  a  sceret  I  know 
nobody  will  be  glad  of  it  except  Mr.  Mil- 
ton.  I  have  very  often  wished  1  had 
never  been  trusted  with  it. — Clarendon, 
Lord  (Edward  Hyde),  1661,  Letter  to 
John  Gauden,  Clarendon  State  Papers,  iii, 
Supplement,  pp,  xxvi,  xxxii. 

It  may  be  expected  Jhat  we  should  here 
mention  the  “Icon  Basilik6,”  a  work  pub¬ 
lished  in  the  king’s  name  a  few  days  after 
his  execution.  It  seems  almost  impossible, 
in  the  controverted  parts  of  history,  to 
say  anything  which  will  satisfy  the  zealots 
of  both  parties :  but  with  regard  to  the 
genuineness  of  that  production,  it  is  not 
easy  for  an  historian  to  fix  any  opinion 
which  will  be  entirely  to  his  own  satisfac¬ 
tion.  The  proofs  brought  to  evince  that 
this  work  is  or  is  not  the  king’s  are  so 
convincing,  that  if  an  impartial  reader 
peruse  any  one  side  apart,  he  will  think  it 
impossible  that  arguments  could  be  pro¬ 
duced  sufficient  to  counterbalance  so 
strong  an  evidence ;  and  when  he  compares 
both  sides,  he  will  be  Borne  time  at  a  loss 
to  fix  any  determination.  Should  an  ab¬ 
solute  suspense  of  judgment  be  found  dif¬ 
ficult  or  disagreeable  in  so  interesting  a 
question,  I  must  confess  that  I  much  in¬ 
cline  to  give  the  preference  to  the  argu¬ 
ments  of  the  royalists.  The  testimonies 
which  prove  that  performance  to  be  the 


Suspiria,  or  the  Tears,  Sighs,  Complaints, 

'  etc. — Smith,  Benjamin  E.,  1894-97,  The 

king’s,  are  more  numerous,  certain,  and 
direct,  than  those  on  the  other  side.  This 
is  the  case,  even  if  we  consider  the  ex¬ 
ternal  evidence;  but  when  we  wreigh  the 
internal,  derived  from  the  style  and  com¬ 
position,  there  is  no  manner  of  comparison. 
These  meditations  resemble,  in  elegance, 
purity,  neatness,  and  simplicity,  the  genius 
of  those  performances  which  we  know 
with  certainty  to  have  flowed  from  the 
royal  pen;  but  are  so  unlike  the  bombast, 
perplexed,  rhetorical  and  corrupt  style  of 
Dr. Gauden, to  whom  they  are  ascribed,  that 
no  human  testimony  seems  sufficient  to 
convince  us  that  he  was  the  author.  Yet 
all  the  evidences  which  would  rob  the  king 
of  that  honour,  tend  to  prove  that  Dr. 
Gauden  had  the  merit  of  writing  so  fine  a 
performance,  and  the  infamy  of  imposing 
it  on  the  world  for  the  king’s. — Hume, 
David,  1762,  The  History  of  England, 
Charles  7. 

He  had  a  hand  in  the  publication  of 
the  “Eikon  Basilike,”  and  has  been  re¬ 
puted  the  author  of  it;  but  that  he  actu¬ 
ally  wrote  it  is  abundantly  disproved  by 
external  and  internal  evidence.  .  .  . 

Whoever  examines  the  writings  of  the 
royal  and  reverend  authors,  will  find  them 
specifically  different;  and  must,  from 
taste  and  sentiment,  conclude,  as  well  as 
from  the  peculiar  circumstances  of  both 
writers,  that  Charles  could  no  more  de¬ 
scend  to  write  like  Gauden,  than  Gauden 
could  rise  to  the  purity  and  dignity 
of  Charles.  The  style  of  the  divine  iB 
more  debased  with  the  pedantry,  than 
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embellished  with  the  elegancies  of  learn¬ 
ing.—  Granger,  James,  1769-1824,  Bi¬ 
ographical  History  of  England ,  vol.  Ill,  p. 
321. 

Like  the  spurious  political  legacies, 
however,  of  other  statesmen,  the  “Icon 
Basilike"  contained  nothing  beyond  the 
familiar  meditations  and  the  limited  ob¬ 
servation  of  a  court  divine,  and,  if  more 
chaste  and  correct  than  Gauden’s,  the 
style  appeared,  when  impartially  exam¬ 
ined,  to  be  far  more  elegant  and  diffusive 
than  that  of  the  king.  Laing,  Malcolm, 
1800  4,  The  History  of  Scotland,  vol.  ill, 
p.  407. 

There  ismuch  in  the“EIKOX  BA5IAIKU” 
itself  which  forbids  me  to  believe  that 
Charles  was  the  real  auLhor*  though  the 
latter,  whoever  he  were,  may  have  oc¬ 
casionally  consulted  and  copied  the  royal 
papers;  and  the  claim  of  Gauden  appears 
too  firmly  established  to  be  shaken  by  the 
imperfect  and  conjectural  improbabilities 
which  have  hitherto  been  produced  against 
it.— Ling ARD-,  John,  1809-44,  A  History 
of  England ,  vol.  x,  p.  482,  note. 

One  topic  however  remains,  on  which 
the  biographer  of  Charles  appears  called 
upon  to  declare  an  opinion,  —the  authen¬ 
ticity  of  the  work  entitled  “Icon  Basilike," 
published  in  the  name  of  the  king  imme¬ 
diately  after  his  death.  On  a  patient  ex¬ 
amination  of  the  evidence  adduced  on  both 
sides,  she  has  no  hesitation  in  stating  her 
entire  conviction  that  Dr.  Gauden  was,  as 
he  affirmed  himself  to  be,  the  real  author 
of  that  book,  for  which  he  was  rewarded 
by  Charles  II.  with  a  bishopric;  and  the 
composition  of  which  Clarendon,  with 
every  facility  for  ascertaining  the  truth, 
has  carefully  abstained  from  claiming  for 
the  king,  whose  character  it  was  the  ex¬ 
press  purpose  of  his  History  to  vindicate 
and  to  exalt— Aikin,  LUCY,  1833,  Mem¬ 
oirs  of  The  Court  of  King  Charles  the 
First,  vol.  II,  p.  376. 

The  famous  “Icon  Basilice, "  ascribed 
to  Charles  I.,  may  deserve  a  place  in  lit¬ 
erary  history.  If  we  could  trust  its  pan¬ 
egyrists,  few  books  in  our  language  have 
done  it  more  credit  by  dignity  of  senti¬ 
ment,  and  beauty  of  style.  It  can  hardly 
be  necessary  for  me  to  express  my  unhes¬ 
itating  conviction,  that  it  was  solely  writ¬ 
ten  by  Bishop  Gauden,  who,  after  the 
Restoration,  unequivocally  claimed  it  as 
his  own.  The  folly  and  impudence  of  such 


a  claim,  if  it  could  not  be  substantiated, 
are  not  to  be  presumed  as  to  any  man  of 
good  understanding,  fair  character,  and 
high  station,  without  stronger  evidence 
than  has  been  alleged  on  the  other  side ; 
especially  when  we  find  that  those  who 
had  the  best  means  of  inquiry,  at  a  time 
when  it  seems  impossible  that  the  falsehood 
of  Gauden’s  assertion  should  not  have  been 
demonstrated,  if  it  were  false,  acquiesced 
in  his  pretensions.  We  have  very  little 
to  place  against  this,  except  secondary 
testimony ;  vague,  for  the  most  part,  in 
itself  and  collected  by  those  whose  verac¬ 
ity  has  not  been  put  to  the  test  like  that 
of  Gauden.  The  style  also  of  the  “Icon 
Basilice"  has  been  identified  by  Mr.  Todd 
with  that  of  Gauden  by  the  use  of  several 
phrases  so  peculiar,  that  we  can  hardly 
conceive  them  to  have  suggested  them¬ 
selves  to  more  than  one  person.  It  is, 
nevertheless,  superior  to  his  acknowledged 
writings.  A  strain  of  majestic  melancholy 
is  well  kept  up ;  but  the  personated  sov¬ 
ereign  is  rather  too  theatrical  for  real 
nature,  the  language  is  too  rhetorical  and 
amplified,  the  periods  too  artificially  elab¬ 
orated.  None  but  scholars  and  practised 
writers  employ  such  a  style  as  this. — 
Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction  to 
the  Literature  of  Europe,  pt.  iii,  ch.  vii, 
par.  37. 

In  that  year  (1692)  an  honest  old  cler¬ 
gyman  named  Walker,  who  had,  in  the 
time  of  the  Commonwealth,  been  Gauden’s 
curate,  wrote  a  book  which  convinced  all 
sensible  and  dispassionate  readers  that 
Gauden,  and  not  Charles  the  First,  was  the 
author  of  the  “Icon  Basilike." — Macau¬ 
lay,  Thomas  Babington,  1855,  History 
of  England,  eh.  xix. 

The  death  of  Charles  gave  fresh  vigor 
to  the  Royalist  cause,  and  the  new  loyalty 
was  stirred  to  enthusiasm  by  the  publica¬ 
tion  of  the  “Eikon  Basilike,"  a  work 
really  due  to  the  ingenuity  of  Dr.  Gauden, 
a  Presbyterian  minister,  but  which  was 
believed  to  have  been  composed  by  the 
King  himself  in  his  later  hours  of  captiv¬ 
ity,  and  which  reflected  with  admirable 
skill  the  hopes,  the  suffering,  and  the 
piety  of  the  Royal  “martyr." — Green, 
John  Richard,  1874,  A  Short  History  qf 
the  English  People,  ch.  viii,  sec.  ix. 

The  most  important  in  its  influence  of 
all  the  books  brought  out  during  the 
period  of  the  Church’s  proscription  was 
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unquestionably  the  “Eikon  Basilike, "  a 
“portraiture  of  his  Sacred  Majesty  in  his 
sufferings."  The  skilful  work  of  Dr. 
Gauden.  one  of  Charles's  chaplains,  it  ex¬ 
pressed  with  extraordinary  fidelity,  and  at 
the  same  time  idealised  with  masterly  art, 
the  feelings  that  had  moved  the  king  when 
his  conscience  spoke  most  clearly.  The 
love  of  his  people  and  the  love  of  God,  the 
steadfast  determination  not  to  impair  his 
own  prerogative  or  imperil  the  fabric  of 
the  Church,  personal  abasement  and  moral 
grandeur,  these  were  interwoven  with 


rare  delicacy  and  insight.  No  book  had 
ever  been  so  popular.  It  was  impossible 
to  suppress  it:  equally  impossible  to  an¬ 
swer.  Forty-seven  editions  of  it  were 
soon  exhausted ;  and  if  it  contained  argu¬ 
ments  for  kingship,  it  contained  ten  times 
as  many  indirectly  for  Anglicanism  and 
the  system  of  Laud.  The  horror  and  pity 
which  it  evoked  made  Charles  a  saint  and 
Laud  a  martyr,  and  enlisted  all  the  senti¬ 
ment  of  the  age  on  the  side  of  the  Monarchy 
and  the  Church. — liUTTON,  \Y.  II.,  1895, 
Social  England ,  ed.  Traill,  vol.  tv,  p.  288. 


Robert  Sanderson 

1587  1663 


Robert  Sanderson,  greatest  of  English  casuists,  was  born  19th  September  1587, 
either  at  Sheffield  or  at  his  father’s  seat,  Gilthwaite  Hall  near  Rotherham.  From 
■Rotherham  grammar-school  he  passed  in  his  thirteenth  year  to  Lincoln  College,  Oxford, 
of  which  he  became  a  fellow  (1606),  reader  of  logic  (1608),  and  thrice  subrector 
(1613-16),  in  the  last  year  being  also  chosen  senior  proctor.  In  1631  he  became 
king’s  chaplain,  was  created  D.  D.  in  1636,  in  1646  48  filled  the  regius  chair  of 
Divinity  at  Oxford,  and  was  parson  of  Boothby-Pagnell  for  upwards  of  forty  years 
(1619-60),  even  through  all  the  Great  Rebellion.  In  1660  he  became  Bishop  of 
Lincoln.  To  him  are  due  the  present  preface  to  the  Prayer-book  and  the  General  Con¬ 
fession.  He  died  at  his  palace  of  Buckden,  Hunts,  29th  Jan.  1663.  Ilis  works  (6 
vols.  1854)  comprise,  besides  sermons,  the  “Logic®  Artis  Compendium’’  (1615), 
“De  Obligatione  Conscientiae  Praelectiones"  (1647);  new  ed.  by  Whewell,  (1851), 
“Nine  Cases  of  Conscience  Resolved"  (1628-78),  and  “Episcopacy  not  Prejudicial  to 
the  Regal  Power"  (1661). — Patrick  and  Groome,  eds.,  1897,  Chambers's  Biographical 
Dictionary,  p.  822. 


PERSONAL 

He  was  a  lover  of  musique,  and  was 
wont  to  play  on  his  base  violl,  and  also  to 
sing  to  it.  He  was  a  lover  of  heraldry, 
and  gave  it  in  chardge  in  his  articles  of 
enquiry ;  but  the  clergie-men  made  him 
such  a  lamentable  imperfect  returne  that 
it  signified  nothing.  The  very  Parliamen¬ 
tarians  reverenced  him  for  his  learning 
and  his  vertue,  so  that  he  alwayes  kept 
his  living,  quod  N.  B.  (the  information  in 
the  Oxon.  Antiq.  was  false).  He  had  no 
great  memorie,  I  am  certaine  not  a  sure 
one ;  when  1  was  a  fresh-man  and  heard 
him  read  his  first  lecture,  he  was  out  in 
the  Lord’s  Prayer.  He  alwayes  read  his 
sermons  and  lectures.  Had  his  memorie 
been  greater  his  judgement  had  been  lesse : 
they  are  like  two  well-bucketts. — Au¬ 
brey,  John,  1669-96,  Brief  Lives,  ed. 
Clark,  vol.  II,  p.  212. 

He  was  moderately  tall :  his  behaviour 
had  in  it  much  of  a  plain  comeliness,  and 


very  little,  yet  enough,  of  ceremony  or 
courtship ;  his  looks  and  motion  mani¬ 
fested  affability  and  mildness,  and  yet  he 
had  with  these  a  calm,  but  so  matchless  a 
fortitude,  as  secured  him  from  complying 
with  any  of  those  many  Parliament  injunc¬ 
tions,  that  interfered  with  a  doubtful  con¬ 
science.  His  learning  was  methodical  and 
exact,  his  wisdom  useful,  his  integrity 
visible,  and  his  whole  life  so  unspotted, 
that  all  ought  to  be  preserved  as  copies 
for  posterity  to  write  after ;  the  Clergy 
especially,  who  with  impure  hands  ought 
not  to  offer  sacrifice  to  that  God,  whose 
pure  eyes  abhor  iniquity.  There  was  in 
his  Sermons  no  improper  rhetoric,  nor  such 
perplexed  divisions,  as  may  be  said  to  be 
like  too  much  light,  that  so  dazzles  the 
eyes,  that  the  sight  becomes  less  perfect: 
but  there  was  therein  no  want  of  useful 
matter,  nor  waste  of  words ;  and  yet  such 
clear  distinctions  as  dispelled  all  confused 
notions,  and  made  his  hearers  depart  both 
wiser,  and  more  confirmed  in  virtuouB 
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resolutions.  Ilis  memory  was  so  match¬ 
less  and  firm,  as  ’twas  only  overcome  by 
his  bashfulness;  for  he  alone,  or  to  a 
friend,  could  repeat  all  the  Odes  of  Hor¬ 
ace,  all  Tully’s  Offices,  and  much  of  Juve- 
nal  and  Persius,  without  book  :  and  would 
say,  “the repetition  of  one  of  the  Odes  of 
Horace  to  himself,  was  to  him  such  music, 
as  a  lesson  on  the  viol  was  to  others, 
when  they  played  it  to  themselves  or 
friends.”  Walton,  Izaak,  1678,  The 
Life  of  Dr.  Robert  Sanderson. 

Whether  you  consider  him  in  his  writ¬ 
ings  or  conversation,  from  his  first  book 
of  logic  to  his  divinity  lectures,  sermons 
and  other  excellent  discourses,  the  vast¬ 
ness  of  his  judgment,  the  variety  of  his 
learning,  all  laid  out  for  public  benefit, 
his  unparalleled  meekness,  humility  and 
constancy,  you  cannot  but  confess  that  the 
Church  of  England  could  not  lose  a  greater 
pillar,  a  better  man,  and  more  accom¬ 
plished  divine.  Wood,  ANTHONY,  1691- 
1721,  Athena  Oxonienses,  voL.  u,  f.  322 


GENERAL 

Dr.  Sanderson,  who  stands  at  the  head 
of  all  casuists,  ancient  and  modern,  was 
frequently  consulted  by  Charles  I.  .  .  . 
His  Sermons  still  maintain  their  reputa¬ 
tion  for  clearness  of  reason ,  and  a  purity 
of  style,  which  seems  to  be  the  effect  of  it. 
—Granger,  James,  1769-1824,  Biograph¬ 
ical  History  of  England,  vol.  V,  p.  78. 

■Sanderson  was  .ue  greatest  casuist  in 
the  world.— W.l,ford,  John,  1741,  Me¬ 
morials  and  Characters. 

Sanderson  was  the  most  celebrated  of 
the  English  casuists. — Hallam,  Henry, 
1837-39,  Introduction  to  the  Literature  of 
Europe,  pi.  iii,  eh.  iv,  par.  24. 

His  works,  though  not  abounding  with 
the  grace  of  the  gospel,  do  not,  as  far  as 
we  have  read  them,  present  views  oppos¬ 
ing  that  grace.  .  .  .  His  sermons 

are  rather  dry  and  repulsive,  but  more 
correct  than  some  later  writers.  — Bickep.- 
steth,  Edward,  1844,  The  Christian  Stu¬ 
dent,  pp.  247,  495. 


Katherine  Philips 

1631-1664 


Katherine  Philips,  1631-1664.  Born  [Katherine  Fowler],  in  London,  1  Jan.  1631. 
Educated  in  London  Married  to  James  Philips,  1647.  After  her  marriage,  formed 
society  of  persons  known  by  fanciful  names  ;  herself  adopting  that  of  Orinda.  Tragedy, 
“Pompey”  (from  Corneille),  produced  at  Smock-Alley  Theatre,  Dublin,  Feb.  1663. 
Died,  in  London,  22  June  1664.  Buried  in  church  of  St.  Benet  Sherehog. 

“Pompey”  (anon.),  1663  (3rdedn.,  same  year);  “Poems”  (unauthorized  edition),  1664. 
Post hu mous:  “ Poems,  ”  ed.  by  Sir C.  Cotterel,  1667  ;  “Letters  of  Orinda  to  Poliarchus,” 
1705. — Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  227. 


PERSONAL 

From  her  cosen  Blacket,  who  lived 
with  her  from  her  s  wad  ling  cloutes  to 
eight,  and  taught  her  to  read: — She  in¬ 
formes  me  viz. —when  a  child  she  was 
mighty  apt  to  learne,  and  she  assures  me 
that  she  had  read  the  Bible  through  be¬ 
fore  she  was  full  four  yeares  old ;  she 
could  have  sayd  I  know  not  how  many 
places  of  Scripture  and  chapters.  She 
was  a  frequent  hearer  of  sermons  ;  had  an 
excellent  memory  and  could  have  brought 
away  a  sermon  in  her  memory.  Very 
good-natured;  not  at  all  high-minded; 
pretty  fatt;  not  tall;  reddish  faced. — 
Aubrey,  John,  1669-96,  Brief  Lives ,  ed. 
Clark,  vol.  II,  p.  154. 

As  few  ladies  ever  lived  more  happy  in 
her  friends  than  our  poetess,  so  those 
friends  have  done  justice  to  her  memory, 


and  celebrated  her,  when  dead,  for  those 
virtues  they  admired,  when  living.  Mr. 
Dryden  more  than  once  mentions  her  with 
honour,  and  Mr.  Cowley  has  written  an 
excellent  Ode  upon  her  death. — Cibber, 
Theophilus,  1753,  Lives  of  the  Poets,  vol. 
II,  p.  156. 

It  was  not  until  the  second  half  of  the 
seventeenth  century  that  women  began  to 
be  considered  competent  to  undertake  lit¬ 
erature  as  a  profession.  In  the  crowded 
galaxy  of  Elizabethan  and  Jacobean  poets 
there  is  no  female  star  even  of  the  seventh 
magnitude.  But  with  the  Restoration, 
the  wives  and  daughters,  who  had  learned 
during  the  years  of  exile  to  act  in  politi¬ 
cal  and  diplomatic  intrigue  with  indepen¬ 
dence  and  skill,  took  upon  themselves  to 
write  independently  too,  and  the  last  forty 
years  of  the  century  are  crowded  with  the 
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names  of  “celebrated  scribbling  women.” 
Among  all  these  the  Matchless Orinda  takes 
the  foremost  place — not  exactly  by  merit, 
for  Aphra  Behn  surpassed  her  in  genius, 
Margaret,  Duchess  of  Newcastle,  in  ver¬ 
satility,  and  Catherine  Trotter  in  profes¬ 
sional  zeal ;  but  by  the  moral  eminence 
which  she  attained  through  her  elevated 
public  career,  and  which  she  sealed  by  her 
tragical  death.  When  the  seventeenth  cen¬ 
tury  thought  of  a  poetess,  it  naturally 
thought  of  Orinda;  her  figure  overtopped 
those  of  her  literary  sisters;  she  was 
more  dignified,  more  regal  in  her  attitude 
to  the  public,  than  they  were ;  and,  in 
fine,  she  presents  us  with  the  best  type 
we  possess  of  the  woman  of  letters  in  the 
seventeenth  century. — Gosse,  Edmund, 
1883,  Seventeenth-Century  Studies,  p.  205. 

GENERAL 

Thou  dost  my  wonder,  wouldst  my  envy 
raise, 

If  to  be  prais’d  I  lov’d  more  than  to  praise; 

Where’er  I  see  an  excellence, 

I  most  admire  to  see  thy  well-knit  sense. 

Thy  uumbers  gentle,  and  thy  Fancies  high: 
Those  as  thy  forehead  smooth,  these  spark¬ 
ling  as  thine  eye. 

'Tis  solid,  and  ’tis  manly  all, 

Or  rather  ’tis  Angelical; 

For  a s  in  Angels,  we 
Do  in  thy  Verses  see 
Both  improv’d  Sexes  eminently  meet; 
They  are  than  Man  more  strong,  and  more 
than  Woman  sweet. 

— Cowley,  Abraham,  1663,  On  Orinda's 
Poems. 

.  .  soft  Orinda,  whose  bright  shining 

Name, 

Stands  next  great  Sappho’s  in  the  Ranks  of 
Fame:  .  .  . 

— Oldham,  John,  1681,  A  Pastoral  on  the 
Death,  of  the  Earl  of  Rochester. 

A  woman’s  Poems,  the  Lady  Catherine 
Philips,  are  far  above  contempt;  but 
that  is  best  to  me  which  is  most  holy. — 
Baxter,  Richard,  1681,  Poetical  Frag¬ 
ments,  Prefatory  Address. 

She  was  author  of  several  poems,  which 
are  more  to  be  admired  for  propriety  and 
beauty  of  thought,  than  for  harmony  of 
versification,  in  which  she  was  generally 
deficient. — Granger,  James,  1769-1824, 
Biographical  History  of  England,  vol.  IV, 
p.  45. 

Cannot  be  said  to  have  been  a  woman 
of  genius;  but  her  verses  betoken  an 
interesting  and  placid  enthusiasm  of  heart, 


and  a  cultivated  taste,  that  form  a  beau¬ 
tiful  specimen  of  female  character. — 
Campbell,  Thomas,  1819,  Specimens  oj 
the  British  Poets,  p.  265. 

Some  of  the  verses  of  Katherine  Philips, 

.  .  .  have  an  easy  though  antithetical 

style,  like  the  lighter  ones  of  Cowley,  or 
the  verses  of  Sheffield  and  his  French 
contemporaries.— Hunt,  Leigh,  1847, 
Specimens  oj  British  Poetesses ;  Men, 
Women ,  and  Books. 

Mrs.  Philips  has  always  seemed  to  me  to 
be  one  of  the  best  of  our  Female  Poets. 
Her  versification,  though  often  careless, 
is  chaste  and  harmonious,  and  her  senti¬ 
ments  extremely  pure  and  excellent. — 
Royvton,  Frederic,  1848,  The  Female 
Poets  of  Great  Britain ,  p.  67. 

Orinda,  though  not  exactly  “match¬ 
less,”  must  have  been  a  very  gifted 
woman — of  elevated  mind  and  character, 
warm  attachments,  and  no  inconsiderable 
poetic  endowment :  she  was  full  mistress 
of  the  faculty  of  nervous  and  direct  ex¬ 
pression  in  verse. — Rossetti,  William 
Michael,  1872-78,  ed.f  Humorous  Poems , 
p.  149. 

Did  much  to  acclimatize  in  England  the 
refinements,  elegancies,  and  heroism  d 
panache  of  her  French  neighbours.  With 
the  help  of  her  friends  she  translated 
some  of  the  plays  of  Corneille,  not  with¬ 
out  adding  something  to  the  original  to 
make  it  look  more  heroical. — Jusserand, 
J.  J.,  1890,  The  English  Novel  in  the 
Time  of  Shakespeare,  p.  370. 

Modem  criticism  has  entirely  neglected 
her.  I  cannot  find  that  any  writer  of  au¬ 
thority  has  mentioned  her  name  with  in¬ 
terest  since  Keats,  in  1817,  when  he  was 
writing  “Endymion,”  came  across  her 
poems  at  Oxford,  and  in  writing  to  Rey¬ 
nolds  remarked  that  he  found  “a  most 
delicate  fancy  of  the  Fletcher  kind”  in 
her  poems,  and  quoted  one  piece  of  ten 
stanzas  to  prove  it.  Nor  was 

she,  like  so  many  of  her  contemporaries, 
an  absurd,  or  preposterous,  or  unclean 
writer :  her  muse  was  uniformly  pure  and 
reasonable  ;  her  influence,  which  was  very 
great,  was  exercised  wholly  in  favour  of 
what  was  beautiful  and  good ;  and  if  she 
failed,  it  is  rather  by  the  same  accident 
by  which  so  many  poets  of  less  intelligence 
have  unexpectedly  succeeded. — Gosse, 
Edmund,  1883,  Seventeenth-Century  Stud¬ 
ies,  pp.  205,  206. 
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Her  poetry  is  not  very  interesting  to 
the  modern  reader.  It  is  affected.  There 
is  little  heart-beating  to  be  felt  in  it. 
Even  to  the  extent  of  sickly  prudery,  she 
eschews  the  romance  of  love  as  a  theme, 
and  versifies  platonically  on  the  delights 
of  friendship,  generally  friendship  be¬ 
tween  one  woman  and  another.  Some  of 
her  strongest  thinking  is  expended  on 
political  poems  which  have  lost  all  savour 
now ;  and  stilted  use  of  stale  classical 
metaphor  is  abundant.  .  .  Two 

things  have  to  be  borne  in  mind  when  we 
judge  her.  In  the  first  place,  we  have  to 
recollect  the  recognition  she  deserves  as 


being  the  first  English  woman  with  suffi¬ 
cient  imagination  (and  confidence  in  it)  to 
adopt  pliant  verse  as  the  habitual  vehicle 
for  her  thinking,  in  defiance  of  the  almost 
vested  right  in  it  which  male  writers  had 
till  then  preserved.  Her  courage  may  be 
compared  to  that  of  a  woman  who  should 
make  herself  as  skilful  with  the  rapier  as 
a  man.  Over  form  of  verse  Orinda  ex¬ 
hibits  as  much  command  as  any  author  of 
her  time.  And,  as  our  first  poetess,  she 
at  any  rate  should  obtain  rank  relatively 
as  high  as  that  which  we  accord  to  Caed¬ 
mon,  our  first  poet.— Robertson,  EricS., 
1883,  English  Poetesses,  p.  4. 


Sir  Kenelm  Digby 

1603-1665 

An  Everard  Digby,  who  died  in  1592,  wrote  curious  books ;  his  son,  Sir  Everard, 
knighted  by  James  1.,  was  hanged,  drawn,  and  quartered  for  giving  fifteen  hundred 
pounds  towards  expenses  of  the  Gunpowder  Plot.  The  eldest  son  of  that  Sir  Everard 
was  Sir  Kenelm  Digby,  born  in  1603,  and  educated  at  Oxford.  He  travelled  in 
Spain,  discovered,  as  he  supposed,  a  sympathetic  powder  for  cure  of  wounds,  was 
knighted  in  1623,  was  sent  with  a  fleet  into  the  Mediterranean  in  1628,  and  returned 
to  the  faith  of  his  fathers  as  a  Roman  Catholic  in  1636.  In  the  civil  wars  he  helped 
the  king  among  the  Roman  Catholics,  and  was  then  exile  in  France  until  Cromwell’s 
supremacy  gave  him  liberty  to  revisit  England;  but  he  returned  to  France.  He  pub¬ 
lished,  in  1644,  a  mystical  interpretation  of  "The  22d  Stanza  in  the  9th  Canto  of  the 
2d  Book  of  Spenser’s  Faery  Queen in  1645,  "Two  Treatises  on  the  Nature  of  Bodies 
and  of  Man’s  Soul;’’  took  lively  interest  in  Palingenesis;  wrote  "Observations  upon  Sir 
T.  Browne’s  Religio  Medici,"  and  was  ingenious  in  the  pursuit  of  forms  of  learning 
which  have  proved  to  be  more  curious  than  true.  He  died  in  1665. — Morley,  Henry, 
1879,  A  Manual  of  English  Literature ,  ed.  Tyler,  p.  469. 

gracefull  elocution  and  noble  addresse, 
etc.,  that  had  he  been  drop’t  out  of  the 
clowdes  in  any  part  of  the  world,  he  would 
have  made  himselfe  respected.  But  the 
Jesuites  spake  spitefully,  and  sayd  'twas 
true,  but  then  he  must  not  stay  there 
above  six  weekes.  He  was  envoys  from 
Henrietta  Maria  (then  Queen-mother)  to 
Pope  (Innocent  X)  where  at  first  sight  lie 
was  mightily  admired ,  but  after  some 
time  he  grew  high,  and  hectored  with  his 
holinesse,  and  gave  him  the  lye.  The 
pope  sayd  he  was  mad.  He  was  well 
versed  in  all  kinds  of  learning  And  he 
had  also  this  vertue,  that  no  man  knew 
better  how  to  abound,  and  to  be  abused,  and 
either  was  indifferent  to  him.  No  man 
became  grandeur  better  ;  sometimes  again 
he  would  live  only  with  a  lackey,  and 
horse  with  a  foote-cloath.  .  .  .  He  was  a 
person  of  very  extraordinary  strength  .  .  . 
he  was  of  an  undaunted  courage,  yet  not  apt 


PERSONAL 
He  doth  excel 

In  honour,  courtesy  and  all  tho  parts 
Court  can  call  hors,  or  man  could  call  his  arts. 
He’s  prudent,  valiant,  just  aud  teinperato: 

In  him  all  virtue  is  beheld  iu  state ; 

And  ho  is  built  like  some  imperial  room 
For  that  to  dwell  in,  and  be  still  at  home. 

His  breast  is  a  brave  palnce,  a  broad  street, 
"Where  all  heroic  ample  thoughts  do  meet: 
Where  nature  such  a  largo  survey  hath  ta'eu, 
As  other  souls,  to  his,  dwelt  in  a  lane. 

— Jonson,  Ben,  1635?  An  Epigram  to  my 
Muse ,  the  Lady  Digby ,  on  her  husband,  sir 
Kenelm  Digby ,  Works,  ed.  Gifford  and 
Cunningham,  vol.  IX,  p.  33. 

He  was  a  great  traveller,  and  under¬ 
stood  10  or  12  languages.  He  was  not 
only  master  of  a  good  and  gracefull  judi¬ 
cious  stile.,  but  he  also  wrote  a  delicate 
hand,  both  fast-hand  and  Roman.  .  .  . 
He  was  such  a  goodly  handsome  person, 
gigantique  and  great  voice,  and  had  so 
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io  the  least  to  give  offence.  His  conver¬ 
sation  was  both  ingeniose  and  innocent. 
—Aubrey,  John,  1669-96,  Brief  Lives, 
ed.  Clark,  vol.  i,  pp.  225,  227. 

His  knowledge,  though  various  and  ex¬ 
tensive,  appeared  to  be  greater  than  it 
really  was ;  as  he  had  all  the  powers  of 
elocution  and  address  to  recommend  it. 
He  knew  how  to  shine  in  a  circle  of  ladies, 
or  philosophers ;  and  was  as  much  at¬ 
tended  to  when  he  spoke  on  the  most  triv¬ 
ial  subjects,  as  when  he  spoke  on  the  most 
important.  He  was  remarkably  robust, 
and  of  a  very  uncommon  size,  but  moved 
with  peculiar  grace  and  dignity.  Though 
he  applied  himself  to  experiment,  he  was 
sometimes  hypothetical  in  his  philosophy  ; 
and  there  are  instances  of  his  being  very 
bold  and  paradoxical  in  his  conjectures : 
hence  he  was  called  the  "Pliny  of  his  age 
for  lying.” — Granger,  James,  1769 
1824,  Biographical  History  of  England , 
vol.  Ill,  p.  155. 

One  of  the  most  attractive  figures  visi¬ 
ble  on  that  imaginary  line  where  the  eve 
of  chivalry  and  the  dawn  of  science  unite 
to  form  a  mysterious  yet  beautiful 
twilight,  is  that  of  Sir  Kenelm  Digby. 
To  our  imagination  he  represents  the 
knight  of  old  before  the  characteristics  of 
that  romantic  style  of  manhood  were  dif¬ 
fused  in  the  complexed  developments  of 
modern  society,  and  the  philosopher  of 
the  epoch  when  fancy  and  superstition 
held  sway  over  the  domain  of  the  exact 
sciences*.  Bravery,  devotion  to  the  sex, 
and  a  thirst  for  glory,  nobleness  of  dis¬ 
position  and  grace  of  manner,  traditional 
qualities  of  the  genuine  cavalier,  signal¬ 
ized  Sir  Kenelm,  not  less  than  an  ardent 
love  of  knowledge,  a  habitude  of  specula¬ 
tion,  and  literary  accomplishment;  but 
his  courage  and  his  gallantry  partook  of 
the  poetic  enthusiasm  of  the  days  of  Bay¬ 
ard,  and  his  opinions  and  researches  were 
something  akin  to  those  of  the  alchemists. 
High  birth  and  a  handsome  person  gave 
emphasis  to  these  traits;  and  we  have 
complete  and  authentic  memorials  where¬ 
by  he  is  distinctly  reproduced  to  our 
minds. — Tuckermax,  Henry  T.,  1856,  The 
Modern  Knight ;  Essays,  Biographical  and 
Critical,  p.  75. 

The  fact  seems  to  be  that,  with  striking 
superficial  qualities  and  an  imposing  air 
of  ability,  Sir  Kenelm  Digby  was  a  man 
distinguished  more  by  a  certain  restless 


liveliness  of  nature  than  by  any  higher  at¬ 
tributes  of  head  or  heart.  -TuLLOCH, 
John,  1872,  Rational  Theology  and  Chris¬ 
tian  Philosophy  in  England,  vol.  I,  p.  108. 

Amongst  the  many  strange  personalities 
of  the  17th  century,  there  are  few  whose 
character  it  is  more  difficult  to  gauge  than 
that  of  Kenelm  Digby  He  played  his 
part  as  courtier,  man  of  fashion,  roman¬ 
cer,  critic,  soldier,  virtuoso,  and  philoso¬ 
pher;  and  although  he  was  distinguished 
in  each,  there  was  no  sphere  in  which 
Borne  suspicion  of  charlatanism  did  not  at¬ 
tach  to  him.  It  is  indeed  difficult  to  avoid 
the  conclusion  that  an  element  of  madness 
entered  into  his  composition,  or  at  least 
that  his  versatility  was  united  to  an  ab¬ 
normal  eccentricity,  which,  if  it  partly 
relieves  him  of  the  worst  charges,  yet  ex¬ 
plains  how  small  his  influence  was  in  any 
single  sphere  of  activity.  His  vanity  was 
prodigious,  and  is  naturally  most  conspic¬ 
uous  where  his  writings  (as  is  frequently 
the  case)  relate  to  his  own  actions.— 
Craik,  Henry,  1893,  ed.,  English  Prose, 
vol.  II,  p.  291. 

GENERAL 

Deserves  a  word  among  the  half-mystic, 
half-scientific  men  of  his  time.  He  was 
a  strange  compound  of  dashing  soldier, 
accomplished  courtier,  successful  lover, 
and  occult  philosopher.  — MlNTO,  WILLIAM, 
1872-80,  Manual  of  English  Prose  Liter¬ 
ature,  p.  306. 

He  has  not  the  boldness  or  the  mastery 
of  language  which  invents  new  expres¬ 
sions  or  clothes  new  thoughts  in  words. 
But  he  writes  with  the  polished  ease  and 
grace  which  in  his  carriage  and  his  man¬ 
ner  so  vividly  impressed  all  his  contem¬ 
poraries,  even  when  they  were  compelled 
to  admit  his  total  want  of  veracity.  He 
has  the  confidence,  and,  at  the  same  time, 
the  breadth  of  view,  acquired  by  converse 
with  every  phase  of  life.  His  prose  has 
not  the  quaint  turns,  and  the  sympathetic 
subtlety  of  Browne’s.  .  .  He  can 

rise  occasionally  to  very  lofty  heights  of 
dignity  and  eloquence.  With  all  this, 
however,  there  is  a  pervading  impression 
of  artificiality,  as  of  one  whose  character 
was  above  all  things  theatrical ;  and  of 
superficial  confidence,  as  of  one  to  whom 
philosophical  lucubrations  were  only  a 
phase  of  eccentric  and  ill-balanced  rest¬ 
lessness.—  Craik,  Henry,  1893,  ed.,  Eng¬ 
lish  Prose,  vol.  II,  p.  293. 
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His  friendship  with  Descartes,  Hobbes 
and  other  leaders  of  the  new  philosophy 
invested  his  erratic  speculations  with  an 
importance  that  they  little  deserved. 
Though  he  was  in  close  intercourse  with 
the  chief  men  of  science  of  the  time,  his 
writings  are  a  singular  medley  of  Aristot¬ 
elian  Philosophy.  Astrology,  Alchemy, 
and  absurd  superstitions.  His  romantic 
courtship  of  Venetia  Stanley — the  history 


of  which  is  recorded  in  his“Private  Mem¬ 
oirs,’7  published  in  1827 — his  successful 
privateering  expedition  in  1627,  and  the 
various  confidential  missions  in  which  he 
was  engaged  on  behalf  of  the  Queen,  and 
subsequently  in  the  service  of  the  Protect¬ 
or,  all  serve  to  perpetuate  the  memory  of 
one  of  the  most  picturesque  and  eccentric 
characters  of  the  period. — Masterman, 
J.  H.  B.,  1897,  The  Age  of  Milton,  p.  236. 


John  Earle 

16017-1665 


John  Earle  or  Earles,  1601-1665,  entered  at  Merton  Coll.,  Oxford,  1620,  became 
chaplain  and  tutor  to  Prince  Charles,  and  accompanied  him  in  his  exile.  On  the 
Restoration  he  was  made  Dean  of  Westminster,  consecrated  Bishop  of  Worcester  in 
1662,  and  transferred  to  Salisbury  in  1663.  “Microcosmographie  ;  or.  A  Peece  of  the 
World  discovered  in  Essayes  and  Characters,”  Lon.,  1628,  8vo ;  6th  ed.,  1630,  12mo  ; 
10th  ed..  Salisbury,  1786.  New  ed.  (78  characters)  with  Notes  and  Appendix,  by 
Philip  Bliss,  Lon.,  1811,  sm.  8vo.  This  ed.  contains  a  Catalogue  of  the  various 
Writers  of  Character  to  the  year  1700.  .  .  .  ‘‘An  Elegy  upon  Francis  Beaumont,” 
by  Bishop  Earle,  will  be  found  printed  at  the  end  of  Beaumont’s  Poems,  1640.  H( 
trans.  into  Latin  the  Eikon  Basilike,  (Hague,  1649),  and  Hooker’s  ‘‘Ecclesiastica 
Pol ity the  last  was  destroyed  by  the  carelessness  of  his  servants.  The  character  of 
Bishop  Earle  was  most  exemplary.  Alliuone,  S.  Austin,  1854-58,  Dictionary  oj 
English  Literature ,  vol.  I,  p.539. 


PERSONAL 

Doctor  Earles  was  at  that  Time  Chap¬ 
lain  in  the  House  to  the  Earl  of  Pembroke, 
Lord  Chamberlain  of  his  Majesty’s  House¬ 
hold,  and  had  a  Lodging  in  the  Court  un¬ 
der  that  Relation:  He  was  a  Person  very 
notable  for  his  Elegance  in  the  Greek  and 
Latin  Tongues;  and  being  Fellow  of  Mer¬ 
ton  College  in  Oxford,  and  having  been 
Proctor  of  the  University,  and  some  very 
witty,  and  sharp  Discourses  being  pub¬ 
lished  in  Print  without  his  Consent,  though 
known  to  be  his,  He  grew  suddenly  into  a 
very  general  Esteem  with  all  Men  ;  being 
a  Man  of  great  Piety  and  Devotion ;  a 
most  eloquent  and  powerful  Preacher; 
and  of  a  Conversation  so  pleasant  and  de¬ 
lightful,  so  very  innocent,  and  so  very 
facetious,  that  no  Man’s  Company  was 
more  desired,  and  more  loved.  No  man 
was  more  negligent  in  his  Dress,  and 
Habit,  and  Mien  :  no  Man  more  wary,  and 
cultivated,  in  his  Behaviour,  and  Dis¬ 
course  ;  insomuch  as  He  had  the  greater 
Advantage  when  He  was  known,  by 
promising  so  little  before  He  was  known. 
He  was  an  excellent  Poet  both  in  Latin, 
Greek,  and  English,  as  appears  by  many 
Pieces  yet  abroad  ;  though  He  suppressed 


Many  More  himselfe,  especially  of  English, 
incomparably  good,  out  of  an  Austerity  to 
those  Sallies  of  his  Youth.  ...  He 
was  amongst  the  few  excellent  Men  who 
never  had,  nor  never  could  have  an  Enemy, 
but  such  a  one,  who  was  an  Enemy  to  all 
Learning,  and  Virtue,  and  therefore  would 
never  make  himselfe  known. — Claren¬ 
don,  Lord  (Edward  Hyde),  1674?  Life. 

He  was  the  man  of  all  the  Clergy  for 
whom  the  King  had  the  greatest  esteem. 
He  had  been  his  sub-tutor,  and  had  fol¬ 
lowed  him  in  all  his  exile  with  so  clear  a 
Character,  that  the  King  could  never  see 
or  hear  of  any  one  thing  amiss  in  him. 
So  he,  who  had  a  secret  pleasure  in  find¬ 
ing  out  any  thing  that  lessened  a  man  es¬ 
teemed  eminent  for  piety,  yet  had  a  value 
for  him  beyond  all  the  men  of  his  order. 
— Burnet  Gilbert,  1715-34,  History  of 
My  Own  Time. 

GENERAL 

Perhaps  the  most  valuable  collection  of 
characters,  previous  to  the  year  1700,  is 
that  published  by  Bishop  Earle,  in  1628, 
under  the  title  of  “Microcosmography,” 
and  which  may  be  considered  as  a  pretty 
faithful  delineation  of  many  classes  of 
characters  as  they  existed  during  the  close 
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of  the  sixteenth,  and  commencement  of 
the  seventeenth  century. — Drake,  Na¬ 
than,  1817,  Skakspeare  and  His  Times. 

In  some  of  these  short  characters, 
Earle  is  worthy  of  comparison  with  La 
Bruyere  ;  in  others,  perhaps  the  greater 
part,  he  has  contented  himself  with  pic¬ 
tures  of  ordinary  manners,  such  as  the 
varieties  of  occupation,  rather  than  of  in¬ 
trinsic  character,  supply.  In  all,  how¬ 
ever,  we  find  an  acute  observation  and  a 
happy  humor  of  expression.  The  chapter 
entitled  the  Sceptic  is  best  known:  it  is 
witty,  but  an  insult  throughout  on  the 
honest  searcher  after  truth,  which  could 
have  come  only  from  one  that  was  con¬ 
tent  to  take  up  his  own  opinions  for  ease 
or  profit.  Earle  is  always  gay,  and  quick 
to  catch  the  ridiculous,  especially  that  of 
exterior  appearances :  his  style  is  short, 
describing  well  with  a  few  words,  but  with 
much  of  the  affected  quaintness  of  that 
age.  It  is  one  of  those  books  which  give 
us  a  nicturesque  idea  of  the  manners  of 


our  fathers  at  a  period  now  become  re¬ 
mote;  and  for  this  reason,  were  there  no 
other,  it  would  deserve  to  be  read. — Hal- 
lam,  Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction  to  the 
Literature  of  Europe ,  pt.  iii,  ch.  vii,  par.  39. 

Earle  is  preserved  from  pedantry  by  the 
liveliness  of  his  wit,  while  his  wit  itself 
has  in  it  a  salt  nobler  than  the  Attic — the 
savour  of  pure  and  unaffected  piety.1 — 
Ward,  Adolphus  William,  1893,  English 
Prose,  ed.  Oraik ,  vol.  ii,  p.  279. 

The  one  strain  in  character  which 
throughout  afflicts  him  most,  and  for 
which  he  reserves  his  most  distilled  con¬ 
tempt,  is  the  strain  of  unreality — the 
affectation  whose  sin  is  always  to  please, 
and  which  fails  so  singularly  of  its  object. 
Hypocrisy,  pretension,  falseness  against 
everything  which  has  that  lack  of  simplic¬ 
ity  so  fatal  to  true  life  he  sets  his  face. 
For  the  rest  he  can  hardly  read  the 
enigma;  ho  only  states  it  reverently. — 
Benson,  Arthur  Christopher,  1896,  Es¬ 
says,  p.  34. 


Sir  Richard  Fanshawe 

1608  1666 

Mr.  (afterwards  Sir  Richard)  Fanshawe  was  born  June  1608, — in  1630,  was  ap¬ 
pointed  Secretary  to  Lord  Aston's  embassy  to  Spain,  where  he  remained  as  (JhargG 
d’Affaires  after  Lord  Aston’s  recall — -returned  to  England  about  1638  -obtained,  in 
1641,  the  office  of  Remembrancer  of  the  Court  of  Exchequer — attended  Charles  I.  to 
Oxford  during  the  early  part  of  the  civil  war— in  March,  1645,  was  appointed  Secre¬ 
tary  to  the  Prince  of  Wales,  and  accompanied  him  in  the  west  —resigned  his  employ¬ 
ment  on  the  Prince  quitting  Jersey — compounded,  and  returned  to  England  about  the 
end  of  1646,  and  quitted  it  again  the  following  year— went  on  a  mission  to  Spain  in 
February,  1650,  from  whence  he  returned  unsuccessful  in  October — was  created  a 
baronet,  September  2,  1650 — afterwards  joined  Charles  II.  in  Scotland— was  taken 
prisoner  at  the  battle  of  Worcester — after  the  Restoration,  was  M.  P.  for  the  Uni¬ 
versity  of  Cambridge — was  sent  to  Portugal  in  1661,  on  a  complimentary  mission  to 
the  Princess  Katherine — in  1662,  was  made  Privy  Councillor  for  Ireland — in  1663,  was 
sent  on  another  mission  to  Portugal — In  1664,  went  ambassador  to  Madrid,  from 
whence  he  was  recalled,  but,  before  he  could  return,  he  died  at  Madrid,  June  26, 
1666. — Lister,  T.  H.,  1837,  Life  and  Administration  of  Edward,  First  Earl  of  Claren¬ 
don,  vol.  ill,  p.  18,  note. 


PERSONAL 

He  was  an  exact  critic  in  the  Latin 
tongue,  spoke  the  Spanish  with  ease  and 
propriety,  and  perfectly  understood  the 
Italian.  The  politeness  of  his  manners, 
and  the  integrity  of  his  life,  did  not  only 
procure  him  the  love  and  esteem  of  his 
own  countrymen,  but  gained  him  unusual 
favour  and  respect  in  Spain ;  among  a 
people  notorious  for  their  disregard  to 
strangers,  and  too  apt  to  overlook  all 


merit  but  their  own. — Granger,  James, 
1769-1824,  Biographical  History  of  Eng¬ 
land,  vol.  v,  p.  103. 

GENERAL 

At  present  we  are  only  to  consider  fais 
Scholarship,  which  will  sufficiently  appear 
by  the  several  Translations  which  he  has 
publisht,  particularly  those  which  are 
Dramatick :  the  first  of  which  in  Order, 
and  the  most  Eminent,  is  stil’d  7Z  Pastor 
Fido,  The  Faithful  Shepherd ,  a  Pastoral, 
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printed  4°  Lond.  1646,  and  dedicated  to  the 
Hope  and  Lustre  of  three  Kingdoms, 
Charles  Prince  of  Wales.  This  Piece  is 
translated  from  the  Italian  of  the  Famous 
Guarini.  .  .  .  Sir  John  Denham,  in 

his  Verses  on  this  Translation,  infinitely 
commends  it:  and  tho’  he  seems  to  assent 
to  our  Author’s  Notions,  touching  Trans¬ 
lations  in  general  :  yet  he  shews  that  Sir 
Richard  has  admirably  succeeded  in  this 
particular  Attempt;  as  the  Reader  may 
see  by  the  following  Lines ;  where  after 
having  blam’d  servile  Translators,  he  goes 
on  thus ; 

"A  now  and  nobler  Way  thoa  dost  pnrsae 
To  make  Translations,  and  Translators  too 
They  but  preserve  the  Ashes,  thou  the  Flame, 
True  to  his  Sense,  but  traor  to  his  Fame.’' 

— Langbaine,’  Gerard,  1691,  An  Account 
of  the  English  Dramatick  Poets,  p.  191. 

Sir  Richard’s  version  [“The  Lusiad”] 
is  quaint,  flat,  and  harsh  ;  and  he  has  in¬ 
terwoven  many  ridiculously  conceited  ex¬ 
pressions  which  are  foreign  both  to  the 
spirit  and  style  of  his  original;  but  in 
general  it  is  closer  than  the  modern  trans¬ 
lation  to  the  literal  meaning  of  Camoens. 
Altogether,  Fanshawe’s  representation  of 
the  Portuguese  poem  may  be  compared  to 
the  wrong  side  of  the  tapestry. — Camp¬ 
bell,  Thomas,  1819,  Specimens  of  the 
British  Poets. 

To  my  taste  this  [“Querer  por  Solo 
Querer”]  is  fine,  elegant,  queen-like  rail¬ 
lery;  a  second  part  of  “Love’s  Labour’s 
Lost,”  to  which  title  this  extraordinary 
play  has  still  better  pretensions  than  even 
Shakespeare’s;  for  after  leading  three 
pair  of  royal  lovers  through  endless  mazes 
of  doubts,  difficulties;  oppositions  of  dead 
fathers’  wills;  a  labyrinth  of  losings  and 
findings;  jealousies,  enchantments;  con¬ 
flicts  with  giants,  and  single-handed 
against  armies ;  to  the  exact  state  in 
which  all  the  lovers  might  with  the  great¬ 
est  propriety  indulge  their  reciprocal 
wishes — when,  the  duce  is  in  it,  you  think, 
but  they  must  all  be  married  now — sud¬ 
denly  the  three  ladies  turn  upon  their 
lovers;  and,  as  an  exemplification  of  the 
moral  of  the  play,  “Loving  for  loving’s 
sake,”  and  a  hyperpl atonic,  truly  Spanish 
proof  of  their  affections — demand  that  the 
lovers  shall  consent  to  their  mistresses’ 
taking  upon  them  the  vow  of  a  single  life! 
to  which  the  gallants,  with  becoming  re¬ 
finement,  can  do  no  less  than  consent. — 


The  fact  is  that  it  was  a  court  play,  in 
which  the  characters— males,  giants,  and 
all — were  played  by  females,  and  those  of 
the  highest  order  of  Grandeeship.  No 
nobleman  might  be  permitted  amongst 
them ;  and  it  was  against  the  forms,  that 
a  great  court  lady  of  Spain  should  con¬ 
sent  to  such  an  unrefined  motion,  as  that 
of  wedlock,  though  but  in  a  play. — Lamb, 
Charles,  1827,  Notes  on  the  Garrick 
Plays,  p.  287. 

Sir  Richard  Fanshawe  is  the  author  of 
versions  of  Camoens’s  “Lusiad,”  of  Guar- 
ini’s  Pastor  Fido,  of  the  Fourth  Book  of 
the  ^Eneid,  of  the  Odes  of  Horace,  and  of 
the  Querer  por  Solo  Querer  (To  love  for 
love’s  sake)  of  the  Spanish  dramatist  Men¬ 
doza.  Some  passages  from  the  last- 
mentioned  work,  which  was  published  in 
1649,  may  be  found  in  Lamb’s  “Speci¬ 
mens,”  the  ease  and  flowing  gayety  o 
which  never  have  been  excelled  even  it 
original  writing.  The  “Pastor  Fido”  is 
also  rendered  with  much  spirit  and  ele¬ 
gance.  Fanshawe  is,  besides,  the  author 
of  a  Latin  translation  of  Fletcher’s  ‘  ‘  Faith¬ 
ful  Shepherdess,”  and  of  some  original 
poetry.  His  genius,  however,  was 
sprightly  and  elegant  rather  than  lofty, 
and  perhaps  he  does  not  succeed  so  well 
in  translating  poetry  of  a  more  serious 
style.— Craik,  George  L.,  1861,  A  Com¬ 
pendious  History  of  English  Literature  and 
of  the  English  Language ,  vol.  I,  p.  576. 

His  writings  show  a  scholar’s  acquaint¬ 
ance  with  the  best  ancient  and  modern 
poets.  In  all  he  wrote  a  good  deal,  but 
the  greater  part  consists  of  translations 
from  the  Italian,  Spanish  and  Portuguese. 
He  is  one  of  the  many  translators  who 
have  wasted  themselves  over  the  hopeless 
tediousness  of  the  “Lusiad.”  But,  be¬ 
sides  a  little  graceful  original  work,  his 
reputation  rests  chiefly  on  his  beautiful 
translation  of  the  “Pastor  Fido,”  on  a 
small  volume  of  translations  from  Virgil 
and  Horace,  and  on  a  curious  and  clever 
piece  of  work,  a  rendering  in  Latin  verse 
of  Fletcher’s  “Faithful  Shepherdess.” — 
Mackail,  J.  W.,  1888,  Sir  Richard  Fan¬ 
shawe,  Macmillans  Magazine, vol.  59, p.  1 11. 

The  translations  of  Horace’s  “Odes” 
deserve  to  rank  among  the  most  success¬ 
ful  efforts  of  the  kind.  Most  of  the  sub¬ 
tle  turns  of  the  original  are  given  with 
rare  felicity,  and  there  is  throughout 
an  ease  and  elegance  which  prove  the 
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translator  to  be  a  skilled  literary  workman. 
His  classical  scholarship  was  also  shown 
to  advantage  in  his  translation  of  Fletch¬ 
er’s  “Faithful  Shepherdess”  into  Latin 
hexameters  and  hendecasyllabics.  Fan- 


shawe’s  few  surviving  original  English 
poems  exhibit  rare  literary  faculty,  and 
it  is  to  be  regretted  that  they  are  so  few. 
— Lee,  Sidney,  1889,  Dictionary  of  Na¬ 
tional  Biography ,  vol.  Will,  p.  189. 


James  Howell 

15947-1666 

James  Howell,  born  near  Brecknock  about  1594,  was  educated  at  Jesus  College, 
Oxford.  He  was  appointed  manager  of  a  patent  glass  manufactory  in  London,  and 
travelled  on  the  continent  from  1619  to  1621,  in  which  year  he  was  elected  a  fellow 
of  Jesus  College.  He  became  secretary  to  Lord  Scrope  in  1626,  secretary  to  an  ex¬ 
traordinary  embassy  to  Denmark  in  1632,  and  having  tilled  various  appointments,  ob¬ 
tained  the  clerkship  of  the  Council  at  Whitehall  in  1640.  Howell,  sent  to  the  Fleet 
in  1643,  was  liberated  soon  after  the  execution  of  Charles  I.,  and  at  the  Restoration 
was  appointed  historiographer  royal.  He  died  Nov.  1666,  and  was  buried  in  the 
Temple  Church.  Howell  was  a  prolific  writer.  Iiis  best  known  works  are  “Den- 
drologia,  Dodona’s  Grove,  or  the  Vocal  Forest,”  a  poem  published  in  1640,  and  the 
“Epistolae  Ho-Elian?e:  Familiar  Letters,  Domestic  and  Foreign,  &c. ”  of  which  the 
first  volume  appeared  in  1645,  and  the  second  in  1655.-  Townsend,  George  II.,  1870, 
cd.  The  Every-Day  Book  of  Modern  Literature,  vol.  1,  p.  177. 


PERSONAL 

Multofarious  indeed  were  Howell’s  ac¬ 
quirements.  He  was  one  of  the  best  mod¬ 
ern  linguists  of  his  day :  sometimes  he 
figures  at  the  court  of  Denmark,  deliver¬ 
ing  Latin  speeches  before  the  king:  then 
in  Ireland,  under  Wentworth,  afterwards 
Earl  of  Strafford— with  whose  death 
Howell’s  hopes  sank.  He  had  long  been  a 
kind  of  poet  of  a  low  standard  ;  and  he  con¬ 
soled  himself  on  mediocrity  by  presenting 
to  Charles  the  First  his  “Vote,”  a  poem 
which  procured  him  a  place  as  Clerk  of 
the  Council,  and  gave  him  a  suite  of 
apartments  at  Whitehall. — Thompson, 
Katherine  (Grace  Wharton),  1862,  The 
Literature  of  Society,  vol.  I,  p.  232, 

A  thorough  Welshman,  Howell  became 
a  celebrated  English  author  in  his  day. 
He  was  past  forty  years  of  age  before  his 
first  book  was  published.  Then  for  the 
remaining  twenty  odd  years  of  his  life, 
with  an  incessant  and  unwearying  indus¬ 
try,  he  wrote,  compiled,  or  translated 
book  after  book,  each  varying  greatly  in 
subject.  Lastly,  he  is  one  of  the  earliest 
instances  of  a  literary  man  successfully 
maintaining  himself  with  the  fruits  of  his 
pen. — Arrer,  Edward,  1869,  Howell's 
Instructions,  Preface. 

Howell  has  been  accused  of  being  a  prig, 
which  is  harsh,  and  of  being  a  coxcomb, 
which  is  true  enough ;  and  he  has  other 
qualities  which  are  not  in  themselves  gifts 


or  graces.  But  his  pedantry,  his  egotism, 
his  adroit,  if  seldom  quite  abject  flattery 
of  the  great,  his  spice  of  ill-nature  now 
and  then,  his  self-seeking  and  intriguing, 
present,  as  they  are  reflected  in  his  style 
and  matter,  a  spectacle  by  no  means  ugly, 
and  very  decidedly  lively. — Saintsbury, 
George,  1893,  English  Prose,  cd.  Craik , 
vol.  ii,  p.  236. 

DODONA’S  GROVE 
1040 

This  is  a  strange  allegory,  without  any 
ingenuity  in  maintaining  the  analogy 
between  the  outer  and  inner  story,  which 
alone  can  give  a  reader  any  pleasure  in 
allegorical  writing.  The  subject  is  the 
state  of  Europe,  especially  of  England, 
about  1640,  under  the  guise  of  animated 
trees  in  a  forest.  The  style  is  like  the 
following:  “The  next  morning  the  royal 
olives  sent  some  prime  elms  to  attend 
Prince  Rocolino  in  quality  of  officers  of 
state;  and,  a  little  after,  he  was  brought 
to  the  royal  palace  in  the  same  state 
Elaiana’s  kings  use  to  be  attended  the  day 
of  their  coronation.”  The  contrivance  is 
all  along  so  clumsy  and  unintelligible,  the 
invention  so  poor  and  absurd,  the  story, 
if  story  there  be,  so  dull  an  echo  of  well- 
known  events,  that  it  is  impossible  to 
reckon  “Dodona’s  Grove”  any  thing  but  an 
entire  failure.  Howell  has  no  wit ;  but  he 
has  abundance  of  conceits,  flat  and  com¬ 
monplace  enough.  With  all  this,  he  was 
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a  man  of  some  sense  and  observation." 
Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction, 
to  the  Literature  of  Europe,  pt.  iii,  ch.  vii, 
par.  61. 

The  great  bibliographer  Haller  was  de¬ 
ceived  into  including  the  title  of  James 
Howell’s  '‘Dendrologia,  or  Dodona’s 
Grove”  (1640),  in  his  ‘‘Bibliotheca 
Botanica.”— Wheatley,  Henry  B.,1893, 
Literary  Blunders ,  p.  75. 

FAMILIAR  LETTERS 

James  Howell  published  his  “Ho- 
Eliame”  for  which  he  indeed  was  laughed 
at  (not  for  his  letters  which  acquainted 
us  with  a  number  of  passages  worthy  to 
be  known  and  had  never  else  been  pre¬ 
served)  but  which,  were  the  language  en¬ 
lightened  with  that  sort  of  exercise  and 
conversation,  I  should  not  question  its 
being  equal  to  any  of  the  most  celebrated 
abroad. — Evelyn,  John,  1668,  Letter  to 
Lord  Spencer. 

He  had  a  singular  command  of  his  pen, 
whether  in  verse  or  in  prose,  and  was  well 
read  in  modern  Histories,  especially  in 
those  of  the  Countries  wherein  he  had 
travelled,  had  a  parabolical  and  allusive 
fancy,  according  to  his  motto  Senesco  non 
Segncsco.  But  the  Reader  is  to  know  that 
his  writings  have  been  only  to  gain  a 
livelihood,  and  by  their  dedications  to 
flatter  great  and  noble  persons,  are  very 
trite  and  empty,  stolen  from  other  authors 
without  acknowledgment,  and  fitted  only 
to  please  the  humours  of  novices.  .  .  . 
Many  of  the  said  Letters  were  never 
written  before  the  Author  of  them  was  in 
the  Fleet,  as  he  pretends  they  were,  only 
feigned,  (no  time  being  kept  with  their 
dates)  and  purposely  published  to  gain 
money  to  relieve  his  necessities,  yet  give 
a  tolerable  history  of  those  times. — Wood, 
Anthony,  1691-1721,  Atkence  Oxonienscs. 

I  believe  the  second  published  corres¬ 
pondence  of  this  kind.  and,  in  our  language 
at  least,  of  any  importance  after  Hall,  will 
be  found  to  be“Epistol<e  Hoeliame,  or  the 
Letters  of  James  Howell,”  a  great  travel¬ 
ler,  an  intimate  friend  of  Jonson,  and  the 
first  who  bore  the  office  of  the  royal  histori¬ 
ographer,  which  discover  a  variety  of  lit¬ 
erature,  and  abound  with  much  entertain¬ 
ing  and  useful  information. — WartON, 
Thomas,  1778-81,  History  of  English 
Poetry ,  sec.  lxiv. 

A  work  containing  numberless  anecdotes 


and  historical  narratives,  and  forming  one 
of  the  most  amusing  and  instructive 
volumes  of  the  seventeenth  century. — 
Brydges,  Sir  Egerton,  1808,  Ccnsura 
Literaria. 

These  letters  were  written  in  England, 
but  are  not  the  coinage  of  British  soil. 
They  are  amusing  and  instructive,  and 
have  deservedly  gone  through  half  a  score 
of  editions.  The  account  in  them  of  the 
assassination  of  Henry  IV.  of  France  is 
minutely  curious.—  Dibdin,  Thomas  Frog- 
nall,  1824,  The  Library  Companion ,  p. 
601,  note. 

Montaigne  and  “Howel’s  Letters ”  are 
my  bedside  books.  If  I  wake  at  night,  I 
have  one  or  other  of  them  to  prattle  me 
to  sleep  again.  They  talk  about  them¬ 
selves  for  ever  and  don’t  weary  me.  I 
like  to  hear  them  tell  their  old  stories 
over  and  over  again.  I  read  them  in  th3 
dozy  hours  and  only  half  remember  them. 

I  am  informed  that  both  of  them  tell 
coarse  stories.  I  don’t  heed  them.  It 
was  the  custom  of  their  time,  as  it  is  of 
Highlanders  and  Hottentots,  to  dispense 
with  a  part  of  dress  which  we  all  wear  ii 
cities.  ...  I  love,  I  say,  and  scarcel 
ever  tire  of  hearing,  the  artless  prattu 
of  those  two  dear  old  friends,  the  Peri- 
gourdin  gentleman  and  the  priggish  little 
Clerk  of  King  Charles’s  Council.  Thack¬ 
eray,  William  Makepeace,  1862,  On 
Two  Children  in  Black.  Roundabout 
Papers. 

To  the  list  of  writers  whom  it  is  im¬ 
possible  to  use  with  confidence  must,  I  am 
afraid,  be  added  that  agreeable  letter- 
writer  Howell.  But  there  can  be  no  doubt 
that  many  of  his  letters  are  mere  pro¬ 
ducts  of  the  bookmaker’s  skill,  drawn  up 
from  memory  long  afterwards  [e.  g.  I.  ii. 
12].  On  the  other  hand,  some  of  the 
letters  have  all  the  look  of  being  what 
they  purport  to  be,  actually  written  at 
the  time,  but  even  then,  the  dates  at  the 
end  are  frequently  incorrectly  given. — 
Gardiner,  Samuel  Rawsox.  1864,  Prince 
Charles  and  the  Spanish  Marriage,  Preface, 
p.  xiv. 

He  may  be  called  the  Father  of  Epis¬ 
tolary  Literature,  the  first  writer,  that  is 
to  say,  of  letters  which  addressed  to  in¬ 
dividuals,  were  intended  for  publication. 
A  style  animated,  racy,  and  picturesque ; 
keen  powers  of  observation ;  great  literary 
skill ;  an  eager,  restless,  curious  spirit : 
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some  humour  and  much  wit ;  and  a  catho¬ 
licity  of  sympathy  very  unusual  with  the 
writers  of  his  age — are  his  chief  claims 
to  distinction.—  Scoones,  W.  Baptiste, 
1880,  Four  Centuries  of  English  Letters , 
p.  71. 

It  is  strange  that  no  new  edition  of 
Howell’s  “Letters”  has  appeared  for  the 
last  130  years.  In  the  century  after 
their  first  appearance,  no  less  than  a  dozen 
editions  testified  to  their  continued 
vitality,  and  stray  allusions  prove  that 
they  have  never  passed  beyond  the  ken  of 
the  true  lovers  of  books.  A  work  which 
Thackeray  has  praised  so  highly,  and 
Scott,  Browning,  and  Kingsley  have  used 
for  some  of  their  most  popular  effects, 
cannot  be  said  to  have  ever  lost  its  chances 
of  revival.  Perhaps  the  supply  of  the 
second-hand  copies  of  twelve  editions  has 
hitherto  been  sufficient  to  satisfy  the  de¬ 
mand.  But  the  avidity  of  our  American 
cousins  is  fast  causing  this  source  to  fail, 
and  the  time  seems  opportune  for  Howell 
to  make  a  fresh  bid  for  the  popularity  he 
deserves.— Jacobs,  Joseph,  1892.  ed.,  The 
Mmiliar  Letters  of  James  Howell,  Preface, 

ix. 

Surpassed  all  previous  letter-writers  in 

e  ease  and  livelienss  of  his  letters. — 

)sse,  Edmund,  1897,  Short  History  cf 
Modern  English  Literature,  p.  152. 

Has  survived  in  English  literature  as  a 
retailer  of  lively  and  agreeable  gossip  and 
anecdotage.  .  .  .  Howell’s  style  ;s 

careless  and  colloquial,  but  his  “Letters” 
will  always  retain  their  interest  as  a  rec¬ 
ord  of  the  life  of  the  time,  and  for  their 
genuine  literary  merit. — Master.man,  J. 
Howard  B.,  1897,  The  Age  of  Milton,  pp. 
238,  239. 

GENERAL 

Not  to  know  the  Author  of  these  Poems, 
were  an  ignorance  beyond  Barbarism.  .  .  . 
He  may  be  called  the  prodigie  of  his  Age, 
for  the  variety  of  his  Volumes;  for  from 
his  A<v8£oAoyta  or  ‘‘Parly  of  Trees” 
[1640],  to  his  ©7foXoyui  or  “Parly  of 
beasts”  [1660]  (not  inferior  to  the  other), 
there  hath  pass’d  the  Press  above  forty  of 
hi3  Works  on  various  subjects ;  useful  not 
only  to  the  present  times,  but  to  all  pos¬ 
terity.  And  ’tia  observed  that  in  all  his 
Writings  there  is  somthing  still  New 
either  in  the  Matter ,  Method  or  Fancy, 
and  in  an  untrodded  Tract.  Moreover, 
one  may  discover  a  kinde  of  Vein  of  Poesie 


to  run  through  the  body  of  his  Prose,  in 
the  Continuity  and  succinctness  thereof 
all  along.  He  teacheth  a  new  way  of 
Epistolizing;  and  that  “Familiar  Letters” 
may  not  only  consist  of  Words  and  a 
bombast  of  Compliments,  but  that  they 
are  capable  of  the  highest  Speculations 
and  solidest  kind  of  Knowledge. — Fisher, 
Payne,  1664,  Mr.  Howel's  Poems,  Preface. 

He  had  a  great  knowledge  in  modem 
histories,  especially  in  those  of  the  coun¬ 
tries  in  which  he  had  travelled,  and  he 
seems,  by  his  letters,  to  have  been  no 
contemptible  politician  :  As  to  his  poetry, 
it  is  smoother,  and  more  harmonious,  than 
was  very  common  with  the  bards  of  his 
time.  As  he  introduced  the  trade  of 
writing  for  bread,  so  he  also  is  charged 
with  venal  flattery,  than  which  nothing 
can  be  more  ignoble  and  base. — Cibber, 
Theophilus,  1753,  Lives  of  the  Poets,  vol. 
II,  p.  34. 

In  the  time  of  the  civil  war,  he  was 
commited  a  close  prisoner  to  the  Fleet, 
where  he  continued  for  many  years.  The 
greatest  part  of  his  works  were  written 
for  his  support  during  his  confinement; 
and  he  indeed  appears,  in  several  of  his 
hasty  productions,  to  have  been  more 
anxious  to  satisfy  his  stomach,  than  to  do 
justice  to  his  fame.  His  “Dodona’s 
Grove,”  which  was  published  in  the  reign 
of  Charles  I.  gained  him  a  considerable 
reputation.  But  of  all  his  performances, 
his  “Letters”  are  the  most  esteemed, 
though,  as  Mr.  Wood  justly  observes, 
many  of  them  were  never  written  till  he 
was  in  prison. — Granger,  James,  1769- 
1824,  Biographical  History  of  England, 
vol.  IV,  p.  51. 

Notable  because  he  wrote  so  much ;  and 
I  specially  name  him  because  he  was  the 
earliest  and  best  type  of  what  we  should 
call  a  hackwriter;  ready  for  anything;  a 
shrewd  salesman,  too,  of  all  he  did  write; 
travelling  largely — having  modern  in¬ 
stincts,  I  think;  making  small  capital — 
whether  of  learning  or  money — reach 
enormously.  He  was  immensely  popular, 
too,  in  his  day  ;  a  Welshman  by  birth,  and 
never  wrote  at  all  till  past  forty;  but 
afterward  he  kept  at  it  with  a  terrible 
pertinacity.  — Mitchell,  Donald  G., 
1890,  English  Lands  Letters  and  Kings, 
from  Elizabeth  to  Anne,  p.  107. 

Howell  is  one  of  the  earliest  Englishmen 
who  made  a  livelihood  out  of  literature. 
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He  wrote  with  a  light  pen;  and  although 
he  shows  little  power  of  imagination  in 
his  excursions  into  pure  literature,  his 
pamphlets  and  his  occasional  verse  exhibit 
exceptional  faculty  of  observation,  a  lively 
interest  in  current  affairs,  and  a  rare 
mastery  of  modern  languages,  including 
his  native  Welsh.  1 1  is  attempts  at  spell¬ 
ing  reform  on  roughly  phonetic  lines  are 
also  interesting.  He  urged  the  suppres¬ 
sion  of  redundant  letters  like  the  e  in  done 
or  the  u  in  honuur  (cf.  Epist.  llo — el.  ed. 
Jacobs,  p.  510;  Parley  of  Beasts,  advt. 
at  end).  But  it  is  in  his  “Epistolae  Ho- 
elianaj ;  Familiar  Letters,  Domestic  and 
Foreign,  divided  into  Sundry  Sections, 
partly  Historical,  Political,  and  Philosoph¬ 
ical,”  that  his  literary  power  is  dis¬ 
played  at  its  best.  Philosophic  reflection, 
political,  social,  and  domestic  anecdote, 
scientific  speculation,  are  all  intermingled 


with  attractive  ease  in  the  correspondence 
which  he  professes  to  have  addressed  to 
men  of  all  ranks  and  degrees  of  intimacy. 
.  .  .  Most  of  Howell’s  letters  were  in  all 
probability  written  expressly  for  publica¬ 
tion  “to  relieve  his  necessities”  while  he 
was  in  the  Fleet— Lee,  Sidney,  1891, 
Dictionary  of  National  Biography,  vol. 
xx viii,  pp.  112,  113. 

A  busy  “polygraph”  as  the  French  say, 
and  a  professional  man  of  letters  who  had 
travelled  much,  and  tried  many  irons  in 
many  fires,  has  filled  his  letters  (his  mis¬ 
cellaneous  writings  are  mostly  unread) 
with  such  vivid  and  interesting  details— 
gossip,  anecdote,  description,  and  what 
not — as  have  altogether  bribed  many  good 
judges,  and  have  not  failed  to  produce  an 
effect  even  upon  the  most  incorruptible. 
— Saintsbury,  George,  1895,  Social  Eng¬ 
land,  ed.  Traill,  vol.  IV,  p.  101. 


James  Shirley 

1596-1666 

Born,  in  London,  18  Sept.  1596.  At  Merchant  Taylors’  School,  Oct.  1608  to  June 
1612.  Matric.,  St.  John's  Coll.,  Oxford,  1612.  Removed  to  Catherine  Hall,  Cam¬ 
bridge.  B.  A.,  1617.  Ordained  Curate  of  parish  near  St.  Albans.  Resigned  Curacy 
on  becoming  a  Roman  Catholic.  Kept  a  Grammar  school  at  St.  Albans,  1623-24. 
This  failing,  he  removed  to  London  ;  devoted  himself  to  literature.  Mem.  of  Gray's 
Inn,  1634.  Wrote  many  plays  till  1640.  Valet  of  Chamber  to  Queen  Henrietta  Maria. 
Kept  a  school  in  White  Friars,  1640  46.  Resumed  career  of  dramatist,  1646.  Died,  in 
London, Oct.  1666.  Buried  in  church  of  St.  Giles’-in-the-Fields,  29  Oct.  Works:  “Eccho” 
(no  copy  known),  1618  (another  end.,  called  :  “Narcissus,  or  the  Self-Lover,”  1646); 
“The  Wedding,”  1629;  “The  Greatful  Servant,”  1630;  “The  School  of  Complement” 
(also  known  as  “Love  Tricks”),  1631;  “Changes,”  1632;  “The  Wittie  Fair  One,” 
1633 ;  “A  Contention  for  Honour  and  Riches,”  1633;  “The  Bird  in  a  Cage,”  1633; 
“The  triumph  of  Peace,”  1633;  “The  Traytor, ”  1635;  “Hide  Park,”  1637;  “The 
Young  Admirall,”  1637  ;  “The  Gamester,”  1637  ;  “The  Example,”  1637  ;  “The  Lady 
of  Pleasure, ”  1637;  “The  Royall  Master,”  1638;  “The  Duke's  Mistris,”  1638;  “The 
Maide’s  Revenge,”  1639;  “The  Ball”  (with  Chapman),  1639;  “Chabot,  Admiral  of 
France”  (with  Chapman),  1639;  “The  Opportunity, ”  1640;  “The  Coronation”  (pubd. 
under  Fletcher’s  name),  1640;  “St.  Patrick  for  Ireland,”  1640;  “The  Constant 
Maid,”  1640  (another  end.,  called;  “Love  will  finde  out  the  Way,”  1661);  “The 
Humorous  Courtier,”  1640 ;  “The  Arcadia, ”  1640;  “Poems,”  1646;  “The  Triumph 
of  Beautie, ”  1646;  “The  Way  made  Plain  to  the  Latin  Tongue,”  1649;  “Grammatica 
Anglo-Latina,  ”  1651 ;  “The  Cardinal,  ”  1652;  “Six  New  Playes,  ”  1653  [1652];  “Cupid 
and  Death”  (under  initials;  J.  S.),  1653;  “The  Gentleman  of  Venise,”  1655;  “The 
Polititian,”  1655  ;  “The  Rudiments  of  Grammar,  ”  1656  ;  “  ’EKraywy^,”  1656  ;  “Honour 
and  Mammon;  and,  the  Contention  of  Ajax  and  Ulysses,”  1659 ;  “  Androniana”  (under 
initials ;  J.  S.  ),  1660.  Posthumous:  “An  Essay  towards  an  Universal  and  Rational 
Grammar,”  ed.  by  J.  T.  Phillipps,  1726;  “Double  Falsehood”  (pubd.  under  Shake¬ 
speare’s  name;  probably  by  Shirley),  1728;  “Jenkin  of  Wales,”  ed.  by  J.  O.  Halliwell, 
1861.  Collected  Works:  “Dramatic  Works  and  Poems,”  ed.,  with  memoir,  by  A.  Dyce 
(6  vols.),  1833. — Sharp,  R.Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  qf  English  Authors,}. 
256. 
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PERSONAL 

Janies,  thou  and  I  did  Sj>end  some  precious 
yeeres 

At  Katherine -Hall;  since  when,  we  some¬ 
times  feele 

In  our  poetick  brnines,  (ns  plnine  nppoares) 

A  whirling  tricko,  then  caught  from  Knrlier- 
iue’s  whet-le 

— Bancroft,  Thomas,  1639,  Two  Bookcs 
of  Epi grammes. 

He  was  educated  at  St.  John’s  College, 
in  Oxford,  where  he  was  taken  great 
notice  of  by  Dr.  Laud,  then  president  of 
that  house.  He  entered  into  holy  orders; 
though  he  was  much  discouraged  from  it, 
by  his  friend  the  president,  on  account  of 
a  large  mole  on  his  left  cheek;  and  was 
some  time  a  parish  priest  in  Hertfordshire. 
He  afterward  turned  Roman  Catholic,  and 
kept  a  school  at  St.  Alban’s,  but  soon  grew 
tired  of  that  employment,  and  going  to 
London  commenced  poet.  He  wrote  no 
less  than  thirty  dramatic  pieces,  some  of 
which  were  acted  with  great  applause.  In 
the  Interregnum,  he  was  necessitated  to 
return  to  his  former  profession  of  school¬ 
master  ;  in  which  he  became  eminent,  and 
wrote  several  grammatical  books  for  the 
use  of  his  scholars. — Granger,  James, 
1769-1824,  Biographical  History  of  Eng¬ 
land,  v 61.  in,  p.  130. 

GENERAL 

In  the  play  of  the  Ball  written  by 
Shirley  and  acted  by  the  Queen’s  players 
there  were  divers  personated  so  naturally 
both  of  lords  and  others  in  the  Court  that 
I  took  it  ill  and  would  have  forbidden  the 
play  but  that  Beeston  promised  many 
things  which  I  found  fault  withall  should 
be  left  out,  and  that  he  would  not  suffer 
it  to  be  done  by  the  poet  any  more,  who 
deserves  to  be  punished :  and  the  first  who 
offends  in  this  kind  of  poets  or  players 
shall  be  sure  of  public  punishment. — 
Herbert,  Sir  Henry,  1632,  Master  of  the 
Revels  Office  Book,  Nov.  18. 

Heywood  and  Shirley  were  but  types  of  thee, 
Thou  last  great  prophet  of  tautology 
— Drydex,  John,  1682,  Mac  Flecknoe. 

One  of  such  Incomparable  parts,  that 
he  was  the  Chief  of  the  Second-rate  Poets : 
and  by  some  has  been  thought  even  equal 
to  Fletcher  himself.  ...  I  need  not 
take  pains  to  shew  his  Intimacy,  not  only 
with  the  Poets  of  his  Time;  but  even  the 
Value  and  Admiration  that  Persons  of  the 


first  Rank  had  for  him;  since  the  Verses 
before  several  of  his  Works,  and  his 
Lpistles  Dedicatory  sufficiently  shew  it. 
lie  has  writ  several  Dramatic/;  Pieces,  to 
the  Number  of  37,  which  are  in  print: 
besides  others  which  are  in  Manuscript. — 
Laxgbaine,  Gerard,  1691,  .4»  Account 
of  the  English  Dramatick  Poets ,  pp.  474, 
475. 

Think,  ye  vniu  scribbling  tribe  of  Shirley's 
fate, 

You  that  write  farce  and  you  that  fnrro 
translate ; 

Shirley,  the  scandal  of  the  ancient  srnge 
Shirley,  the  very  Durfey  of  his  age; 

Think  how  he  lies  in  Ducklane  shops  forlorn, 
And  never  mention’d  but  with  utmost  scorn; 
Think  that  the  end  of  all  your  boasted  skill, 
As  I  presume  to  prophecy  it  will 
Justly,— for  many  of  you  write  as  ill. 
—Gould,  Robert,  1709,  The  Play  House, 
a  Satire. 

Claims  a  place  amongst  the  worthies  of 
this  period,  not  so  much  for  any  transcen¬ 
dent  talent  in  himself,  as  that  he  was  the 
last  of  a  great  race,  all  of  whom  spoke 
nearly  the  same  language,  and  had  a  set 
of  moral  feelings  and  notions  in  common. 
A  new  language,  and  quite  a  new  turn  of 
tragic  and  comic  interest,  came  in  with 
the  Restoration. — Lamb,  Charles,  1808, 
Specimens  of  Dramatic  Poets. 

Shirley  was  the  last  of  our  good  old 
dramatists.  When  his  works  shall  be 
given  to  the  public,  they  will  undoubtedly 
enrich  our  popular  literature.  His  lan¬ 
guage  sparkles  with  the  most  exquisite 
images.  Keeping  some  occasional  pruri¬ 
ences  apart,  the  fault  of  his  age  rather 
than  of  himself,  he  speaks  the  most  pol¬ 
ished  and  refined  dialect  of  the  stage;  and 
even  some  of  his  over-heightened  scenes 
of  voluptuousness  are  meant,  though  with 
a  very  mistaken  judgment,  to  inculcate 
morality.  I  consider  his  genius,  indeed, 
as  rather  brilliant  and  elegant  than 
strong  or  lofty.  His  tragedies  are  defect¬ 
ive  in  fire,  grandeur,  and  passion ;  and 
we  must  select  his  comedies,  to  have  any 
favourable  idea  of  his  humour.  His  finest 
poetry  comes  forth  in  situations  rather 
more  familiar  than  tragedy  and  more 
grave  than  comedy,  which  I  should  call 
sentimental  comedy,  if  the  name  were  not 
associated  with  ideas  of  modern  insipidity. 
That  he  was  capable,  however,  of  pure 
and  excellent  comedy  will  be  felt  by  those 
who  have  yet  in  reserve  the  amusement 


JAMES  SHIRLEY 


191 


of  reading;  his  "Gamester/’  "Hyde-park,” 
and  “Lady  of  Pleasure."  In  the  first  and 
last  of  these  there  is  a  subtle  ingenuity  in 
producing  comic  effect  and  surprise,  which 
might  be  termed  Attic,  if  it  did  not  sur¬ 
pass  any  thing  that  is  left  us  in  Athenian 
comedy.  I  shall  leave  to  others  the  more 
special  enumeration  of  his  faults,  only  ob¬ 
serving,  that  the  airy  touches  of  his  ex¬ 
pression,  the  delicacy  of  his  sentiments, 
and  the  beauty  of  his  similes,  are  often 
found  where  the  poet  survives  the  dram¬ 
atist.  and  where  he  has  not  power  to  trans¬ 
fuse  life  and  strong  individuality  through 
the  numerous  characters  of  his  voluminous 
drama. — Campbell,  Thomas,  1819,  An 
Essay  on  English  Poetry,  p .  49. 

Shirley’s  facility  in  composition  is 
proved  by  the  number  of  his  plays;  and 
doubtless  they  would  have  swelled  into 
an  ampler  catalogue,  had  not  the  anti- 
poetic  spirit  of  Puritanism  suppressed  the 
stage,  while  the  vigour  of  his  genius  was 
yet  unimpaired.  No  single  writer,  among 
the  early  English  dramatists,  with  the  ex¬ 
ception  of  Shakespeare,  has  bequeathed  so 
many  regular  five-act  pieces  to  posterity. 

■  .  .  His  fine  moral  feeling  rejected 

those  unhallowed  themes,  on  which  some 
of  his  contemporaries  boldly  ventured  ;  he 
offends  us  by  no  glowing  pictures  of  in¬ 
cestuous  love.  His  writings  are  soiled, 
in  a  certain  degree,  by  gross  and  immodest 
allusions ;  but  whoever  is  conversant  with 
our  ancient  drama  will  admit  that  the 
Muse  of  Shirley  is  comparatively  chaste. 

.  .  .  He  abounds  in  brilliant  thoughts, 

in  noble  and  majestic  sentiments,  yet  ex¬ 
hibits  little  of  profound  reflexion.  His 
imagination  seldom  takes  a  lofty  flight: 
he  loves  to  crowd  his  dramas  with  events 
of  romantic  beauty;  but  he  shews  no 
fondness  for  the  ideal  world,  its  ghosts, 
and  magic  wonders.—  Dyce,  Alexander, 
1833,  ed.,  Dramatic  Works  and  Poems  of 
James  Shirley,  vol.  I,  pp.  lxiii,  Ixv. 

Shirley  has  no  originality,  no  force  in 
conceiving  or  delineating  character,  lit¬ 
tle  of  pathos,  and  less  perhaps  of  wit:  his 
dramas  produce  no  deep  impression  in 
reading,  and  of  course  can  leave  none  in 
the  memory.  But  his  mind  was  poetical ; 
his  better  characters,  especially  females, 
express  pure  thoughts  in  pure  language; 
he  is  never  tumid  or  affected,  and  seldom 
obscure;  the  incidents  succeed  rapidly; 
the  personages  are  numerous ;  and  there 


is  a  general  animation  in  the  scenes,  which 
causes  us  to  read  him  with  some  pleasure. 
No  very  good  play,  nor  possibly  any  very 
good  scene,  could  be  found  in  Shirley; 
but  he  has  many  lines  of  considerable 
beauty.  Among  his  comedies,  the 
"Gamesters"  may  be  reckoned  the  best. 
Charles  I.  is  said  to  have  declared,  that 
it  was  "the  best  play  he  had  seen  these 
seven  years;”  and  it  has  even  been 
added,  that  the  story  was  of  his  royal 
suggestion.  It  certainly  deserves  praise 
both  for  language  and  construction  of  the 
plot,  and  it  has  the  advantage  of  exposing 
vice  to  ridicule;  but  the  ladies  of  that 
court,  the  fair  forms  whom  Vandyke  has 
immortalized,  must  have  been  very  differ¬ 
ent  indeed  from  their  posterity  if  they 
could  sit  it  through.— Hallam,  Henry, 
1837-39,  Introduction  to  the  Literature  of 
Europe,  pt.  iii,  ch.  vi,  par.  98. 

An  inferior  writer,  though  touched,  to 
our  fancy,  with  something,  of  a  finer  ray 
and  closing,  in  worthy  purple,  the  proces¬ 
sion  of  the  Elizabethan  men. — Browning, 
Elizabeth  Barrett,  1842-63,  The  Book 
if  the  Poets. 

He  has  not  much  pathos,  it  is  true,  nor 
much  knowledge  of  the  heart ;  but  there 
are  few  dramatists  whose  works  give  a 
more  agreeable  and  unforced  transcript  of 
the  ordinary  scenes  of  life,  conveyed  in 
more  graceful  language.  His  humour, 
though  not  very  profound,  is  true  and 
fanciful,  and  his  plays  may  always  be  read 
with  pleasure,  and  often  with  profit. — 
Shaw,  Thomas  B.,  1847,  Outlines  of  Eng¬ 
lish  Literature,  p.  133. 

Of  the  group  of  play-writers  belonging 
more  properly  to  Charles’s  own  reign,  the 
most  important  was  James  Shirley. — 
Masson,  David,  1858,  The  Life  of  John 
Milton,  vol.  I,  ch.  vi. 

He  was  the  last  of  a  race  of  giants. 

.  .  .  Vigour  and  variety  of  expres¬ 

sion,  and  richness  of  imagery  are  amongst 
his  conspicuous  merits;  and,  making  rea¬ 
sonable  allowance  for  occasional  confu¬ 
sion  in  the  "imbroglio”  of  his  more  com¬ 
plicated  fables,  arising,  no  doubt,  from 
hasty  composition,  the  action  of  his 
dramas  is  generally  contrived  and  evolved 
with  considerable  skill. — Bell,  Robert, 
1867?  ed..  Songs  from  the  Dramatists,  pp. 
221,  222. 

He  was  not  a  great  man  in  himself,  but 
an  essentially  small  man  inspired  by  the 
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creations  of  great  men.  Fletcher  was 
his  master  and  exemplar,  as  Shakespeare 
was  Massinger’s;  but  he  imitated  much 
more  closely,  was  much  more  completely 
carried  away  by  this  model  than  Massin¬ 
ger  was.  And  although  his  language  and 
moral  feelings  and  notions  (even  as  re¬ 
gards  female  types  and  kings)  are 
Fletcher’s,  and  he  had  most  ambition  to 
emulate  Fletcher’s  dashing  and  brilliant 
manner,  yet  Shirley’s  plays  contain  fre¬ 
quent  echoes  of  other  dramatists.  One 
great  interest  in  reading  him  is  that  he 
reminds  us  so  often  of  the  situations  and 
characters  of  his  predecessors.  It  is  good 
for  the  critic,  if  for  nobody  else,  to  read 
Shirley,  because  there  he  finds  emphasised 
all  that  told  most  effectively  on  the  play¬ 
goers  of  the  period.  We  read  Greene  and 
Marlowe  to  know  what  the  Elizabethan 
drama  was  in  its  powerful  but  awkward 
youth ;  Shirley  to  know  what  it  was  in  its 
declining  but  facile  and  still  powerful  old 
age.— MrNTO,  William,  1874  85,  Char¬ 
acteristics  of  English  Poets,  p.  367 

In  Shirley,  last  of  the  great  race,  the 
fire  and  passion  of  the  grand  old  era  pas¬ 
ses  away.  Imagination  is  driven  from  its 
last  asylum.  The  sword  is  drawn,  and  the 
theatres  are  closed.  Dramatists  are 
stigmatized,  actors  are  arrested;  and 
when,  after  the  lapse  of  a  few  years,  they 
return  to  their  old  haunts,  it  is  as  roister¬ 
ers  under  a  foreign  yoke. — Welsh,  Al¬ 
fred  H.,  1882,  Development  of  English 
Literature  and  Language ,  vol.  i,  p.  427. 
The  dusk  of  day’s  decline  was  hard  on  dark 

When  evening  trembled  round  thy  glow¬ 
worm  lamp 

That  shone  across  her  shades  and  dewy 
damp, 

A  small  clear  beacon  whose  benignant  spark 
Was  gracious  yet  for  loiterers’  eyes  to  mark, 

Though  changed  the  watchword  of  our 
English  camp 

Since  the  ontposta  rang  round  Marlowe’s 
lion  ramp, 

When  thy  steed’s  pace  went  ambling  round 
Hyde  Park 

—Swinburne,  Algernon  Charles,  1882, 
James  Shirley. 

Shirley,  with  more  of  genial  inspiration 
and  a  richer  vein,  follows  the  same  track 
as  Massinger.— Symonds,  John  Adding¬ 
ton,  1887,  Marlowe  {Mermaid  Series), 
General  Introduction  on  the  Drama,  p. 

XXV. 

Shirley  was  neither  a  very  great  nor  a 


very  strong  man;  and  without  originals 
to  follow  it  is  probable  that  he  would 
have  done  nothing.  But  with  Fletcher 
and  Jonson  before  him  he  was  able  to 
strike  out  a  certain  line  of  half-humorous, 
half-romantic  drama,  and  to  follow  it  with 
curious  equality  through  his  long  list  of 
plays,  hardly  one  of  which  is  very  much 
better  than  any  other,  hardly  one  of  which 
falls  below  a  very  respectable  standard. 
He  has  few  or  no  single  scenes  or  pas¬ 
sages  of  such  high  and  sustained  excel¬ 
lence  as  to  be  specially  quotable;  and 
there  is  throughout  him  an  indefinable 
flavour  as  of  study  of  his  elders  and  bet¬ 
ters,  and  appearance  as  of  a  highly  com¬ 
petent  and  gifted  pupil  in  a  school,  not  as 
of  a  master  and  leader  in  a  movement.— 
Saintsbury,  George,  1887,  History  of 
Elizabethan  Literature ,  p.  410. 

Shirley  is  in  complete  contrast  with 
Ford  in  that  he  neither  sought  for  over¬ 
strained  and  unnatural  situations  as  a 
stimulus  for  his  tragedy,  nor  allowed  his 
comedy  to  degenerate  into  coarse  buffoon¬ 
ery.  Writing  at  the  close  of  an  extraor¬ 
dinarily  prolific  dramatic  period,  and  at  a 
time  when  the  works  of  the  great  drama¬ 
tists  of  that  period  were  being  made 
accessible  in  collected  form,  he  drew 
freely  from  them  for  characters,  situa¬ 
tions,  and  ideas.  But  though  there  is  lit¬ 
tle  originality  in  his  dramas,  he  shews 
great  dexterity  in  the  management  of  his 
material,  and  a  facility  of  poetic  expres¬ 
sion  which  is  pleasing  until  it  grows  mo¬ 
notonous.  The  plots  of  many  of  his  plays 
are  ingenious  and  interesting,  and,  as  in 
the  case  of  Massinger,  a  healthy  morai 
tone  underlies  his  occasional  grossness. 
Shirley's  masques  are  of  considerable  lit¬ 
erary  value,  and  the  few  lyrics  he  wrote 
show  him  to  be  a  lyric  poet  of  no  mean 
power. — Masterman,  J.  Howard  B., 
1897,  The  Age  of  Milton,  p.  87. 

Remarkably  alive  to  the  danger  of  dis¬ 
tracting  the  spectator’s  interest  from  the 
main  plot  of  the  action  of  a  play,  he  dis¬ 
played  in  tragic  as  well  as  in  comic  actions 
a  curious  presentiment  of  the  modern 
theatrical  principle  that  everything  de¬ 
pends  on  the  success  of  one  great  scene 
(la  scbie  afaire).  His  tragedies  of  “The 
Traitor”  and  “The  Cardinal,”  his  tragic- 
comedy  of  “The  Royal  Master,”  and 
his  comedy  of  “The  Gamester,”  may 
be  instanced  as  signal  examples  of  his 
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constructive  skill.  His  excellence  seems 
to  lie  less  in  the  depiction  of  the  comic  than 
in  that  of  serious  scenes  and  characters ; 
but,  as  is  shown  in  all  his  comedies  from 
the  earliest  onwards,  but  more  especially 
by  his  “Hyde  Park”  and  by  the  less  at¬ 
tractive  comedy  of  “The  Hall,”  in  which 
he  collaborated  with  Chapman,  he  was  an 
acute  observer  and  at  times  a  humorous 
delineator  of  the  vagaries  of  contempo¬ 
rary  manners,  whether  in  town  or  country. 
.  .  .  Hut  what  chiefly  entitles  Shirley 

to  hold  the  place  to  which  he  has  been  re¬ 
stored  among  our  great  dramatists  is 
the  spirit  of  poetry  which  adorns  and  ele¬ 
vates  so  many  of  his  plays.  He  was  one 


of  the  last  of  our  seventeenth-century 
playwrights  who  interspersed  their  dia¬ 
logue  with  passages  of  poetic  beauty,  at 
once  appropriate  to  the  sentiment  of  the 
situation  and  capable  of  carrying  their  au¬ 
dience  to  a  higher  imaginative  level.  Nor 
was  he  merely  the  last  of  the  group ;  few 
members  of  it,  besides  Shakespeare  him¬ 
self,  have  surpassed  Shirley  in  the  exercise 
of  the  rare  power  of  ennobling  his  dra¬ 
matic  diction  by  images  which,  while  they 
“would  surpass  the  life,”  spring  without 
effort  from  the  infinitude  of  the  sugges¬ 
tions  offered  by  it  to  creative  fancy. — 
Ward,  Adolphus  William,  1897,  Diction¬ 
ary  of  National  Biography ,  vol.  lii,  p.  130. 


Abraham  Cowley 

1618-1667 

Born,  in  London,  1618.  King’s  Scholar  at  Westminster  School,  1628[?]-163 
First  poems  published,  1633.  Scholar  of  Trinity  Coll.,  Cambridge,  14  June  1637 ;  b 
A.,  1639;  Minor  Fellow,  30  Oct.,  1640;  M.  A.,  1642;  Major  Fellow,  1642.  Latin 
Comedy,  “Naufragium  Joculare”  performed  before  University,  2  Feb.  1638.  “The 
Guardian”  performed,  12  March  1641  ;  rewritten  and  produced  at  Lincoln’s  Inn 
Fields  as  “The  Cutter  of  Coleman  Street,”  16  Dec.  1661.  Ejected  from  Cambridge 
as  a  Royalist,  and  removed  to  St.  John’s  Coll.,  Oxford,  1664.  Afterwards  in  house¬ 
hold  of  Earl  of  St.  Alban’s,  and  in  Court  of  exiled  Queen  in  France.  Engaged  on 
diplomatic  services.  Returned  to  England,  1656.  Studied  Medicine.  11.  D.,  Ox¬ 
ford,  2  Dec.  1657.  Removed  to  Chertsey,  April  1665.  Died  there,  28  July  1667. 
Buried  in  Westminster  Abbey.  lForfcs;  “Poetical  Blossoms”  (anon.),  1633;  “Love’s 
Riddle,”  1638;  “Naufragium  Joculare,”  1638;  “A  Satyre:  the  Puritan  and  the 
Papist,”  1643[?];“Ad  Populum”  (anon.),  1644  ;  “The  Mistress,”  1647;  “The  Foure 
Ages  of  England”  (anon.),  1648;  “The  Guardian,”  1650  (second  version,  entitled: 
“The  Cutter  of  Coleman  Street,”  1663);  “Poems,”  1656;  “Ode  upon  the  Blessed 
Restoration,”  1660;  “Vision  concerning  .  .  .  Cromwell  the  Wicked,”  1661; 

“A  Proposal  for  the  Advancement  of  Experimental  Philosophy,”  1661;  “A.  Couleii 
Plantarum  libri  duo,”  1662;  “Verses  upon  several  Occasions,”  1663;  “Verses  lately 
written,”  1663.  Posthumous:  “A  Poem  on  the  late  Civil  War,”  1679;  “Love’s 
Chronicle”  (anon.),  [1730?].  He  translated:  “Anacreon”  (anon.,  with  Willis, 
Wood  and  Oldham),  1683.  Collected  Works:  ed.,  with  life ,  by  T.  Sprat,  1668  (sub¬ 
sequent  ends.,  some  enlarged,  1689-1721);  ed.,  with  life  by  Grosart,  1880-81. — 
Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  67. 

personal  me  alone,  because  they  found  I  made  a 

Even  when  I  was  a  very  young  boy  at  shift  to  do  the  usual  exercise  out  of  my 
school,  instead  of  running  about  on  holy-  own  reading  and  observation.  That  I  was 


days  and  playing  with  my  fellows,  I  was 
wont  to  steal  from  them,  and  walk  into 
the  fields,  either  alone  with  a  book,  or 
with  some  one  companion,  if  I  could  find 
any  of  the  same  temper.  I  was  then,  too, 
so  much  an  enemy  to  all  constraint,  that 
my  masters  could  never  prevail  on  me,  by 
any  persuasions  or  encouragements,  to 
learn  without  book  the  common  rules  of 
grammar;  in  which  they  dispensed  with 


then  of  the  same  mind  as  I  am  now  (which, 
I  confess,  I  wonder  at,  myself)  may  appear 
by  the  latter  end  of  an  ode,  which  I  made 
when  I  was  but  thirteen  years  old,  and 
which  was  then  printed,  with  many  other 
verses.  The  beginning  of  it  is  boyish : 
but  of  this  part,  which  I  here  set  down  (if 
a  very  little  were  corrected),  I  should 
hardly  now  be  much  ashamed.  —Cowley, 
Abraham,  1667  ?  On  Mystlf,  Essays 
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Went  to  Mr.  Cowley’s  funeral],  whose 
corps  lay  at  Wallingford  House,  and  was 
thence  convey’d  to  Westminster  Abbey,  in 
a  hearse  with  six  horses,  and  all  funeral 
decency ;  neeare  an  hundred  coaches  of 
noblemen  and  persons  of  qualitie  following ; 
among  these  all  the  witts  of  the  towne, 
divers  bishops  and  cleargymen. — Evelyn, 
John,  1667,  Diary ,  August  3. 

In  the  thirteenth  Year  of  his  Age  there 
came  forth  a  little  Book  under  his  Name, 
in  which  there  were  many  things  that 
might  well  become  the  Vigour  and  Force 
of  a  manly  Wit.  The  first  beginning  of 
his  studies,  was  a  Familiarity  with  the 
most  solid  and  unaffected  Authors  of  Anti¬ 
quary,  which  he  fully  digested  not  only  in 
his  Memory,  but  his  Judgment.  By  this 
Advantage  he  leanr’d  nothing  while  a  Boy, 
that  he  needed  to  forget  or  forsake,  when 
he  came  to  be  a  Man.  His  Mind  was 
rightly  season’d  at  first,  and  he  had 
nothing  to  do,  but  still  to  proceed  on  the 
same  Foundation  on  which  he  began.  He 
was  wont  to  relate,  that  he  had  this  De¬ 
fect  in  his  Memory  at  that  time,  that  his 
Teachers  could  never  bring  it  to  retain 
he  ordinary  Rules  of  Grammar.  However 
e  supply'd  that  want,  by  conversing  with 
.he  Books  themselves,  from  whence  those 
Rules  had  been  drawn. — Sprat,  Thomas, 
1668,  An  Account  of  the  Life  of  Mr.  Abra¬ 
ham  Cowley. 

He  lies  interred  at  Westminster  Abbey, 
next  to  Sir  Jeffrey  Chaucer,  N.,  where  the 
duke  of  Bucks  has  putt  a  neate  monument 
of  white  marble,  viz.  a  faire  pedestall, 
wheron  the  inscription: — 

ABRAHAMUS  COULEIUS, 

ANGLORUM  PINDARUS,  FLACCUS,  MARO, 
DELICIAE,  DECUS,  DESIDERIUM  AEVI  SUI, 
HIC  JUXTA  SITUS  EST. 

AUREA  DUM  VOLITANT  LAT&  TUA  SCRIPTA 
PER  ORBEM, 

ET  FAMA  AETERNUM  VIVIS,  DIVINE  POETA, 
HIC  PLACIDA  JACEAS  REQUIE  \  CUSTODIAT 
URN  AM 

CANA  FIDES,  VIGILENTQUE  PERENNI  LAM- 
PADE  musae; 

SIT  SACER  ISTE  LOCUS.  NEC  QUIS  TEMERA- 
RIUS  AUSIT 

SACRILEGA  TURBARE  MANU  VENERABILE 
BUSTUM. 

INTACTI  MANE  ANT,  MANEANT  PER  SEOUL  A, 
DULCIS 


CO  U  LEI  CINERES  SERVENTQUE  IMMOBILE 
SAXUM. 

SIC  VO  VET, 

VOTUMQUE  SUUM  APUD  POSTEROS  SACRA- 
TUM  ESSE  VOLUIT,  QUI  VIRO  INCOMPARAUILI 
POSUIT  SEPULCRALE  MARMOR,  GEORGIUS 
dux  BUCKINGH  A  MIA  E. 

Abraham  Cowley  excessit  e  vita 
ANNO  AETATIS  SUAE  49;  ET,  1IONORIFICA 
POMPA  elatus  ex  Aedibus  Buckingeiam- 

IANIS,  VIRIS  ILLUSTRIOUS  OMNIUM  ORD1NUM 
EXEQUIAS  CELEBR ANTIBUS,  SEPULTUS  EST 
DIE  3  MENSIS  AUGUSTI  ANNU  DOMINI  1667. 
Above  that  a  very  faire  urne,  with  a  kind 
of  ghirland  of  ivy  about  it.  The  inscrip¬ 
tion  was  made  by  Dr.  (Thomas)  Spratt,  his 
grace’s  chapellane :  the  Latin  verses  were 
made,  or  mended,  by  Dr.  (Thomas)  Gale. 
On  his  very  noble  gravestone,  his 
scutcheon,  and  Abrahamus  Couleius  H.  S. 
E.  1667.-  Aubrey,  John,  1669-96,  Brief 
Lives,  ed.  Clark,  vol.  I,  p.  189. 

He  was  not  so  much  respected  by  the 
cavaliers  as  he  ought  to  have  been,  upon 
the  restauration,  which  much  troubled 
him,  and  made  him  fly  off  something,  as 
appears  partly  from  the  preface  to  his 
poems.  He  was  however  a  good  natured 
man,  of  great  candor  and  humanity,  and 
no  party  ever  spoke  ill  against  him  upon 
that  score.  —  Hearne,  Thomas,  1706, 
Reliquiae  Hearniance ,  ed.  Bliss,  May  18, 
vol.  i,  p.  108. 

Cowley’s  allowance  was,  at  last,  not 
above  three  hundred  a  year.  He  died  at 
Chertsey  ;  and  his  death  was  occasioned  by 
a  mean  accident,  whilst  his  great  friend, 
Dean  Sprat,  was  with  him  on  a  visit  there. 
They  had  been  together  to  see  a  neighbour 
at  Cowley’s  ;  who  (according  to  the  fashion 
of  those  times)  made  them  too  welcome. 
They  did  not  set  out  for  their  walk  home 
till  it  was  too  late  ;  and  had  drank  so  deep, 
that  they  lay  out  in  the  fields  all  night. 
This  gave  Cowley  the  fever  that  carried 
him  off.  The  parish  still  talk  of  the 
drunken  Dean. — Pope,  Alexander,  1728- 
30,  Spence’s  Anecdotes-,  ed.  Singer,  p.  10. 

When  Cowley  grew  sick  of  the  court, 
be  took  a  house  first  at  Battersea,  then  at 
Barnes;  and  then  at  Chertsey:  always 
farther  and  farther  from  town.  In  the 
latter  part  of  his  life,  he  showed  a  sort  of 
aversion  for  women  ;  and  would  leave  the 
room  when  they  came  in:  ’twas  probably 
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from  a  disappointment  in  love.  He  was 
much  in  love  with  his  Leonora ;  who  is  men¬ 
tioned  at  the  end  of  that  good  ballad  of 
hi9F  on  his  different  mistresses.  She  was 
married  to  Dean  Sprat’s  brother  ;  and  Cow¬ 
ley  never  was  in  love  with  anybody  after. 
-Pope,  Alexander,  1742-43,  Spence's 
Anecdotes,  cd.  Singer,  p.  216. 

Of  Cowley,  we  are  told  by  Barnes,  who 
had  means  enough  of  information,  that, 
whatever  he  may  talk  of  his  own  inflam¬ 
mability,  and  the  variety  of  characters  by 
which  his  heart  was  divided,  he  in  reality 
was  in  love  but  once,  and  then  never  had 
resolution  to  tell  his  passion. — Johnson, 
Samuel,  1779,  Abraham  Cowley ,  Lives  of 
the  English  Poets . 

We  suspect,  from  the  portraits  of  Cow¬ 
ley,  that  his  blood  was  not  very  healthy 
by  nature.  .  .  Cowley  and  Thom¬ 

son  were  alike  in  their  persons,  their 
dispositions,  and  their  fortunes.  They 
were  both  fat  men,  not  handsome;  very 
amiable  and  sociable ;  no  enemies  to 
a  bottle;  taking  interest  both  in  politics 
and  retirement;  passionately  fond  of 
external  nature,  of  fields,  woods,  gardens, 
&c. ;  bachelors, — in  love,  and  disap¬ 
pointed ;  faulty  in  style,  yet  true  poet3 
in  themselves,  if  not  always  the  best 
in  their  writings,  that  is  to  say,  seeing 
everything  in  its  poetical  light;  childlike 
in  their  ways;  and,  finally,  they  were  both 
made  easy  in  their  circumstances  by  the 
party  whom  they  served;  both  went  to 
live  at  a  little  distance  from  London,  and 
on  the  banks  of  the  Thames  ;  and  both  died 
of  a  cold  and  fever,  originating  in  a  care¬ 
less  exposure  to  the  weather,  not  without 
more  than  a  suspicion  of  previous  “jolli¬ 
fication”  with  “the  Dean,”  on  Cowley's 
part,  and  great  probability  of  a  like 
vivacity  on  that  of  Thomson,  who  had  been 
visiting  his  friends  in  London.  Thomson 
could  push  the  bottle  like  a  regular  bon 
vivant:  and  Cowley’s  death  is  attributed 
to  his  having  forgotten  his  proper  bed,  and 
slept  in  a  field  all  night,  in  company  with 
his  reverend  and  jovial  friend  Sprat. — 
Hunt,  Leigh,  1847,  Men,  Women,  and 
Books,  vol.  ii,  p.  50. 

Cowley  House  ...  in  which  Cowley 
spent  his  last  days,  is  on  the  west  side  of 
Guildford  Street  near  the  railway  station. 

•  •  It  was  a  little  house,  with  ample 

gardens  and  pleasant  meadows  attached. 
Not  of  brick  indeed,  but  half  timber,  with 


a  fine  old  oak  staircase  and  balusters,  and 
one  or  two  wainscoted  chambers,  which 
yet  remain  much  as  when  Cowley  dwelt 
there,  as  do  also  the  poet’s  study,  a  small 
closet  with  a  view  meadow-ward’ to  St. 
Anne’s  Hill,  and  the  room,  overlooking 
the  road,  in  which  he  died.  He  lived  here 
little  more  than  two  years  in  all. — Thorne, 
James,  1876,  Hand-Book  to  the  Environs 
of  London,  Chertsey. 

JUVENILE  POEMS 

We  are  even  more  pleased  with  some  of 
the  earliest  of  his  juvenile  poems,  than 
with  many  of  his  later  performances ;  as 
there  is  not  every  where  in  them  that 
redundancy  of  wit ;  and  where  there  is,  we 
are  more  inclined  to  admire,  than  be 
offended  at  in  the  productions  of  a  boy. 
His  passion  for  studious  retirement,  which 
was  still  increasing  with  his  years,  dis¬ 
covered  itself  at  thirteen,  in  an  ode  which 
a  good  judge  thinks  equal  to  that  of  Pope 
on  a  similar  subject,  and  which  was  writte 
about  the  same  era  of  his  life.  T1 
tenderness  of  some  of  his  juvenile  vers' 
shews,  that  he  was  no  stranger  to  another 
passion;  and  it  is  not  improbable  but 
Margarita,  or  one  of  her  successors,  might 
at  fifteen,  have  had  a  full  possession  of 
his  heart. — Granger,  James,  1769-1824, 
Biographical  History  of  England,  vol.  Ill,  p. 
124. 

Let  any  reader  of  “Pyramus  and 
Thisbe”  consider  how  naive,  artless,  and 
infantine  are  the  writings  of  the  very 
cleverest  child  of  ten  that  he  has  ever 
known  when  compared  with  this  first 
work  of  Cowley's.  After  more  than  two 
hundred  years  it  remains  still  readable — 
much  more  readable,  in  fact,  than  many 
of  its  author’s  more  elaborate  poems  of 
maturity.  .  .  “Pyramus  and  Thisbe” 

is  a  work  which  few  of  the  adult  poets  of 
that  day  would  have  been  ashamed  of 
writing.  It  contains  mistakes  of  rhyme, 
and  grammar  that  might  be  so  easily  cor¬ 
rected  that  they  form  an  interesting  proof 
that  the  poem  was  not  touched  up  for  the 
press  by  older  hands,  but  in  other  respects 
it  is  smooth  and  singularly  mature.  The 
heroic  verse  in  which  it  is  written  is  nerve¬ 
less,  but  correct,  and  the  story  is  told 
in  a  straightforward  way,  and  with  a  reg¬ 
ular  progress,  that  are  extraordinary  in 
so  young  a  child. — Gosse,  Edmund,  1883. 
Seventeenth-Century  Studies,  pp.  174,  175. 
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THE  CUTTER  OF  COLEMAN  STREET 
1041-G3 

We  are  therefore  wonderful  wise  men, 
and  have  a  fine  business  of  it;  we,  who 
spend  our  time  in  poetry.  I  do  sometimes 
laugh,  and  am  often  angry  with  myself, 
when  I  think  on  it ;  and  if  I  had  a  son  in¬ 
clined  by  nature  to  the  same  folly,  I  be¬ 
lieve  I  should  bind  him  from  it  by  the 
strictest  conjurations  of  a  paternal  bless¬ 
ing.  For  what  can  be  more  ridiculous 
than  to  labour  to  give  men  delight,  whilst 
they  labour,  on  their  part,  most  earnestly 
to  take  offence?— Cowley,  Abraham, 
1663,  Cutter  of  Coleman  Street,  Preface. 

The  comedy,  as  acted  in  1661,  seems  to 
have  subjected  Cowley  to  censure  as  hav¬ 
ing  been  intended  for  abuse  and  satire  of 
the  Royalists,  besides  being  guilty  of  pro¬ 
faneness.  In  his  Preface,  which  is  well 
worth  reading,  he  accordingly  defends 
himself  with  effective  indignation  against 
both  charges— and  this  he  could  upon  the 
whole  well  afford  to  do.  What  enraged 
these  injudicious  assailants,  proves  to  us 
the  moral  courage  of  the  poet.  As  a 
"Tied  friend  of  the  monarchy  he  rendered 
real  service  to  its  cause,  and  to  that  of 
jcial  order  at  large,  by  thus  boldly  and 
jravely  satirising  the  scum  of  the  loyal 
party  at  the  very  time  when  its  ignobler 
elements  were  actively  striving  to  remain 
at  the  top ;  and  for  the  sake  of  the  spirit 
of  manliness  which  pervades  this  comedy 
we  may  readily  pardon  its  occasional 
coarseness  and  the  farcical  improbabilities 
of  its  plot. — Ward,  Adolphus  William, 
1875-99,  A  History  of  English  Dramatic 
Literature,  vol.  Ill,  p.  327. 

THE  MISTRESS 
IW7 

Considered  as  the  verses  of  a  lover,  no 
man  that  has  ever  loved  will  much  com¬ 
mend  them.  They  are  neither  courtly 
nor  pathetic,  have  neither  gallantry  nor 
fondness.  His  praises  are  too  far  sought, 
and  too  hyperbolical,  either  to  express 
love,  or  to  excite  it;  every  stanza  is 
crowded  with  darts  and  flames,  with 
wounds  and  death,  with  mingled  souls, 
and  with  broken  hearts. — Johnson,  Sam¬ 
uel,  1779,  Abraham  Cowley ,  Lives  of  the 
English  Poets. 

In  the  next  year,  1647,  Cowley’s  “Mis¬ 
tress”  appeared  ;  the  most  celebrated  per¬ 
formance  of  the  miscalled  metaphysical 


poets.  It  is  a  series  of  short  amatory 
poems,  in  the  Italian  style  of  the  age,  full 
of  analogies  that  have  no  semblance  of 
truth,  except  from  the  double  sense  of 
words  and  thoughts  that  unite  the  coldness 
of  subtility  with  the  hyperbolical  extrava¬ 
gance  of  counterfeited  passion. — IIallam, 
Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction  to  the  Lit¬ 
erature  of  Europe,  pt .  iii,  ch.  v,  par.  41. 

It  is  as  though  in  the  course  of  a  hun¬ 
dred  years  the  worst  fancies  which  Wyatt 
had  borrowed  from  Petrarch  had  become 
fossilized,  and  were  yet  brought  out  by 
Cowley  to  do  duty  for  living  thoughts. 
What  is  love  ?  he  seems  to  ask :  it  is  an 
interchange  of  hearts,'  a  flame,  a  worship, 
a  river  to  be  frozen  by  disdain  he  has  a 
hundred  such  physical  and  psychological 
images  of  it;  and  the  poetry  consists  in 
taking  the  images  one  by  one  and  develop¬ 
ing  them  iu  merciless  disregard  of  taste 
and  truth  of  feeling.  Ward,  Thomas 
Humphry,  1880,  English  Poets,  vol.  u, 
p.  237. 

DAVIDEIS 

His  “Davideis”  was  wholly  written  in 
so  young  an  Age ;  that  if  we  shall  reflect 
on  the  vastness  of  the  Argument,  and  his 
manner  of  handling  it,  he  may  seem  like 
one  of  the  Miracles,  that  he  there  adorns, 
like  a  Boy  attempting  Goliah. — Sprat, 
Thomas,  1668,  An  Account  of  the  Life  of 
Mr.  Abraham  Cowley. 

The  “Davideis”  is  much  more  disfigured 
by  far-fetched  conceits  than  even  his  Odes ; 
and  they  offend  still  more  against  good 
Taste,  when  we  find  them  mixed  up  with 
the  sobriety  of  narration,  than  when  they 
mingle  in  his  Pindaric  ecstacies.  The 
narrative  itself  is  also  heavy  and  uninter¬ 
esting;  there  are  no  strongly  drawn  or 
predominating  characters;  and  the  Alle¬ 
gorical  personages,  who  are  the  chief 
actors,  do  not,  of  course,  excite  any 
strong  interest,  or  greatly  arrest  the  at¬ 
tention.  Still  there  are  many  scattered 
beauties  throughout  the  Poem  ;  many  orig¬ 
inal  ideas,  and  much  brilliant  versifica¬ 
tion.— Neele,  Henry,  1827-29,  Lectures 
on  English  Poetry ,  Lecture  ii. 

His  epic  attempt,  “Davideis,”  was  not 
successful.— Scherr,  J.,  1874-82,  A  His¬ 
tory  of  English  Literature ,  p.  115. 

The  “Davideis”  is  a  school  exercise,  no 
more. — Ward,  Thomas  Humphry,  1880, 
English  Poets,  vol.  II,  p.  241. 
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ESSAYS 

In  all  our  comparisons  of  taste,  I  do 
not  know  whether  I  have  ever  heard  your 
opinion  of  a  poet,  very  dear  to  me.  the 
now-out-of-fashion  Cowley.  Favour  me 
with  your  judgment  of  him,  and  tell  me  if 
his  prose  essays,  in  particular,  as  well  as 
no  inconsiderable  part  of  his  verse,  be  not 
delicious.  I  prefer  the  graceful  rambling 
of  his  essays,  even  to  the  courtly  elegance 
and  ease  of  Addison  ;  abstracting  from 
this  the  latter’s  exquisite  humour. — Lamb, 
Charles,  1797,  Letter  to  Coleridge,  Letters, 
ed.  Aingcr,  vol.  i,p.  64. 

Spent  the  two  hours  that  remained  be¬ 
fore  dinner,  in  skimming  the  “Prose  Es¬ 
says”  of  Cowley,  which  1  had  often  heard 
very  highly  commended  for  the  style ;  in 
this  respect  I  was  so  much  gratified,  by 
the  genuine  vein  of  English  idiom,  as  well 
as  by  what  appeared  to  my  ear,  in  many 
passages,  a  sweet  and  flowing  melody  of 
composition,  that  I  have  resolved  to  read 
the  volume  over  again  three  or  four  times, 
till  I  fix  some  of  those  beauties  in  my 
memory,  and  accustom  my  ear  to  the  tune. 
— Horner,  Francis,  1802,  Memoirs  and 
Correspondence ,  vol.  I,  p.  204. 

They  are  eminently  distinguished  for 
the  grace,  the  finish,  and  the  clearness 
which  his  verse  too  often  wants.  That 
there  is  one  cry  which  pervades  them  — 
vanity  of  vanities !  all  is  vanity  ! — that 
there  is  an  almost  ostentatious  longing  for 
obscurity  and  retirement,  may  be  ac¬ 
counted  for  by  the  fact  that  at  an  early 
age  Cowley  was  thrown  among  the  cava¬ 
liers  of  the  civil  wars,  sharing  the  exile 
and  the  return  of  the  Stuarts,  and  doubt¬ 
less  disgusted,  as  so  pure  a  writer  was 
pretty  sure  to  be,  by  a  dissolute  Court, 
with  whom  he  would  find  it  easier  to  sym¬ 
pathize  in  its  misery  than  in  its  triumph. 
— Mitford,  Mary  Russell,  1851,  Recol¬ 
lections  of  A  Literary  Life ,  p.  36. 

His  prose  is  as  easy  and  sensible  as  his 
poetry  is  contorted  and  unreasonable.  A 
polished  man,  writing  for  polished  men, 
pretty  much  as  he  would  speak  to  them  in 
a  drawing-room, — this  I  take  to  be  the 
idea  which  they  had  of  a  good  author  in 
the  seventeenth  century.  It  is  the  idea 
which  Cowley 's  “  Essays  ”  leave  of  his  char¬ 
acter;  it  is  the  kind  of  talent  which  the 
writers  of  the  coming  age  take  for  their 
model ;  and  he  is  the  first  of  that  grave 
and  amiable  group  which,  continued  in 


Temple,  reaches  so  far  as  to  include  Ad¬ 
dison. — Taine,  H.  A.,  1871,  History  of 
English  Literature ,  tr.  Van  Laun,  vol.  I, 
bk.  ii,  ch.  i.  p.  205. 

Cowley  holds  perhaps  a  higher  rank 
among  prose  writers  than  among  poets. 
His  “Essays,”  written  for  the  most  part 
after  the  Restoration,  mark  an  advance  in 
the  art  of  prose  composition.  The  con¬ 
struction  of  the  sentences  is  often  stumb¬ 
ling  and  awkward,  but  the  diction  shows 
an  increasing  command  over  the  language. 
No  previous  writer,  not  even  Fuller,  is  so 
felicitous  as  Cowley  in  the  combination 
of  words.  His  prose  has  none  of  the  ex¬ 
travagance  of  his  poetry. —Minto,  Will¬ 
iam,  1872-80,  Manual  of  English  Prose 
Literature,  p.  286. 

Cowley’s  prose  essays,  it  must  be  ac¬ 
knowledged,  have  held  their  ground  in  our 
literature,  but  as  a  poet  he  is  a  dead 
name,  or  living  only  in  depreciation  and 
ridicule.  We  hope  to  show  that,  however 
great  his  faults,  this  depreciation  is  un¬ 
just  and  this  ridicule  absurd,  and  in  doinj, 
so  it  will  be  necessary  to  solve  two  ques¬ 
tions — why  Cowley  ever  attained  so  im¬ 
mense  a  poetic  reputation,  and  why,  hav¬ 
ing  once  gained  it,  he  has  so  completely 
lost  it. — Gosse,  Edmund,  1883,  Seven¬ 
teenth-Century  Studies,  p.  172. 

The  familiar  ease,  never  descending 
into  what  would  misbecome  either  the  man 
of  breeding  or  the  man  of  letters,  is  the 
true  cause  of  the  pleasure  which  cultivat¬ 
ed  readers  have  never  ceased  to  derive 
from  these  “Essays;”  and  to  enjoy  this 
pleasure  to  the  full,  we  should  pace  with 
their  author  the  whole  length  of  his  mod¬ 
est  garden  walks;  for  his  estate  was  not 
on  the  scale  of  his  friend  John  Evelyn’s. 
— Ward,  Adolphus  William,  1893,  Eno- 
lish  Prose,  ed.  Craik ,  vol.  II,  p.  575. 

This  test  of  re-reading  is,  of  course, 
only  an  approximate  one.  So  great  an 
authority  as  Hume  said  it  was  sufficient 
to  read  Cowley  over,  but  that  Parnell 
after  the  fiftieth  reading  was  as  fresh  as 
at  the  first.  Now,  for  my  part,  I  have  to 
go  to  the  encyclopedia  to  find  out  who 
Parnell  was,  but  of  Cowley  even  desultory 
readers  like  myself  know  something.  His 
essays  one  can  not  only  read,  but  re-read. 
They  make  one  of  the  unpretentious  minor 
books  that  one  can  put  in  his  pocket  and 
take  with  him  on  a  walk  to  the  woods,  and 
nibble  at  under  a  tree  or  by  a  waterfall. 
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Solitude  seem9  to  brine  out  its  quality, 
aa  it  does  that  of  some  people. — Bur¬ 
roughs,  John,  1897,  On  the  Re-reading 
of  Books,  The  Century ,  vol.  55,  p.  147. 
LOVE  S  CHRONICLE 
“The  Chronicle”  was  written  two  hun¬ 
dred  years  ago.  Ladies,  dear  ladies,  if 
one  could  be  sure  that  no  man  would  open 
this  book,  if  we  were  altogether  in 
(female)  parliament  assembled,  without  a 
single  male  creature  within  hearing,  might 
we  not  acknowledge  that  the  sex,  espe¬ 
cially  that  part  of  it  formerly  called 
coquette,  and  now  known  by  the  name  of 
flirt,  is  very  little  altered  since  the  days 
of  the  Merry  Monarch?  and  that  a  similar 
list  compiled  by  some  gay  bachelor  of 
Belgravia  might,  allowing  for  differences 
of  custom  and  of  costume,  serve  very  well 
as  a  companion  to  Master  Cowley’s  cata¬ 
logue?  I  would  not  have  a  man  read  this 
admission  for  the  world. — Mitford,  Mary 
Russell,  1851,  Recollections  of  A  Literary 
Life ,  p,  46. 

GENERAL 

To  him  no  author  was  unknown, 

Yet  what  he  wrote  was  all  his  own  ; 

He  melted  not  the  ancient  gold, 

Nor  with  Ben  Jonson,  did  make  bold 
To  plunder  all  the  Roman  stores 
Of  poets  and  of  orators. 

Horace’s  wit  and  Virgil’s  state, 

He  did  not  steal,  but  emulate; 

And  when  he  would  like  them  appear, 

Their  garb,  but  not  their  clothes,  did  wear. 
He  not  from  Romo  alone,  but  Greece, 

Liko  Jason,  brought  the  golden  fleece. 

— Denham,  Sir  John,  c  1667,  On  Mr. 
Abraham.  Cowley's  Death,  and  Burial 
amongst  the  Ancient  Poets . 

These  times  have  produced  many  excel¬ 
lent  poets,  among  whom,  for  strength  of 
wit,  Dr.  Abraham  Cowley  justly  bears  the 
bell. — Baxter,  Richard,’ 1681,  Poetical 
Fragments ,  Prefatory  Address. 

The  darling  of  my  youth. — Dryden, 
John,  1692,  Essay  on  Satire,  Works,  ed. 
Scott  and  Saintsbury,  vol.  XIII,  p.  116. 

Great  Cowley  then,  a  mighty  genius,  wrote, 
O’er  run  with  wit,  and  lavish  of  his  thought 
His  turns  too  closely  on  the  reader  press : 

He  more  had  pleased  us,  had  he  pleased  us 
less. 

One  glittering  thought  no  sooner  strikes  our 
eyes 

With  silent  wonder,  but  new  wonders  rise; 

As  in  the  milky-way  a  shining  white 
O’erflowB  the  heavens  with  one  continued 
light. 


That  not  a  single  star  can  show  his  rays, 
WhiLst  jointly  all  promote  the  common  bla2c. 
Pardon,  great  poet,  that  I  dare  to  name 
The  uunumber’d  beauties  of  thy  verse  with 
blame ; 

Thy  fault  is  only  wit  in  its  excess. 

“Addison,  Joseph,  1694,  An  Account  of 
the  Greatest  English  Poets. 

One  of  our  late  great  poets  is  sunk  in 
his  reputation,  because  he  could  never 
forgive  any  conceit  which  came  in  his  way  ; 
but  swept,  like  a  drag-net,  great  and 
small.  There  was  plenty  enough — but  the 
dishes  were  ill  sorted  ;  whole  pyramids  of 
sweetmeats  for  boys  and  women,  but  little 
of  solid  meat  for  men.  All  this  pro¬ 
ceeded  not  from  any  want  of  knowledge, 
but  of  judgment.  Neither  did  he  want 
that  in  discerning  the  beauties  and  faults 
of  other  poets,  but  only  indulged  himself 
in  the  luxury  of  writing;  and  perhaps 
knew  it  was  a  fault,  and  hoped  to  find  it. 
For  this  reason,  though  he  must  always 
be  thought  a  great  poet,  he  is  no  longer 
esteemed  a  good  writer  ;  and  for  ten  im¬ 
pressions  which  his  works  have  had  in  so 
many  successive  years,  yet  at  present  a 
hundred  books  are  scarcely  purchased 
once  a  twelvemonth  ;  for,  as  my  last  Lord 
Rochester  said,  though  somewhat  pro¬ 
fanely,  “Not  being  of  God,  he  could  not 
stand.  ’ '—Dryden,  John,  1700,  Preface  to 
The  Fables. 

Never  any  poet  left  a  greater  reputa¬ 
tion  behind  him  than  Mr.  Cowley,  while 
Milton  remained  obscure,  and  known  but 
to  few.— Dennis,  John,  1721,  Letters. 
Who  now  reads  Cowley?  If  lie  pleases  yet, 
His  moral  pleases,  not  his  pointed  wit: 
Forgot  his  Epic,  nay  Pindaric  art 
Bnt  still  I  love  the  langnoge  of  his  heart. 

— Pope,  Alexander,  1733,  First  Epistle 
of  the  Second  Book  of  Horace. 

Cowley  is  a  fine  poet,  in  spite  of  all  his 
faults. — He,  as  well  as  Davenant,  bor¬ 
rowed  his  metaphysical  style  from  Donne. 
—Pope,  Alexander,  1734-36,  Spence's 
Anecdotes,  ed.  Singer,  p.  130. 

The  time  seems  to  be  at  hand  when  jus¬ 
tice  will  be  done  to  Mr.  Cowley’s  prose, 
as  well  as  poetical  writings;  and  though 
his  friend  Doctor  Sprat,  bishop  of  Roches¬ 
ter,  in  his  diction  falls  far  short  of  the 
abilities  for  which  he  has  been  celebrated ; 
yet  there  is  some  times  a  happy  flow  in 
his  periods,  something  that  looks  like  elo¬ 
quence.— Goldsmith,  Oliver,  1759,  The 
Bee  No.  8,  Nov.  24. 
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Cowley  is  an  author  extremely  corrupted 
by  the  bad  taste  of  his  age ;  but  had  he 
lived  even  in  the  purest  times  of  Greece 
or  Rome,  he  must  always  have  been  a  very 
indifferent  poet,  lie  had  no  ear  for  har¬ 
mony  ;  and  his  verses  are  only  known  to 
be  such  by  the  rhyme  which  terminates 
them.  In  his  rugged  untunable  numbers 
are  conveyed  sentiments  the  most  strained 
and  distorted,  long-spun  allegories,  dis¬ 
tant  allusions,  and  forced  conceits.  Great 
ingenuity,  however,  and  vigour  of  thought, 
sometimes  break  out  midst  those  unnatural 
conceptions;  a  few  anacreontics  surprise 
us  by  their  ease  and  gaiety :  his  prose 
writings  please,  by  the  honesty  and  good¬ 
ness  which  they  express,  and  even  by  their 
spleen  and  melancholy.  This  author  was 
much  more  praised  and  admired  during 
his  lifetime,  and  celebrated  after  his 
death,  than  the  great  Milton.— Hume, 
David,  1762,  The  History  of  England,  The 
Commonwealth,  vol.  v. 

Botany  in  the  mind  of  Cowley  turned 
into  poetry.  .  .  .  The  power  of 

Cowley  is  not  so  much  to  move  the  affec¬ 
tions,  as  to  exercise  the  understanding. 

A  mind  capacious  by  nature, 
and  replenished  by  study.  In  the  gen¬ 
eral  review  of  Cowley’s  poetry  it  will  be 
found  that  he  wrote  with  abundant  fer¬ 
tility,  but  negligent  or  unskilful  selection  ; 
with  much  thought  but  with  little  imagery  ; 
that  he  is  never  pathetic,  and  rarely  sub¬ 
lime;  but  always  either  ingenious  or 
learned,  either  acute  or  profound.  .  .  . 
His  manner  he  had  in  common  with  others ; 
but  his  sentiments  were  his  own.  Upon 
every  subject  he  thought  for  himself ;  and 
such  was  his  copiousness  of  knowledge 
that  something  at  once  remote  and  appli¬ 
cable  rushed  into  his  mind;  yet  it  is  not 
likely  that  he  always  rejected  a  commodi¬ 
ous  idea  merely  because  another  had  used 
it ;  his  known  wealth  was  so  great,  that  he 
might  have  borrowed  without  loss  of 
credit.  ...  He  makes  no  selection 
of  words,  nor  seeks  any  neatness  of 
phrase :  he  has  no  elegance,  either  lucky 
or  elaborate,  as  his  endeavours  were 
rather  to  impress  sentences  upon  the  un¬ 
derstanding  than  images  on  the  fancy,  he 
has  few  epithets,  and  those  scattered  with¬ 
out  peculiar  propriety  of  nice  adaptation. 
— Johnson,  Samuel,  1779,  Abraham  Cow¬ 
ley,  Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

Cowley,  at  all  times  harsh,  is  doubly  so 


in  his  Pindaric  compositions.  In  his  An¬ 
acreontic  odes,  he  is  much  happier.  They 
are  smooth  and  elegant;  and  indeed  the 
most  agreeable  and  the  most  perfect  in 
their  kind,  of  all  Mr.  Cowley’s  Poems. — 
Blair,  Hugh,  1783,  Lectures  on  Rhetoric 
and  Belles  Letters,  ed.  Mills,  p.  446. 
Ingenious  Cowley !  and  though  now,  reclaim’d 
By  modern  lights  from  an  erroneous  taste, 

I  cannot  but  lament  thy  splendid  wit 
Entangled  in  tho  cobwebs  of  the  schools. 

I  still  revore  thee,  courtly  though  retired; 
Though  strotch’d  at  ease  in  Chertsey’s  silent 
bowers 

Not  unemploy'd,  and  finding  rich  amends 
For  a  lost  world  in  solitude  and  verse. 

— Cowper,  William,  1784,  The  Task, 
The  Winter  Evening. 

Cowley,  I  think,  would  have  had  grace 
(for  his  mind  was  graceful)  if  he  had  had 
any  ear,  or  if  his  taste  had  not  been  viti¬ 
ated  by  the  pursuit  of  wit;  which,  when 
it  does  not  offer  itself  naturally,  degener¬ 
ates  into  tinsel  or  pertness. — Walpole, 
Horace,  1785,  Letters,  ed.  Cunningham, 
vol.  vm,  p.  564. 

To  speak  of  this  neglected  writer,  ap 
poet.  He  had  a  quick  and  ready  conc< 
tion ;  the  true  enthusiasm  of  genius,  s 
vast  materials,  with  which  learning 
well  as  fancy  had  supplied  him  for  it  to 
work  upon.  He  had  besides  a  prodigious 
command  of  expression,  and  a  natural  and 
copious  flow  of  eloquence  on  every  occa¬ 
sion,  and  understood  our  language  in  all 
its  force  and  energy.  Yet  betwixt  the 
native  exuberance  of  his  wit,  which  hur¬ 
ried  him  frequently  on  conceits,  and  the 
epidemical  contagion  of  that  time,  which 
possessed  all  writers  with  the  love  of 
points,  of  affected  turns,  and  hard  unnat¬ 
ural  allusion,  there  are  few  of  his  poems 
which  a  man  of  just  taste  will  read  with 
admiration,  or  even  with  pleasure.  Some 
few  there  are  and  enough  to  save  his 
name  from  oblivion,  or  rather  to  conse¬ 
crate  it,  with  those  of  the  master  spirits 
of  our  country,  to  immortality. — Hurd, 
Richard,  1808?  Commonplace  Book,  ed. 
Kilvert,  p.  240. 

The  mind  of  Cowley  was  beautiful,  but 
a  querulous  tenderness  in  his  nature 
breathes  not  only  through  his  works,  but 
influenced  his  habits  and  his  views  of 
human  affairs. — Disraeli,  Isaac,  1812- 
13,  Quarrels  of  Authors. 

The  metre  of  Pindar  is  regular,  that  of 
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Cowley  is  utterly  lawless ;  and  his  perpet¬ 
ual  straining  after  points  of  wit,  seems  to 
show  that  he  had  formed  no  correcter 
notion  of  his  manner  than  of  his  style.  — 
Gifford,  William,  1816,  ed..  The  Works 
of  Ben  Jonson,  vol.  IX,  p .  8. 

For  mere  ease  and  grace,  is  Cowley  in¬ 
ferior  to  Addison,  being  as  he  is  so  much 
more  thoughtful  and  full  of  fancy?  Cow¬ 
ley,  with  the  omission  of  a  quaintness  here 
and  there,  is  probably  the  best  model  of 
style  for  modern  imitation  in  general.— 
Coleridge,  Samuel  Taylor,  1818,  Style; 
Miscellanies,  /. Esthetic  and  Literary,  ed. 
AsAe,  p.  181. 

He  wrote  verses  while  yet  a  child  ;  and 
amidst  his  best  poetry  as  well  as  his  worst, 
in  his  touching  and  tender  as  well  as  ex¬ 
travagant  passages,  there  is  always  some¬ 
thing  that  reminds  us  of  childhood  in  Cow¬ 
ley.  .  .  .  Misanthropy,  as  far  as  so 

gentle  a  nature  could  cherish  it,  naturally 
strengthened  his  love  of  retirement,  and 
increased  that  passion  for  a  country  life 
which  breathes  in  the  fancy  of  his  poetry, 
and  in  the  eloquence  of  his  prose. — Camp- 
dell,  Thomas,  1819,  Specimens  of  the 
British  Poets. 

Cowley,  with  all  his  admirable  wit  and 
ingenuity,  had  little  imagination;  nor  in¬ 
deed  do  we  think  his  classical  diction  com¬ 
parable  to  that  of  Milton. — Macaulay, 
Thomas  Bablngton,  1825,  Milton,  Edin¬ 
burgh  Review,  Essays. 

The  Pindaric  odes  of  Cowley  were  not 
published  within  this  period.  But  it  is 
not  worth  while  to  defer  mention  of  them. 
They  contain,  like  all  his  poetry,  from 
time  to  time,  very  beautiful  lines;  but  the 
faults  are  still  of  the  same  kind :  his  sen¬ 
sibility  and  good  sense,  nor  has  any  poet 
more,  are  choked  by  false  taste;  and  it 
would  be  difficult  to  fix  on  any  one  poem  in 
which  the  beauties  are  more  frequent  than 
the  blemishes.  Johnson  has  selected  the 
elegy  onCrashawas  the  finest  of  Cowley’s 
works.  It  begins  with  a  very  beautiful 
couplet,  but  I  confess  that  little  else 
seems,  to  my  taste,  of  much  value.  “The 
Complaint,”  probably  better  known  than 
any  other  poem,  appears  to  me  the  best  in 
itself.  His  disappointed  hopes  give  a  not 
unpleasing  melancholy  to  several  pas¬ 
sages.  But  his  Latin  ode  in  a  similar 
strain  is  much  more  perfect.  Cowley, 
perhaps,  upon  the  whole,  has  had  a  repu¬ 
tation  more  above  his  deserts  than  any 


English  poet;  yet  it  is  very  easy  to  per¬ 
ceive  that  some,  who  wrote  better  than  he, 
did  not  possess  so  fine  a  genius.— Hal- 
lam,  Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction  to  the 
Literature  of  Europe,  pt.  iii,  ch.  v,  par. 
41. 

Cowley  was  coarsely  curious :  he  went 
to  the  shamoles  for  his  chambers  of  im¬ 
agery,  and  very  often  through  the  mud. 
All  which  faults  appear  to  us  attributable 
to  his  coldness  of  temperament,  and  his  de¬ 
fectiveness  in  the  instinct  towards  Beauty ; 
to  having  the  intellect  only  of  a  great 
poet,  not  the  sensibility.  .  .  .  Yet 

his  influence  was  for  good  rather  than  for 
evil,  by  inciting  to  a  struggle  backward, 
a  delay  in  the  revolutionary  movement: 
and  this,  although  a  wide  gulf  yawned  be¬ 
tween  him  and  the  former  age,  and  his 
heart’s  impulse  was  not  strong  enough  to 
cast  him  across  it.  For  his  actual  influ¬ 
ence,  he  lifts  us  up  and  casts  us  down — 
charms,  and  goes  nigh  to  disgust  us — does 
all  but  make  us  love  and  weep.  Brown¬ 
ing,  Elizabeth  Barrett,  1842-63,  The 
Book  of  the  Poets. 

On  the  other  side  of  the  corner  of  Chan¬ 
cery  Lane  was  born  a  man  of  genius  and 
benevolence,  who  would  not  have  hurt  a 
fly— Abraham  Cowley.  His  father  was  a 
grocer ;  himself,  one  of  the  kindest, 
wisest,  and  truest  gentlemen  that  ever 
graced  humanity.  He  has  been  pro¬ 
nounced  by  one,  competent  to  judge,  to 
have  been  “if  not  a  great  poet,  a  great 
man.”  But  his  poetry  is  what  every 
other  man’s  poetry  is,  the  flower  of  what 
was  in  him  ;  and  it  is  at  least  so  far  good 
poetry,  as  it  is  the  quintessence  of  amia¬ 
ble  and  deep  reflection,  not  without  a  more 
festive  strain,  the  result  of  his  sociality. 
Pope  says  of  him — 

‘'Forgot  his  epic,  nay  pindaric  art ; 

Yet  still  we  love  the  language  of  his  heart.’ 
His  prose  is  admirable,  and  his  character 
of  Cromwell  a  masterpiece  of  honest 
enmity,  more  creditable  to  both  parties 
than  the  zealous  royalist  was  aware. 
Cowley,  notwithstanding  the  active  part 
he  took  in  politics,  never  ceased  to  be  a 
child  at  heart.  His  mind  lived  in  books 
and  bowers — in  the  sequestered  “places 
of  thought;”  and  he  wondered  and 
lamented  to  the  last,  that  he  had  not  real¬ 
ised  the  people  he  found  there.  His  con¬ 
solation  should  have  been,  that  what  he 
found  in  himself  was  an  evidence  that  the 
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people  exist. — Hunt,  Leigh,  1858,  The 
Town,  p.  116. 

His  imagination  is  tinsel,  or  mere  sur¬ 
face  gilding,  compared  to  Donne’s  solid 
gold;  his  wit  little  better  than  word- 
catching,  to  the  profound  meditative 
quaintness  of  the  elder  poet;  and  of  pas¬ 
sion,  with  which  all  Donne’s  finest  lines 
are  tremulous,  Cowloy  has  none.  Con¬ 
siderable  grace  and  dignity  occasionally 
distinguish  his  Pindaric  Odes  (which,  how¬ 
ever,  are  Pindaric  only  in  name) ;  and  he 
has  shown  much  elegant  playfulness  of 
style  and  fancy  in  his  translations  from 
and  imitations  of  Anacreon,  and  in  some 
other  verses  written  in  the  same  manner. 
As  for  what  he  intends  for  love  verses, 
some  of  them  are  pretty  enough  frost¬ 
work  ;  but  the  only  sort  of  love  there  is  in 
them  is  the  love  of  point  and  sparkle. — 
Craik,  George  L.,  1861,  A  Compendious 
History  of  English  Literature  and  of  the 
English  Language ,  vol.  II,  p.  99. 

Cowley’s  “Essays”  aredelightful  reading. 
Nor  shall  I  forgive  his  biographer  for 
destroying  the  letters  of  a  man  of  whom 
King  Charles  said  at  his  interment  in 
Westminster  Abbey.  “Mr.  Cowley  has  not 
left  a  better  in  England.”  The  friend 
and  correspondent  of  the  most  distin¬ 
guished  poets,  statesmen,  and  gentlemen 
of  his  day,  his  letters  must  have  been  most 
interesting  and  important,  and  but  for  the 
unsettled  temper  of  affairs,  would  doubt¬ 
less  have  been  added  to  our  polite  litera¬ 
ture. — Alcott,  A.  Bronson,  1869-72, 
Concord  Days,  p.  62. 

On  this  boundary  line  of  a  closing  and 
a  dawning  literature  a  poet  appeared,  one 
of  the  most  fanciful  and  illustrious  of  his 
time,  Abraham  Cowley,  a  precocious  child, 
a  reader  and  a  versifier  like  Pope,  having 
known  passions  less  than  books,  busied 
himself  lessabout  things  than  about  words. 
Literary  exhaustion  has  seldom  been  more 
manifest.  He  possesses  all  the  capacity 
to  say  whatever  pleases  him,  but  he  has 
just  nothing  to  say.  The  substance  has 
vanished,  leaving  in  its  place  a  hollow 
shadow.  In  vain  he  tries  the  epic,  the 
Pindaric  strophe,  all  kinds  of  stanzas, 
odes,  little  lines,  long  lines;  in  vain  he 
calls  to  his  assistance  botanical  and  phil¬ 
osophical  similes,  all  the  erudition  of  the 
university,  all  the  relic3  of  antiquity,  all 
the  ideas  of  new  science :  we  yawn  as  we 
read  him.  Except  in  a  few  descriptive 


verses,  two  or  three  graceful  tendernesses, 
he  feels  nothing,  he  speaks  only  ;  he  is  a 
poet  of  the  brain.  His  collection  of  amor¬ 
ous  pieces  is  but  a  vehicle  for  a  scientific 
test,  and  serves  to  show  that  he  has  read 
the  authors,  that  he  knows  his  geography, 
that  he  is  well  versed  in  anatomy,  that  he 
has  a  dash  of  medicine  and  astronomy,  that 
he  has  at  his  service  references  and  allu¬ 
sions  enough  to  break  the  head  of  his 
readers.  Taine,  H.  A.,  1871,  History  of 
English  Literature,  tr.  Van  Lawn ,  vol.  I, 
bk.  ii,  cA.  i,  p.  204. 

Cowley  is  one  of  the  poets  of  remote  and 
brilliant  turns  of  thought,  and  elaborated 
literary  distinction.  One  does  not  love 
his  poetry  ;  but  one  can  admire  it  often 
— If  only  one  would  read  it. — Rossetti, 
William  Michael,  1872-78,  ed.,  Humor¬ 
ous  Poems,  p.  132. 

Cowley  is  defective  through  a  redun¬ 
dancy  of  wit. — Smith,  George  Barnett, 
1875,  Pods  and  Novelists,  English  Fugitive 
Poets ,  p.  374. 

Except  for  a  few  students  like  Lam 
and  Sir  Egerton  Brydges,  Cowley’s  ver 
is  in  this  century  unread  and  unreadabl 
Not  even  the  antiquarian  curiosity  of  aJ 
age  which  reprints  Brathwaite  and  Crowne 
has  yet  availed  to  present  him  in  a  new 
edition.  The  reasons  of  this  extraordi¬ 
nary  decline  in  a  poetical  reputation  are 
not  difficult  to  find;  Dryden  absorbed  all 
that  was  best  in  Cowley,  and  superseded 
him  for  the  readers  of  the  eighteenth  cen¬ 
tury,  and  the  nineteenth  century,  which 
reads  Dryden  little,  naturally  reads  Cow¬ 
ley  less.  Yet  criticism  has  to  justify 
great  names.  There  must  be  something 
in  a  man  who  was  regarded  by  his  age, 
and  that  an  age  which  boasted  of  having 
outgrown  all  illusions,  as  the  most  pro¬ 
found  and  ingenious  of  its  writers. — 
Ward,  Thomas  Humphry,  1880,  English 
Poets,  vol.  n,  p.  235. 

What  a  change  from  the  musical  songs 
of  Shakespeare,  Beaumont,  and  Ben  Jon- 
son,  or  from  the  dainty  love-lyrics  of 
Cowley’s  contemporary,  Robert  Herrick, 
to  these  painful  and  mechanical  efforts! 
The  student  who  wishes  to  see  how  a 
poetic  judgment  may  be  perverted — for 
Cowley  unquestionably  was  a  poet — should 
read  the  passages  given  in  Dr.  Johnson’s 
masterly  criticism,  which  is  the  more  in¬ 
teresting  inasmuch  as  it  shows  that  the  in¬ 
tellectual  vice  of  Cowley  was  not  peculiar 
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to  that  poet.  Earlier  wr iters  had  been 
infected  by  it,  later  versemen  were  not 
wholly  free  from  it.  These  quiddities 
and  once  fashionable  follies  proved  Cow¬ 
ley’s  death-warrant  as  a  poet,  for  although 
some  of  his  verses  have  a  vital  force  and 
beauty,  the  great  body  of  his  poetry  is  as 
dead  as  that  of  Sir  Richard  Blackmore, 
or  the  once  popular  Cleveland. — DENNIS, 
John,  1883,  Heroes  of  Literature,  p.  112. 

The  period  of  English  poetry  which  lies 
between  the  decline  of  Ben  Jonson  and  the 
rise  of  Dryden  was  ruled  with  undisputed 
sway  by  a  man  whose  works  are  now  as 
little  read  as  those  of  any  fifth-rate  Eliza¬ 
bethan  dramatist.  During  the  whole  life 
time  of  Milton,  the  fame  of  that  glorious 
poet  was  obscured  and  dwarfed  by  the  ex¬ 
aggerated  reputation  of  this  writer,  and 
so  general  and  so  unshaken  was  the  belief 
in  the  lyrist  of  the  day,  that  a  Royalist 
gentleman  of  Cambridge  or  an  exiledcourt- 
ier  at  Paris  in  the  year  1650  would  have 
laughed  in  your  face,  had  you  suggested 
that  time  could  ever  wither  the  deathless 
laurels  of  Mr.  Cowley,  or  untune  the 
harmonies  of  his  majestic  numbers.  Yet 
n  a  very  short  space  this  work  of  destruc- 
m  was  most  thoroughly  done.  The  gen- 
ation  of  Dryden  admired  his  genius  pas- 
5nately,  but  not  without  criticism.  The 
generation  of  Pope  praised  him  coldly, 
but  without  reading  him,  and  within  fifty 
years  of  his  own  decease  this  nonpariel  of 
the  Restoration  fell  into  total  disfavour 
and  oblivion.  With  the  revival  of  natural¬ 
istic  poetry,  the  lyrists  and  dramatists  of 
the  reign  of  Charles  I.  came  once  more  into 
favour.  Crashaw,  Quarles.  Lovelace,  mar¬ 
tyrs,  pietists,  and  rakes,  all  the  true  chil¬ 
dren  of  the  Muses,  whatever  their  mode  or 
matter,  were  restored  and  reprinted. — ■ 
Gosse,  Edmund,  18 S3, Seventeenth-Century 
Studies,  p.  171. 

Cowley  was  still  mentioned  with  high 
respect  during  the  eighteenth  century, 
and  was  the  first  poet  in  the  collection  to 
which  Johnson  contributed  prefaces. 
Johnson’s  life  in  that  collection  was 
famous  for  its  criticism  of  the  “metaphys¬ 
ical’'  poets,  the  hint  of  which  is  given  in 
Dryden's  “Essay  on  Satire."  It  assigns 
the  obvious  cause  for  the  decline  of 
Cowley’s  fame.  The  “metaphysical  poets” 
are  courtier  pedants.  They  represent  the 
intrusion  into  poetry  of  the  love  of  dialec¬ 
tical  subtlety  encouraged  by  the  still 


prevalent  system  of  scholastic  disputation. 
In  Cowley’s  poems,  as  in  Donne’s, there  are 
many  examples  of  the  technical  language 
of  the  schools,  and  the  habit  of  thought  is 
perceptible  throughout.  In  the  next  gen¬ 
eration  the  method  became  obsolete  and 
then  offensive.  Cowley  can  only  be  said 
to  survive  in  the  few  pieces  where  he  con¬ 
descends  to  be  unaffected,  and  especially 
in  the  prose  of  his  essays,  which  are  among 
the  earliest  examples  in  the  language  of 
simple  and  graceful  prose,  with  some 
charming  poetry  interspersed. — Stephen, 
Leslie,  1887,  Dictionary  of  National  Bi¬ 
ography,  vol.  XII,  p.  382. 

But  cleverness  and  sense,  both  of  which 
he  has  to  a  very  high  degree,  when  want¬ 
ing  good  taste  and  that  indescribable 
something  which  eternally  severs  poetry 
from  verse,  have  long  since  placed  him 
amongst  those  writers  who  are  rarely 
read,  but  never  read  without  profit. -  Pal- 
grave,  Francis  T.,  1889,  The  Treasury 
of  Sacred  Song ,  note,  p.  347. 

A  constitutional  sentiment  for  ease  per¬ 
meates  all  his  prose  works.  His  poems 
are  labored  and  more  prosy  than  his  prose. 
—Emery,  Fred  Parker,  1891,  Notes  on 
English  Literature ,  p.  43. 

A  rhetorician  rather  than  a  poet,  with¬ 
out  passion,  without  imagination,  but  rich 
in  fancy  and  rich  in  thought,  his  style  in¬ 
sensibly  took  its  colour  from  the  temper 
of  his  genius.— Collins,  John  Churton, 
1895,  Essays  and  Studies,  p.  16. 

In  Abraham  Cowley  we  are  presented 
with  a  striking  example  of  original  genius 
breaking  through  the  restraints  of  the 
traditional  methods  of  his  time.  — Master- 
man,  J.  Howard  B.,  1897,  The  Age  of 
Milton,  p.  129. 

His  somewhat  voluminous  poems  contain 
many  passages  that  are  well  worth  peru¬ 
sal. — Painter,  F.  V.  N.,  1899,  A  History 
of  English  Literature,  p.  166. 

He  introduced  the  form  known  as  the 
irregular  or  Pindaric  ode,  based  on  a  mis¬ 
conception  of  the  meter  of  the  Greek  poet, 
which  Cowley  did  not  perceive  to  consist 
of  groups  of  three  stanzas  of  definite 
forms.  Cowley’s  epic  “The  Davideis”  is 
unfinished,  and  his  verse  has  not  life 
enough  to  be  of  interest  to  any  but  special 
students  of  the  period. — Johnson, 
Charles  F.,  1900,  Outline  History  of  Eng¬ 
lish  and  American  Literature,  p.  200. 
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Jeremy  Taylor 

1613-1667 

Jeremy  Taylor,  Bishop  of  Down,  Connor  and  Dronmore,  1613  1667.  Born,  at  Cam¬ 
bridge,  15  Aug.  1613.  At  Cambridge  Free  School,  1616-26.  Sizar,  Gonville  and 
Caius  Coll.,  Camb.,  18  Aug.  1626;  matric.,  17  March  1627;  B.  A.,  1631;  M.  A., 
1634  ;  Incorp.  Fellow  of  All  Souls  Coll.,  Oxford,  20  Oct.  1635.  Ordained  chaplain 
to  Archbishop  Laud.  Chaplain  to  Charles  I.,  1638.  Rector  of  Uppingham,  1638-42. 
Married  Phoebe  Landisdale,  27  May  1639.  Created  D.  D.  from  Brasenose  Coll.  Ox¬ 
ford,  1  Nov.  1642.  With  the  King,  as  Chaplain,  during  Civil  War.  Kept  a  school  in 
Wales,  with  W.  Nicholson  and  W.  Wyatt,  1646-47.  Chaplain  to  Earl  of  Carbery,  at 
Golden  Grove,  Carmarthenshire,  1647-57.  Settled  in  Ireland,  as  Rector  of  Lisburn  and 
Portmore,  1658.  Bishop  of  Down  and  Connor,  Jan.  1661.  Privy  Councillor,  Ireland, 
Feb.  1661.  Bishop  of  Dronmore,  June  1661.  Vice-Chancellor,  Dublin  Univ.,  1661. 
Died,  at  Lisburn,  13  Aug.  1667.  Buried  in  Dronmore  Cathedral.  Works:  “A  Sermon 
preached  ...  in  Oxford,  upon  the  Anniversary  of  the  Gunpowder  Treason," 
1638;  "Of  the  Sacred  Order  and  Offices  of  Episcopacy,"  1642;  "A  Discourse  con¬ 
cerning  Prayer  Extempore"  (anon.),  1646;  “A  New  and  Easie  Institution  of  Gram¬ 
mar,  "1647;  “ fc)toAux  ’EkAc*™^ ”  1647;  "lYeatises"  (4  pts. ),  1648;  "An  Apology  for 
.  .  .  set  forms  of  Liturgie,"  1649;  "The  Great  Exemplar,"  1649;  "The  Martyr¬ 

dom  of  King  Charles  I.,"  1649;  "Sermon  at  the  Funeral  of  Frances,  Countess  of 
Carbery,"  1650;  "The  Rule  and  Exercises  of  Holy  Living,"  1650;  "The  Rule  and 
Exercises  of  Holy  Dying,"  1651;  "Twenty-eight  Sermons,”  1651;  "A  Short  Cate 
chism”  (anon.),  1652; "A  Discourse  of  Baptism,"  1652; "The  Real  Presence,"  165' 

“ ’Emivros,”  (3  pts.),  1653-55;  "The  Golden  Grove"  (anon.),  1655;  “Unum  Necc 
sarium,"  1655;  "Deus  Justiftcatus, "  1656;  "An  Answer  to  a  Letter  written  by  t 
Bishop  of  Rochester."  1656;  "A  Discourse  of  Auxiliary  Beauty"  (anon.).  1656;  4 
Discourse  of  .  .  .  Friendship"  (under  initials:  J.  T.,  D.  D.),  1657  (2nd  edn., 

called  C'TheMeasure and  Offices  of  Friendship, "same  year)  ;  ,,2up/?oXoi/’H0t*77-noA</A»«ov,’’ 
1657;  "The  Ephesian  Matron"  (anon.),  1659;  "Ductor  Dubitantium, "  1660;  "The 
Worthy  Communicant,"  1660;  "Sermon  preached  at  the  Consecration  of  two  Arch¬ 
bishops,  etc.,"  1661 ;  "Rules  and  Advices  to  the  Clergy  of  Down  and  Connor,”  1661 ; 
"A  Sermon  preached  at  the  Opening  of  Parliament,"  1661;  "Via  Intelligentiae," 
1662;  "Sermon  preached  at  the  Funeral  of  the  Archbishop  of  Armagh,”  1663; 
"’E/JSo^  ’E^/3oA.i/imos”  (6  pts.,)  1661-63;  "A  Dissuasive  from  Popery,"  1664;  (3rd 
edn.  same  year) ;  "Second  Part"  of  preceding,  1667.  Posthumous :  Su/u/SoAo^  ©toAoyi kov, 
1673-74;  "Christ’s  Yoke  an  Easy  Yoke,"  1675;  "Contemplations  of  the  State  of 
Man,”  1684;  "A  Discourse  on  the  Lord’s  Supper,”  1792.  He  edited:  "The  Psalter 
of  David,"  1644.  Collected  IForfcs:  in  15  vois.,  ed.  by  Bishop  Heber,  1822.  Life: 
by  H.  K.  Bonney,  1815. — Sharp,  R.  Farquh arson,  1897,  .4  Dictionary  of  English 
Authors,  p.  275. 

PERSONAL 

To  these  advantages  of  nature,  and  ex¬ 
cellency  of  his  spirit,  he  added  an  indefa¬ 
tigable  industry,  and  God  gave  a  plentiful 
benediction  ;  for  there  were  very  few  kinds 
of  learning  but  he  was  a  mystes  and  a  great 
master  in  them.  He  was  a  rare  Humanist, 
and  hugely  versed  in  all  the  polite  parts  of 
Learning,  and  thoroughly  concocted  all  the 
antient  Moralists,  Greek  and  Roman  Poets 
and  Orators,  and  was  not  unacquainted 
with  the  refined  wits  of  the  latter  ages, 
whether  French  or  Italian.  .  .  .  This 
great  prelate  had  the  good  humour  of  a 
gentleman,  the  eloquence  of  an  orator, 
the  fancy  of  a  poet,  the  acuteness  of  a 


Schoolman,  the  profoundness  of  a  Philoso¬ 
pher,  the  wisdom  of  a  Counsellor,  the 
sagacity  of  a  Prophet,  the  reason  of  an 
angel,  and  the  piety  of  a  Saint:  he  had 
devotion  enough  for  a  Cloister,  learning 
enough  for  an  University,  and  wit  enough 
for  a  College  of  Virtuosi :  and,  had  his 
parts  and  endowments  been  parcelled  out 
among  his  poor  Clergy  that  he  left  behind 
him,  it  would,  perhaps,  have  made  one  of 
the  best  diocesses  in  the  world. — Rust, 
George,  1667,  Funeral  Sermon. 

He  was  esteemed  by  the  generality  of 
persons  a  compleat  artist,  accurate  logi¬ 
cian,  exquisite,  quick  and  acute  in  his 
reasonings,  a  person  of  gTeat  fluency  in 
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his  language  and  of  prodigious  readiness 
in  his  learning.  A  noted  Presbyterian 
[Hen.  Jeanes,  in  his  Epist.  to  the  Reader 
before  Certain  Letters  between  him  and 
Jer.  Taylor,  1660,  fol.]  also  (his  antago¬ 
nist)  doth  ingeniously  confess  that  Dr. Tay¬ 
lor  is  a  man  of  admirable  wit,  great  parts, 
hath  a  quick  and  elegant  pen,  is  of  abili¬ 
ties  in  critical  learning  and  of  profound 
skill  in  antiquity.— Wood,  Anthony,  1691  - 
1721,  Athena  Oxonienses,  vol.  II,  /.  401. 

Those  who  have  looked  at  Taylor’s  por¬ 
traits  will  have  been  struck  by  the  beauty 
and  grace  of  his  personal  appearance. 
There  is  a  ripe  and  somewhat  soft  fresh¬ 
ness  of  health  in  his  face,  “with  his  hair 
long  and  gracefully  curling  on  his  cheeks, 
large  dark  eyes  full  of  sweetness,  an  aqui¬ 
line  nose,’’  and  an  open  earnest  expres¬ 
sion.  He  is  said  not  to  have  been  with¬ 
out  consciousness  of  his  personal  beauty, 
and  to  have  frequently  introduced  his  por¬ 
traits  in  different  attitudes  in  his  various 
writings. — Tulloch,  John,  1872,  Rational 
Theology  and  Christian  Philosophy  in  Eng¬ 
land  inihe  Seventeenth  Century ,  vol .  i,  p.371. 

THE  LIBERTY  OF  PROPHESYING 
1G47 

The  most  curious,  and,  perhaps,  the 
iblest  of  all  his  compositions, — his  ad¬ 
mirable  “Liberty  of  Prophesying’’ ;  com¬ 
posed,  as  he  tells  his  patron,  Ix>rd  Hatton, 

.  .  .  under  a  host  of  grievous  disadvant¬ 
ages ;  in  adversity  and  want ;  withoutbooks 
or  leisure ;  and  with  no  other  resources 
than  those  which  were  supplied  by  a  long 
familiarity  with  the  sacred  volume,  and  a 
powerful  mind,  imbued  with  all  the  learn¬ 
ing  of  past  ages. — Heber,  Reginald,  1822, 
Life  of  Jeremy  Taylor. 

Taylor’s  was  a  great  and  lovely  mind ; 
yet  how  much  and  injuriously  was  it  per¬ 
verted  by  his  being  a  favourite  and  fol¬ 
lower  of  Laud,  and  by  his  intensely  popish 
feelings  of  church  authority.  His  “Lib¬ 
erty  of  Prophesying’’  is  a  work  of  won¬ 
derful  eloquence  and  skill ;  but  if  we  be¬ 
lieve  the  argument,  what  do  we  come  to? 
Why  to  nothing  more  or  less  than  this, 
that — so  much  can  be  said  for  every  opin¬ 
ion  and  sect, — so  impossible  is  it  to  settle 
anything  by  reasoning  or  authority  of 
Scripture, — we  must  appeal  to  some  posi¬ 
tive  jurisdiction  on  earth,  ut  sit  finis  con- 
trover  siarum.  .  I  fear  you  will 

think  me  harsh,  when  I  say  that  I  believe 
Taylor  was,  perhaps  unconsciously,  half  a 


Socinian  in  heart.  Such  a  strange  incon¬ 
sistency  would  not  be  impossible. — Cole¬ 
ridge,  Samuel  Taylor,  1830,  Table  Talk, 
ed.  Ashe,  June  4,  pp.  92,  93. 

This  celebrated  work  was  written,  ac¬ 
cording  to  Taylor’s  dedication,  during  his 
retirement  in  Wales,  whither  he  was 
driven,  as  he  expresses  it,  “by  this  great 
storm  which  hath  dashed  the  vessel  of  the 
church  all  in  pieces;’’  and  published  in 
1647.  He  speaks  of  himself  as  without 
access  to  books :  it  is  evident,  however, 
from  the  abundance  of  his  quotations, 
that  he  was  not  much  in  want  of  them ; 
and  from  this,  as  well  as  other  strong  in¬ 
dications,  we  may  reasonably  believe  that 
a  considerable  part  of  his  treatise  had 
been  committed  to  paper  long  before. 
The  argument  of  this  important  book  rests 
on  one  leading  maxim,  derived  from  the 
Arminian  divines,  as  it  was  in  them  from 
Erasmus  and  Acontius,  that  the  funda¬ 
mental  truths  of  Christianity  are  com¬ 
prised  in  narrow  compass,  not  beyond  the 
Apostles’  Creed  in  its  literal  meaning, 
that  all  the  rest  is  matter  of  disputation, 
and  too  uncertain,  for  the  most  part,  to 
warrant  our  condemning  those  who  differ 
from  us,  as  if  their  error  must  be  criminal. 
“Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction 
to  the  Literature  of  Europe ,  pt.  iii,  ch.  ii, 
par.  52,  53. 

HOLY  LIVING  AND  HOLY  DYING 

1650-51 

His  “Holy  Living  and  Dying”  is  a 
divine  pastoral.  He  writes  to  the  faith¬ 
ful  followers  of  Christ,  as  the  shepherd 
pipes  to  his  flock.  He  introduces  touch¬ 
ing  and  heartfelt  appeals  to  familiar  life; 
condescends  to  men  of  low  estate  ;  and  his 
pious  page  blushes  with  modesty  and 
beauty.  His  style  is  prismatic.  It  un¬ 
folds  the  colours  of  the  rainbow;  it  floats 
like  the  bubble  through  the  air;  it  is  like 
innumerable  dew-drops  that  glitter  on  the 
face  of  morning,  and  tremble  as  they  glit¬ 
ter.  He  does  not  dig  his  way  under¬ 
ground,  but  slides  upon  ice,  borne  on  the 
winged  car  of  fancy.  The  dancing  light 
he  throws  upon  objects  is  like  an  Aurora 
Borealis,  playing  betwixt  heaven  and 
earth.— Hazlitt,  William,  1820,  Lecture* 
on  the  Literature  of  the  Age  of  Elizabeth. 

His  masterpiece.  A  series  of  sermons 
in  simple  paragraphs,  eloquent  and  per¬ 
suasive,  exhorting  to  an  upright  and  holy 
life.  It  has  been  a  popular  book  even  to 
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the  present  time.  All  of  Taylor’s  writ¬ 
ings  are  marred  by  the  style  prevalent  in 
his  time,  but  accentuated  and  exaggerated 
by  him ;  Latinized,  but  careless,  florid, 
gorgeous,  rapid,  opulent  of  word3.— 
Emery,  Fred  Parker,  1896,  Notes  on  Eng¬ 
lish  Literature ,  p.  42. 

Even  Jeremy  Taylor  suffers  from  the 
imperfections  of  contemporary  taste. 
His  unction  is  too  long-drawn,  his  graces 
too  elaborate  and  gorgeous,  and  modern 
readers  turn  from  the  sermons  which  his 
own  age  thought  so  consummate  in  their 
beauty  to  those  more  colloquial  treatises 
of  Christian  exposition  and  exhortation  of 
which  the  “Holy  Living”  and  the  “Holy 
Dying”  are  the  types.- -Gosse,  Edmund, 
1897,  Short  History  of  Modern  English 
Literature,  p.  152. 

UNUM  NECESSARIUM 
1G55 

In  another,  the  “Unum  Necessarium, ” 
or  Discourse  on  Repentance,  his  loose¬ 
ness  of  statement  and  want  of  care  in 
driving  several  horses  at  once,  involved 
him  in  a  charge  of  Pelagianism,  or  some¬ 
thing  like  it,  which  he  wrote  much  to 
disprove,  but  which  has  so  far  lasted 
as  to  justify  modern  theologians  in  re¬ 
garding  his  ideas  on  this  and  other  theo¬ 
logical  points  as,  to  say  the  least,  con¬ 
fused.—  Saintsbury,  George,  1887,  His¬ 
tory  of  Elizabethan  Literature,  p.  331. 

DUCTOR  DUBITANTIUM 

1GG0 

A  brilliancy  of  imagination  appears  in 
all  his  writings  ;  but  his  *  *  Ductor  Dubitan- 
tium”  is  a  signal  proof  of  his  judgment. 
— Granger,  James,  1769-1824,  Bio¬ 
graphical  History  of  England ,  vol.  v,  p.  22. 

The  best  work  of  the  sort,  perhaps,  that 
ever  was  published,  and  the  most  elabo¬ 
rate  and  exquisite  of  all  his  own  writings. 
— Hurd,  Richard,  1808?  Commonplace 
Book,  ed.  Kilvert,  p.  277. 

Of  this  largest  and  most  laborious  of 
Bishop  Taylor’s  works  it  has  been  said, 
without  exaggeration,  that  it  is  the  pro¬ 
duction  of  retentive  memory  and  laborious 
research,  of  learning  various  and  pro¬ 
found,  and  of  reasoning  close  and  dispas¬ 
sionate.— Heber,  Reginald,  1822,  Life 
of  Jeremy  Taylor. 

The  most  extensive  and  learned  work 
on  casuistry  which  has  appeared  in  the 


English  language  is  the  “Ductor  Dubitan- 
tium”  of  Jeremy  Taylor,  published  in 
1660.  This,  as  its  title  shows,  treats  of 
subjective  morality,  or  the  guidance  of 
the  conscience.  But  this  cannot  be  much 
discussed  without  establishing  some  prin¬ 
ciples  of  objective  right  and  wrong,  some 
standard  by  which  the  conscience  is  to  be 
ruled.  .  .  The  heterogeneous  com¬ 

bination  of  things  so  different  in  nature 
and  authority,  as  if  they  were  all  expres¬ 
sions  of  the  law  of  God,  does  not  augur 
well  for  the  distinctness  of  Taylor’s  moral 
philosophy,  and  would  be  disadvanta¬ 
geous^  compared  with  the  “Ecclesiastical 
Polity”  of  Hooker.  Nor  are  we  deceived 
in  the  anticipations  we  might  draw.  With 
many  of  Taylor’s  excellences,  his  vast  fer¬ 
tility  and  his  frequent  acuteness,  the 
“Ductor  Dubitantium”  exhibits  his  char¬ 
acteristic  defects  :  the  waste  of  quotations 
is  even  greater  than  in  his  other  writings, 
and  his  own  exuberance  of  mind  degener¬ 
ates  into  an  intolerable  prolixity.  His 
solution  of  moral  difficulties  is  often  un¬ 
satisfactory  :  after  an  accumulation  of  ar 
guments  and  authorities,  we  have  the  dis 
appointment  to  perceive  that  the  knot  is 
neither  untied  nor  cut;  there  seems  a 
want  of  close  investigation  of  principles, 
a  frequent  confusion  and  obscurity,  which 
Taylor's  two  chief  faults — excessive  dis¬ 
play  of  erudition,  and  redundancy  of  lan¬ 
guage— conspire  to  produce.  Paley  is  no 
doubt  often  superficial,  and  sometimes 
mistaken ;  yet  in  clearness,  in  conciseness, 
in  freedom  from  impertinent  reference  to 
authority,  he  is  far  superior  to  Taylor. — 
Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction 
to  the  Literature  of  Europe,  pt.  iv,  eh.  iv, 
par.  3,  4. 

Illustrating,  better  almost  than  any 
other  book  in  the  Innguage.  a  remarkable 
point  in  the  history  of  speculation — the 
transition  from  moral  theology  to  moral 
philosophy,  from  the  textbooks  of  the 
confessional  to  the  works  of  writers  on 
morals,  regarded  as  a  matter  of  ordinary 
speculation.— Stephen,  Sir  James  Fitz- 
james,  1892,  Horae  Sabbaticce. 

The  style  of  the  book  is  prolix  and  hazy, 
overloaded  with  quotations  and  references, 
and  only  rarely  enriched  by  illustration 
or  eloquence,  for  which,  indeed,  the  sub¬ 
ject  gives  little  scope.—  Masterm an,  J. 
Howard  B.,  1897,  The  Age  of  Milton ,  p. 
183. 
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Borrowed  Dr.  Taylor's  “Sermons,” 
and  is  a  most  excellent  booke  and  worth 
my  buying. — Pepys,  Samuel,  1655,  Diary, 
Nov.  28. 

His  excellent  discourses,  which  are 
enough  of  themselves  to  furnish  a  library, 
and  will  be  famous  to  all  succeeding  gen¬ 
erations  for  the  exactness  of  wit,  pro¬ 
foundness  of  judgment,  richness  of  fancy, 
clearness  of  expression,  copiousness  of  in¬ 
vention,  and  general  usefulness  to  all  the 
purposes  of  a  Christian. — Wood,  Anthony, 
1691-1721,  Athena  Oxonienses ,  vol.  n. 

Taylor  and  Barrow  are  incomparably  the 
greatest  preachers  and  divines  of  their 
age.  But  my  predilection  is  for  Taylor. 
He  has  all  the  abundance  and  solidity  of 
the  other,  with  a  ray  of  lightening  of  his 
own,  which,  if  he  did  not  derive  it  from 
Demosthenes  and  Tully,  has,  at  least,  as 
generous  and  noble  an  original.  It  is 
true  they  are  both  incompti,  or  rather  ex¬ 
uberant.  But  it  is  for  such  little  writers 
as  the  Preacher  of  Lincoln’s  Inn  [him¬ 
self]  to  hide  their  barrenness  by  the  fini¬ 
calness  of  culture.  -Warburtok,  Will- 
jam,  1777-1808,  Lettersfrom  a  Late  Emi¬ 
nent  Prelate,  Letter  L,  note. 

As  essays  for  the  closet,  and  as  intended 
for  those  into  whose  hands  they  usually 
fall,  few  compositions  can  be  named  so 
eminently  distinguished  by  fancy,  by  judg¬ 
ment,  by  learning,  and  by  powers  of  rea¬ 
soning  ;  few,  where  the  mind  is  so  irresist¬ 
ibly  allured,  .  .  .  or  where  so  much  luxuri¬ 
ance  of  imagination,  and  so  much  mellow¬ 
ness  of  style,  are  made  the  vehicles  of 
divinity  so  sound,  and  holiness  so  practi¬ 
cal. — Heder,  Reginald,  1822,  Life  of 
Jeremy  Taylor. 

It  seems  very  certain  that  he  was  pre¬ 
eminently  a  poet  amongst  preachers. 
This  apology  and  allowance  must  be  made 
for  him,  that  no  other  pulpit  name  is  as¬ 
sociated  with  so  rich  and  rare  a  poetic  ex¬ 
uberance.  The  epithet  of  the  modern,  or 
the  English  Chrysostom  seems  scarcely  a 
fitting  one ;  Chrysostom  was  essentially  an 
orator.  We  do  not  think  of  Jeremy  Tay¬ 
lor  as  an  orator.  We  have  already  said, 
we  cannot  conceive  those  sermons  preached 
to  vast  audiences ;  he  who  cannot  preach 
to  vast  audiences  is  no  orator ;  he  may  be 
a  most  delightful  preacher  with  the  audi¬ 
ence  fit  and  few,  and  the  charm  of  cryptic 


thought  and  feeling;  and  this  is  the  at¬ 
traction  and  the  pleasure  of  the  devotions 
and  contemplations  of  Jeremy  Taylor. — 
Hood,  E.  Paxton,  1885,  The  Throne  of 
Eloquence,  p.  154. 

It  is  generally  admitted  that  the  liter¬ 
ary  genius  of  Taylor  is  seen  at  its  best  in 
liis  sermons.  A  passage  in  a  sermon  by 
South  (30  April  1668)  is  evidently  aimed 
at  the  pulpit  style  of  Taylor,  whose 
“starched  similitudes”  he  caricatures. 
But  while  Taylor's  imagination  travels  far 
and  wide,  takes  daring  Mights,  and  again 
treads  homely  ground,  he  employs  his  gift 
in  real  elucidation  of  his  point;  and  by 
the  vividness  of  his  own  conceptions  re¬ 
deems  from  commonplace  the  preacher’s 
most  obvious  themes.  Apart  from  the 
play  of  fancy,  the  singular  neatness  of  his 
workmanship  gives  beauty  to  his  writing. 
The  appalling  length  of  his  periods  is  very 
much  a  matter  of  punctuation.  His  style 
is  not  involved  ;  few  writers  have  been 
better  artists  in  clear  and  striking  sen¬ 
tences.  It  is  true  that  he  is  wanting  in 
some  of  the  higher  qualities  of  eloquence. 
He  arrests  and  delights  rather  than  moves 
his  reader,  for  he  is  not  himself  carried 
away.  In  the  midst  of  splendours  he  never 
rises  into  passion,  and  bounds  his  meaning 
with  even  cautious  care.  In  his  piety 
there  is  little  fervour,  but  all  his  writings 
give  the  deep  impression  of  a  chastened 
and  consecrated  spirit  of  devotion. — Gor¬ 
don,  Alexander,  1898,  Dictionary  of  Na¬ 
tional  Biography,  vol.  lv,  p.  428. 

GENERAL 

We  see  the  Reverend  Doctor’s  Treatises 
standing,  as  it  were,  in  the  front  of  this 
order  of  authors,  and  as  the  foremost  of 
those  Good  Books  used  by  the  politest  and 
most  refined  Devotees  of  either  sex.  They 
maintain  the  principal  place  in  the  study 
of  almost  every  elegant  and  high  Divine. 
They  stand  in  folios  and  other  volumes, 
adorned  with  variety  of  pictures,  gildings, 
and  other  decorations,  on  the  advanced 
shelves  or  glass  cupboards  of  the  ladies' 
closets.  They  are  in  use  at  all  seasons, 
and  for  all  places ;  as  well  for  church  ser¬ 
vice  as  closet-preparation;  and,  in  short, 
may  vie  with  any  devotional  books  in 
British  Christendom. — Shaftesbury,  Earl 
of  (Anthony  Asiiby  Cooper).  1711, 
Characteristics  of  Men,  Manners,  and  Opin¬ 
ions,  vol.  in. 
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In  learning  he  was  scarcely  inferior  to 
any  theologian  whatever ;  and  in  richness 
of  imagination  he  is  superior  to  all.  On 
the  subject  of  original  sin,  and  of  the 
justification  of  man  before  God,  his  senti¬ 
ments  dilFered  from  those  of  the  estab¬ 
lished  church  of  which  he  was  a  member ; 
but  on  other  points  of  Christian  verity  his 
views  were  generally  correct,  lie  is  one 
of  those  few  auLhors  “the  dust  of  whose 
works  is  gold  ;”  and  as  long  as  the  Eng¬ 
lish  language  is  understood,  his  volumes 
will  constitute  some  of  its  choicest  treas¬ 
ures.  Through  the  whole  of  his  numerous 
writings  the  llame  of  genius  and  of  devo¬ 
tion  burns  with  unabated  and  unexampled 
strength.  Williams,  Edward,  1800-43, 
The  Christian  Preacher ,  5 th  ed\,  p.  363. 

Doctor  Jeremy  Taylor,  late  Lord  Bishop 
of  Down  and  Connor  in  Ireland,  and  Ad¬ 
ministrator  of  the  8ee  of  Dromore ;  such 
are  the  titles  which  his  sounding  title 
pages  give  him,  and  I  love  the  man,  and  I 
love  his  paraphernalia,  and  I  like  to  name 
him  with  all  his  attributions  and  additions. 
If  you  are  yet  but  lightly  acquainted  with 
his  real  manner,  take  up  and  read  the 
whole  first  chapter  of  the  “Holy  Dying”; 
in  particular  turn  to  the  first  paragraph  of 
the  2  sect,  of  that  chapter  for  a  simile  of 
a  rose,  or  the  more  truly  many  similes 
within  simile;  for  such  were  the  riches 
of  his  fancy,  that  when  a  beauteous  image 
offered,  before  he  could  stay  to  expand  it 
into  all  its  capacities,  throngs  of  new 
coming  images  came  up,  and  jostled  out 
the  first,  or  blended  in  disorder  with  it, 
which  imitates  the  order  of  every  rapid 
mind.  But  read  all  of  the  first  chapter  by 

my  advice . Or  for  another 

specimen  ....  turn  to  the  story 
of  the  Ephesian  Matron  in  the  second 
section  of  the  5th  chapter  .  .  .  read 

it  yourself  and  show  it  to  Plumstead  with 
my  Love,  and  .  .  .  ask  him  if  Willy*  him¬ 
self  has  ever  told  a  story  with  more 
circumstances  of  Fancy  and  Humor.  The 
paragraph  begins,  “But  that  which  is 
to  be  faulted.”  and  the  story  not  long 
after  follows.  Make  these  references 
while  P.  is  with  you,  that  you  may  stir 
him  him  up  to  the  Love  of  Jeremy  Taylor, 
and  make  a  convertite  of  him.  Coleridge 
was  the  man  who  first  solemnly  exhorted 
me  to  “study”  the  works  of  Dr.  Jeremy 
Taylor,  and  I  have  had  reason  to  bless 

*  Shakespeare. 


the  hour  in  which  he  did  it.  — Lamb, 
Charles,  1801,  Letter,  Charles  Lamb  and 
the  Lloyds,  ed.  Lucas,  pp.  14S,  149,  150. 

From  this  venerable  and  learned  writ¬ 
er’s  Polemical  Discourses,  the  Theological 
Student  must  derive  the  soundest  instruc¬ 
tion  and  most  important  advantages.  It 
may  not  perhaps  be  generally  known,  but 
its  nevertheless  true,  that  partly  from  the 
44th  section  or  discourse  of  Dr.  Taylor, 
and  partly  from  Stilling-fleet’s  Irenicum, 
Mr.  Locke  borrowed  the  plan  of  his  Let¬ 
ters  on  Toleration. — Beloe,  William, 
1806,  Anecdotes  of  Literature  and  Scarce 
Books,  v ol.  I,  p.  180. 

There  is  in  any  one  of  the  prose  folios 
of  Jeremy  Taylor  more  fine  fancy  and  or¬ 
iginal  imagery  more  brilliant  concep¬ 
tions  and  glowing  expressions— more  new 
figures,  and  new  applications  of  old  figures 
— -more,  in  short,  of  the  body  and  the  soul 
of  poetry,  than  in  all  the  odes  and  the  epics 
that  have  since  been  produced  in  Europe. 
— Jeffrey,  Francis,  1811-44,  Contribu¬ 
tions  to  the  Edinburgh  Review ,  vol.  II,  p,  287 

It  would  be  worth  your  while  to  reat 
Taylor's  “Letter  on  Original  Sin,”  ani 
what  follows.  I  compare  it  to  an  ole 
statue  of  Janus,  with  one  of  the  faces, 
that  which  looks  towards  his  opponents, 
the  controversial  phiz  in  highest  preser¬ 
vation, — the  force  of  a  mighty  one,  all 
power,  all  life, — the  face  of  a  God  rush¬ 
ing  on  to  battle,  and,  in  the  same  moment, 
enjoying  at  once  both  contest  and  triumph  ; 
the  other,  that  which  should  have  been 
the  countenance  that  looks  toward  his  fol¬ 
lowers,  that  with  which  he  substitutes  his 
own  opinion,  all  weather  eaten,  dim,  use¬ 
less,  a  Ghost  in  marble,  such  as  you  may 
have  seen  represented  in  many  of  Pira¬ 
nesi’s  astounding  engravings  from  Rome 
and  the  Campus  Martius.  Jer.  Taylor’s 
discursive  intellect  dazzle-darkened  his  in¬ 
tuition.  The  principle  of  becoming  all 
things  to  all  men,  if  by  any  means  he 
might  save  any,  with  him  as  with  Burke, 
thickened  the  protecting  epidermis  of  the 
tact-nerve  of  truth  into  something  like 
a  callus.  But  take  him  all  in  all,  such  a 
miraculous  combination  of  erudition, 
broad,  deep,  and  omnigenous;  of  logic 
subtle  as  well  as  acute,  and  as  robust  as 
agile;  of  psychological  insight,  so  fine  yet 
so  secure!  of  public  prudence  and  prac¬ 
tical  sageness  that  one  ray  of  creative 
Faith  would  have  lit  up  and  transfigured 
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into  wisdom,  and  of  genuine  imagination, 
with  its  streaming  face  unifying  all  at  one 
moment  like  that  of  the  setting  sun  when, 
through  an  interspace  of  blue  sky  no 
larger  than  itself,  it  emerges  from  the 
cloud  to  sink  behind  the  mountain,  but  a 
face  seen  only  at  starts ,  when  some  breeze 
from  the  higher  air  scatters,  for  a 
moment,  the  cloud  of  butterfly  fancies, 
which  flutter  around  him  like  a  morning- 
garment  of  ten  thousand  colours — (now 
how  shall  I  get  out  of  this  sentence?  the 
tail  is  too  big  to  be  taken  up  into  the 
coder's  mouth) — well,  as  I  was  saying,  I 
believe  such  a  complete  man  hardly  shall 
we  meet  again.— Coleridge,  Samuel  Tay¬ 
lor,  1814,  Letters ,  ed.  E.  H.  Coleridge , 
vol.  ii,  p.  640. 

Jeremy  Taylor  was  a  writer  as  different 
from  Sir  Thomas  Browne  as  it  was  possible 
for  one  writer  to  be  from  another.  He 
was  a  dignitary  of  the  church,  and  except 
in  matters  of  casuistry  and  controverted 
points,  could  not  be  supposed  to  enter 
upon  speculative  doubts,  or  give  a  loose 
to  a  sort  of  dogmatical  scepticism.  He 
had  less  thought,  less  “stuff  of  the  con¬ 
science,”  less  “to  give  us  pause,”  in  his 
impetuous  oratory,  but  he  had  equal  fancy 
— not  the  same  vastness  and  profundity, 
but  more  richness  and  beauty,  more 
warmth  and  tenderness.  He  is  as  rapid,  as 
flowing  and  endless,  as  the  other  is  stately, 
abrupt,  and  concentrated.  The  eloquence 
of  the  one  is  like  a  river,  that  of  the 
other  is  more  like  an  aqueduct.  The  one 
is  as  sanguine  as  the  other  is  saturnine  in 
the  temper  of  his  mind.  Jeremy  Taylor 
took  obvious  and  admitted  truths  for 
granted,  and  illustrated  them  with  an  in¬ 
exhaustible  display  of  new  and  enchanting 
imagery.  Sir  Thomas  Browne  talks  in 
sum-totals  :  Jeremy  Taylor  enumerates  all 
the  particulars  of  a  subject.  He  gives 
every  aspect  it  will  bear,  and  never  “cloys 
with  sameness.”  His  characteristic  i3 
enthusiastic  and  delightful  amplification. 
Sir  Thomas  Browne  gives  the  beginning 
and  end  of  things,  that  you  may  judge  of 
their  place  and  magnitude  :  Jeremy  Taylor 
describes  their  qualities  and  texture,  and 
enters  into  all  the  items  of  the  debtor  and 
creditor  account  between  life  and  death, 
grace  and  nature,  faith  and  good  works. 
He  puts  his  heart  into  his  fancy.  He 
does  not  pretend  to  annihilate  the  pas¬ 
sions  and  pursuits  of  mankind  in  the  pride 


of  philosophic  indifference,  but  treats 
them  as  serious  and  momentous  things, 
warring  with  conscience  and  the  soul’s 
health,  or  furnishing  the  means  of  grace 
and  hopes  of  glory.  In  his  writings,  the 
frail  stalk  of  human  life  reclines  on  the 
bosom  of  eternity. — Hazlitt,  William, 
1820,  Lectures  on  the  Literature  of  the  Age 
of  Elizabeth. 

Froui  whose  mind  of  its  treasures  redundant 
Streams  of  eloquence  flowed,  like  an  inex¬ 
haustible  fountain. 

—Southey,  Robert,  1821,  A  Vision  of 
Judgment ,  ix. 

I  have  already  had  occasion  to  point  out 
the  versatility  of  his  talents,  which, 
though  uniformly  exerted  on  subjects  ap¬ 
propriate  to  his  profession,  are  distin¬ 
guished,  where  such  weapons  are  needed, 
by  irony  and  caustic  humour,  as  well  as  by 
those  milder  and  sublimer  beauties  of  style 
and  sentiment  which  are  his  more  familiar 
and  distinguishing  characteristics.  Yet 
to  such  weapons  he  has  never  recourse 
either  wantonly  or  rashly.  Nor  do  I  rec¬ 
ollect  any  instance  in  which  he  has  em¬ 
ployed  them  in  the  cause  of  private,  or 
personal,  or  even  polemical  hostility;  or 
any  occasion  where  their  fullest  severity 
was  not  justified  and  called  for  by  crimes, 
by  cruelty,  by  interested  superstition,  or 
base  and  sordid  hypocrisy.  His  satire 
was  always  kept  in  check  by  the  depth  and 
fervour  of  his  religious  feelings,  his  char¬ 
ity,  and  his  'humility. — Heber,  Reginald, 
1822,  Life  of  Jeremy  Taylor. 

The  heavenly-mindedness  of  Jeremy 
Taylor  threw  such  a  charm  over  his  dic¬ 
tion — exhibited  such  proofs  of  genius  and 
of  piety — that  that  great  man  may  be  con¬ 
sidered  as  the  founder  of  at  school,  (even 
of  the  opposite  persuasion),  in  which  en¬ 
thusiasm  was  mistaken  for  inspiration, 
and  where  there  was  an  equal  glow  of 
piety,  but  unsupported  by  such  flights  of 
genius  and  such  demonstrations  of  learn¬ 
ing. — Dibdin,  Thomas  Frognall,  1824, 
The  Library  Companion,  p.  49. 

Jeremy  Taylor,  restless,  fervid,  aspir¬ 
ing,  scattering  abroad  a  prodigality  of  life, 
not  unfolding  but  creating,  with  the  en¬ 
ergy  and  the  “myriad-mindedness”  of 
Shakspere.  .  .  .  As  to  Jeremy  Tay¬ 

lor,  we  would  as  readily  undertake  to  put 
a  belt  about  the  ocean  as  to  characterize 
him  adequately  within  the  space  at  our 
command.  .  The  only  very  obvious 
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defects  of  Taylor  were  in  the  mechan¬ 
ical  part  of  his  art,  in  the  mere  technique. 
He  writes  like  one  who  never  revises,  nor 
tries  the  effect  upon  his  ear  of  his  periods 
as  musical  wholes,  and  in  the  syntax  and 
connexion  of  the  parts  seems  to  have  been 
habitually  careless  of  slight  blemishes. 

De  Ql'ISCBY  Thomas,  1828-59,  Rhetoric , 
Collected  Writings ,  cd.  Masson,  vol.  x,  pp. 
105,  106,  108. 

With  all  his  genius,  learning,  and  in¬ 
dustry,  Jeremy  Taylor  never  could  be  a 
poet,  because  he  never  went  beyond  him¬ 
self — beside  himself,  if  you  will.  He  has 
put  the  question  beyond  doubt:  he  tried 
verse  ;  but  his  lines  are  like  petrifications, 
glittering,  and  hard,  and  cold;  formed  by 
a  slow  but  certain  process  in  the  labora¬ 
tory  of  abstract  thought;  not  like  flow¬ 
ers,  springing  spontaneously  from  a  kindly 
soil,  fresh,  and  fragrant,  and  blooming  in 
open  day.  The  erudite  divine  is  always 
in  his  study. — Montgomery,  James,  1833, 
Lectures  on  General  Literature ,  p.  83. 

What  a  man  he  is !  He  has  such  a  knowl¬ 
edge  of  the  nature  of  man,  and  such  pow¬ 
ers  of  expressing  its  properties,  that  I 
sometimes  feel  as  if  he  had  had  some  ex¬ 
act  counterpart  of  my  ow(n  individual 
character  under  his  eye,  when  he  lays 
open  the  depths  of  the  heart,  or  traces 
some  sin  to  its  root.  The  eye  of  his  por¬ 
trait  expresses  this  keen  intuition :  and 
I  think  I  should  less  like  to  have  stood 
with  a  lie  on  my  tongue  before  him,  than 
before  any  other  I  know-  of. — Fitzgerald, 
Edward,  1835,  Letters,  vol.  i,  p.  29. 

When  Jeremy  Taylor  wishes  to  prove 
the  insensible  progress  of  “a  man’s  life 
and  reason,”  he  does  not  set  about  it  by 
a  syllogism,  but  a  picture.  He  is  not  con¬ 
tented  with  a  simple  illustration — he 
raises  up  an  elaborate  landscape. — Lyt- 
ton,  Lord  Edward  George  Lytton  Bul- 
wer,  1836,  Sir  Thomas  Browne,  Edin¬ 
burgh  Review,  vol.  64,  p.  11. 

“The  crowded,  yet  clear  and  luminous, 
galaxies  of  imagery  diffused  through  the 
works  of  Bishop  Taylor,”  are  mentioned 
in  glowing  terms  by  Dr.  Parr.  It  must, 
however,  be  admitted  that  his  warmth  of 
imagination  is  sometimes  more  conspicu¬ 
ous  than  his  sobriety  of  judgment.  His 
style  is  distinguished  by  its  vivacity,  and 
is  more  fluent  and  unencumberd  than  that 
of  his  most  eminent  predecessors  in  Eng¬ 
lish  literature.  His  popularity  continues 


unimpaired. —Irving,  David.  1842,  Life 
of  Taylor,  Encyclopccdia  Brilannica,  1th 
cd..  vol.  xxi,  p.  126. 

Jeremy  Taylor  stands  altogether  alone 
among  churchmen.  Who  has  ever  mani¬ 
fested  any  portion  of  that  exquisite  inter¬ 
mixture  of  a  yearning  love  with  a  heav¬ 
enly  fancy,  which  enabled  him  to  embody 
and  render  palpable  the  holy  charities  of 
his  religion  in  the  loveliest  and  most  deli¬ 
cate  images?  Who  has  ever  so  encrusted 
his  subjects  with  candied  words ;  or  has 
seemed,  like  him,  to  take  away  the  sting 
of  death  with  "rich  conceit;”  or  has, 
like  him,  half  persuaded  his  hearers  to  be¬ 
lieve  that  they  heard  the  voice  of  pitying 
angels?— Talfourd,  Thomas  Noon,  1842, 
On  Pulpit  Oratory,  Critical  and  Miscella¬ 
neous  Writings,  p.  226. 

Bishop  Taylor  is  a  writer  of  the  first- 
rate  powers,  with  a  fine  imagination,  and 
much  devotion,  holiness,  and  humility. 
Yet  he  is  too  ascetic,  and  has  too  little  of 
the  good  tidings  of  the  gospel. 

He  fell  into  something  of  Pelagian  errors, 
and,  like  Warburton,  did  not  consider  th< 
immortality  of  the  soul  revealed  to  the 
Patriarchs.  It  is  also  to  be  regretted  that 
prayers  for  the  dead  have  received  coun¬ 
tenance  from  some  passages  in  his  writ¬ 
ings.  ...  A  fine,  rich  imagination, 
with  great  devotion,  but  a  tone  of  divinity 
below  that  of  the  Reformers,  and  in  some 
material  points  erroneous. — Bickersteth, 
Edward,  1844,  The  Christian  Student. 

Nor  are  the  boldness  and  the  fancy,  the 
endless  variety  and  unexpected  sallies  of 
Taylor,  to  be  matched  by  other  divines, 
any  more  than  they  are  to  be  ventured 
upon  by  such  as  duly  regard  the  severe 
taste  which  the  solemnity  of  the  occasion 
prescribes. — Brougham,  Henry  Lord, 
1856,  Contributions  to  Edinburgh  Review , 
vol.  I,  p.  128. 

The  Pelagian  Jeremy  Taylor. — Pat- 
tison,  Mark,  I860,  Essays,  vol.  if,  p.  61. 

Taylor,  the  Shnkspenre  of  divines. 

— Emerson,  R.  W.,  1865?  The  Problem. 

His  very  style — like  the  murmur  of  a 
deep  sea,  bathed  in  the  sun — so  richly  col¬ 
oured  by  an  imagination  that  was  never 
disunited  from  the  affections,  and  at 
the  same  time  so  sweetly  cadenced,  so  full 
of  gentle  and  varied  melodies,  reflects  his 
character ;  and  not  the  less  so  because  of 
a  certain  want  of  nervousness  and  consist¬ 
ency,  a  certain  vagueness  and  almost 
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feebleness  which  it  occasionally  displays. 
— Lecky,  William  Edward  IIartpole, 
1865,  Spirit  of  Rationalisjn  in  Europe. 

At  the  head  of  our  English  divines  stands 
Jeremy  Taylor  at  least  as  regards  elo¬ 
quence  and  brilliancy  of  imagination.  lie 
has  been  by  some  called  the  Spenser,  by 
others  the  Shakespeare,  of  our  theologi¬ 
cal  literature ;  and  he  deserves  both  titles. 
He  is  as  learned,  as  sweet,  and  as  alluring 
as  Spenser,  and  he  has  sometimes  the 
tragic  force  and  power,  now  and  then  a 
glimpse  of  the  humour,  and  in  some  de¬ 
gree  the  fertile  imagery  and  copiousness 
of  diction  of  Shakespeare. — Friswell, 
James  Hain,  1869,  Essays  on  English 
Writers,  p.  182. 

A  writer  of  genius  appears  amongst 
these,  a  prose-poet,  gifted  with  imagina¬ 
tion  like  Spenser  and  Shakspeare, 
Jeremy  Taylor,  who,  from  the  bent  of  his 
mind  as  well  as  from  circumstances,  was 
destined  to  present  the  alliance  of  the 
Renaissance  with  the  Reformation,  and  to 
carry  into  the  pulpit  the  ornate  style  of 
the  court.  .  .  .  There  was  never  a 

better  or  more  upright  man,  more  zealous 
in  his  duties,  more  tolerant  by  principle; 

Taylor  imagines  objects,  not 
vaguely  and  feebly,  by  some  indistinct 
general  conception,  but  precisely,  entire, 
as  they  are,  with  their  sensible  colour, 
their  proper  form,  the  multitude  of  true 
and  particular  details  which  distinguish 
them  in  their  species. — Taine,  H.  A., 
1871,  History  of  English  Literature,  tr. 
Van  Laun,  vol.  i,  bk.  ii ,  eh.  v,  pp.  382,  383. 

Taylor  is  medieval,  ascetic,  casuistic  in 
his  mature  type  of  thought.  He  is  a  scho¬ 
lastic  in  argument,  a  pietist  in  feeling,  a 
poet  in  fancy  and  expression;  he  is  not  a 
thinker.  He  seldom  moves  in  an  atmos¬ 
phere  of  purely  rational  light;  and  even 
when  his  instincts  are  liberal  and  his  rea¬ 
soning  highly  rational  in  its  results,  he 
brings  but  a  slight  force  of  thought,  of 
luminous  and  direct  comprehension,  to 
bear  upon  his  work. — Tulloch,  John, 
1872,  Rational  Theology  and  Christian 
Philosophy  in  England  in  the  Seventeenth 
Century ,  vol.  i,  p .  347. 

A  kind  of  Spenser  in  a  cassock. — Low¬ 
ell,  James  Russell,  1875,  Spenser, 
Works,  Riverside  ed.,  vol.  IV,  p.  325,  note. 

But  Taylor’s  theology,  it  must  be  admit¬ 
ted,  is  without  symmetry ;  it  is  not  a  noble 
building;  a  very  large  portion  of  his 


writings  reads  like  the  essays  and  confes¬ 
sion  of  Montaigne,  expressed  in  most  dazz¬ 
ling  and  ambitious  language.  His  most 
religious  writings  are  what  we  have  called 
them,  Divine  contemplations;  thought,  in 
the  more  strict  comprehension  of  the 
term,  we  have  little  or  none;  imagination 
and  emotion  we  have  in  abundance.  After 
a  time  we  find  the  understanding  is  not 
firm  beneath  us,  and  we  begin  to  perceive 
that  if  we  demand  from  our  author  argu¬ 
mentative  coherence,  we  shall  deal  un¬ 
justly  with  him,  while  we  cut  ourselves 
off  from  the  possession  of  much  pleasure. 
We  learn  that  his  gift  is  to  teach  us  rather 
as  a  seer  than  as  a  philosopher  ;  to  lift  us 
at  once  to  the  spiritual  rather  than  debate 
with  us  the  material  reasons  of  things. 
When  he  attempts  the  latter  we  become 
angry  with  him ;  always,  when  he  at¬ 
tempts  the  former,  it  is  as  if  at  his  touch 
the  tabernacle  of  the  testimony  is  opened 
in  heaven. — Hood,  E.  Paxton,  1885,  The 
Throne  of  Eloquence ,  p.  163. 

It  is  not  true  that,  except  by  great 
complaisance  of  the  reader,  Jeremy  Tay¬ 
lor’s  long  sentences  are  at  once  under¬ 
standable.  They  may,  of  course,  and 
generally  can  be  understood  kata  to 
semainsmenou ,  as  a  telegram  with  half 
the  words  left  out  may  at  the  other  end 
of  the  scale  be  understood.  But  they 
constantly  withstand  even  a  generous 
parser,  even  one  who  is  to  the  fullest  ex¬ 
tent  ready  to  allow  for  idiom  and  individ¬ 
uality.  They  abuse  in  particular  the  con¬ 
junction  to  a  most  enormous  extent— 
coupling  by  its  means  propositions  which 
have  no  legal  connection,  which  start 
entirely  different  trains  of  thought,  and 
which  are  only  united  because  careless¬ 
ness  and  fashion  combined  made  it  un¬ 
necessary  for  the  writer  to  take  the  little 
extra  trouble  necessary  for  their  separa¬ 
tion.  Taylor  will,  in  the  very  middle  of 
his  finest  passages,  and  with  hardly  so 
much  as  a  comma’s  break,  change  oratio 
obliqua  to  oratio  recta,  interrupt  the 
sequence  of  tenses,  make  his  verbs  agree 
with  the  nearest  noun,  irrespective  of  the 
connection,  and  in  short,  though  he  was, 
while  in  Wales,  a  schoolmaster  for  some 
time,  and  author  of  a  grammatical 
treatise,  will  break  Priscian’s  head  with 
the  calmest  unconcern.  — Saintsdury, 
George,  1887,  History  of  Elizabethan 
Literature,  p.  332. 
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He  united  learning  and  fervent 
eloquence  perhaps  more  than  any  other 
English  writer.  — Palgrave,  Francis 
Turner,  1889,  The  Treasury  of  Sacred 
Song,  note ,  p.  345. 

He  was  saturated  through  and  through 
with  learning  and  with  piety  ;  and  they 
gurgled  from  him  together  in  a  great  tide 
of  mellifluous  language.  The  ardors  and 
fervors  of  Elizabethan  days  seem  to  have 
lapped  over  upon  him  in  that  welter  of 
the  Commonwealth  wars.  He  has  been 
called  the  Shakespeare  of  the  pulpit;  I 
should  rather  say  the  Spenser — there  is 
such  unchecked,  and  uncheckable,  affluence 
of  language  and  illustration;  thought  and 
speech  struggling  together  for  prece¬ 
dence,  and  stretching  on  and  on,  in  ever  so 
sweet  and  harmonious  jangle  of  silvery 
sounds.— Mitchell,  Donald  G.,  1890, 
English  Lands  Letters  and  Kings,  Eliza¬ 
beth  to  Anne,  p.  139. 

Those  who  claim  for  the  Church  of  Eng¬ 
land  one  of  the  highest  places  amongst 
Christian  bodies  for  literary  eminence, 
would  naturally  put  forward  Jeremy 
Taylor  as  one  of  the  leading  witnesses  in 
favour  of  their  proposition  ;  and  certainly 
it  may  be  doubted  whether  any  English 
ecclesiastical  writer  would  be  entitled  to 
take  precedence  of  him  in  a  literary  point 
of  view,  though  he  has  been  surpassed 
again  and  again  by  writers  on  special 
subjects  whose  eloquence,  versatility, 
learning,  dexterity  were  greatly  inferior 
to  his. —Stephen,  Sir  James  Eitzjames, 
1892,  Horae  Sabbaticae,  First  Series,  p.  209. 

On  the  whole  the  elements  of  greatest 
hopefulness  for  English  prose  its 
earnestness,  its  dignity,  its  conscious 
grace  -were  perhaps  best  summed  up,  in 
that  age,  in  Jeremy  Taylor:  and  to  him 
more  than  to  any  other  may  be  ascribed 
the  handing  on  of  the  torch  from  the  pre¬ 
ceding  to  the  next  generation,  and  the 
preserving  of  its  flame  clear  and  undimmed 
amidst  the  heated  struggles  and  cloudy 
controversies  of  the  time.  — Craik, 
Henry,  1S93,  English  Prose.  Introduction, 
vol.  ii,  p.  7 

As  a  preacher  and  devotional  writer, 
Bishop  Jeremy  Taylor  stands  in  the  very 
first  rank  among  the  great  divines  of  the 
golden  period  of  English  theology.  His 
sermons  are,  of  their  kind,  unrivalled. 
They  differ  widely  from  those  of  his  great 
contemporaries,  Barrow,  Sanderson,  and 


South;  but  they  are,  in  their  way,  quite 
equal  to  any  of  them.  In  wealth  of  illus¬ 
tration,  exuberance  of  fancy,  grandeur  of 
diction  and  style,  it  would  be  difficult  to 
find  their  equals  in  the  English  language. 

.  .  .  One  of  his  great  merits  as  a  de¬ 

votional  writer  is  the  very  rare  faculty  he 
possessed  of  composing  prayers.  His 
prayers  are  some  of  the  very  few  which 
can  bear  a  moment’s  comparison  with 
those  in  the  Book  of  Common  Brayer. 
— Overton,  J.  H.,  1893,  English  Prose, 
ed.  Craik,  vol .  n,  pp.  525,  527. 

Few  theologians  have  left  more  mark  on 
English  religion  than  Jeremy  Taylor.  His 
sermons  combine  many  of  the  merits  of 
Andrewes  and  of  William  Law.  They  are 
extraordinarily  fertile  in  conceit  and  in 
appropriate  illustration,  they  are  search¬ 
ing  and  intimate  in  their  application,  and 
removed  from  all  possibility  of  dulness  by 
their  sparkling  and  abundant  imagination. 
His  controversial  writings  are  less  easy, 
but  their  style  is  vigorous.  His  “Ductor 
Dubitantium”  is  almost  the  only  treatise 
on  casuistry  written  by  an  English  Church 
man,  and  it  has  all  the  honesty,  and  moi 
than  the  skill,  that  might  be  expecte1 
Books  such  as  these  belong  to  the  armour, 
of  the  theologians,  but  the  prayers  of  the 
“Golden  Grove’’  and  the  admonitions  of 
“Holy  Living”  and  “Holy  Dying”  belong 
by  right  to  every  man  that  can  appreciate 
either  literature  or  religion.  Certainly 
no  religious  works  in  English  possess  the 
same  rare  combination  of  merits,  and 
none  have  more  powerfully  affected  Eng¬ 
lish  life.  The  acute  insight  and  the 
intimate  knowledge  of  human  nature  which 
they  show  on  every  page  are  only  equalled 
by  the  marvellous  imagination  which 
illuminates  the  style  as  well  as  the  matter. 
Of  all  English  prose  writers,  Jeremy  Tay¬ 
lor  is  the  richest. — Hutton,  William 
Holden,  1895,  Social  England,  ed.  Traill , 
vol.  iv,  p.  292. 

Taylor  was  the  most  eloquent  of  men, 
and  the  most  facile  of  orators.  Laden 
with  thought,  his  books  are  read  for  their 
sweet  and  deep  devotion  (a  quality  which 
also  belonged  to  his  fellow-writer, 
Lancelot  Andrewes),  even  more  than  for 
their  impassioned  and  convoluted  out¬ 
breaks  of  beautiful  words. — Brooke, 
StopFORD  A.,  1896,  English  Literature,  p. 
153. 


G-eorge  Wither 

1588-1667 

Born,  at  Bentworth,  Hants,  11  June  1588.  Early  education  at  a  school  at  Cole- 
more.  Matric.  Magdalen  Coil.,  Oxford,  1604  [?].  Left  Oxford  after  about  three 
years.  Imprisoned  for  libel,  1614.  Student  of  Lincoln’s  Inn,  1615.  Served  as  Cap¬ 
tain  in  cavalry  regiment  under  Charles  I.,  1639.  Served  in  Parliamentary  Army, 
1642;  obtained  rank  of  Major.  Governor  of  Farnham  Castle,  Oct.  to  Dec.,  1642. 
J.  P.  for  Hampshire,  Surrey  and  Essex,  1642  -58.  Major-General  of  Forces  in  Surrey, 
1643  [?].  Master  of  the  Statute  Office,  1655  [?].  Imprisoned  for  libel,  March  1662 
to  1665.  Died,  in  London,  2  May  1667.  Buried  in  the  Savoy  Church.  IKor/cs: 
“Prince  Henrie's  Obsequies,”  1612;  “Epithalamia,”  1612;  “Abuses  Stript  and 
Whipt,”  1613;  “A  Satyre,  dedicated  to  His  Most  Excellent  Majestie, ”  1614;  “The 
Shepheards  Hunting, ”  1615;  “Fidelia,”  1617;  “A  Preparation  to  the  Psalter,”  1619; 
“Workes, ”  1620;  “Exercises  upon  the  first  Psalme, ”  1620;  “The  Songs  of  the  Old 
Testament,”  1621;  “Wither’s  Motto,”  1621;  “Juvenilia,”  1622;  “Faire-Virtue,” 
162^;  “The  Hymnes  and  Songs  of  the  Church,”  1623;  “The  Scholler’s  Purgatory” 
[1625?];  “Britain’s  Remembrance,  ”  162S  ;  “The  Psalmes  of  David  translated  into 
Lyrick  verse,”  1632;  “Collection  of  Emblemes, ”  1634-35;  “Read  and  Wonder” 
(anon.;  ascribed  to  Wither),  1641;  “Halelujah.”  1641;  “  Cam  po- Musa*,  ”  1643;  “Se 
Defendo”  [1643] ;  “Mercurius  Rusticus”  (anon.),  1643;  “The  Speech  without  Doore,” 
1644;  “The  Two  Incomparable  Generalissimos,”  1644;  “Letters  of  Advice,”  1645 
[1644];  “Vox  Pacifica,”  1645;  “The  Great  Assizes  holden  in  Parnassus”  (anon.), 
1645;  “The  Speech  without  Doore  defended, ”  1646;  “ Justiciarus  Justificatus. ”  1646 ; 
“What  Peace  to  the  Wicked?”  (anon.),  1646;  “Opobalsamum  Anglicanum,”  1646; 
“Major  Wither’s  Disclaimer,  ”  1647;  “Carmen  Expostulatorium,  ”  1647  ;  “Amygdale 
Britannica”  (anon.),  1647 ;  “Prosopopoeia  Britannica, ”  1648;  “Carmen  Eucharisticon,” 
1649;  “Respublica  Anglicana,”  1650;  “The  British  Appeals,”  1651 ;  “Three  Grainsof 
“Spiritual  Frankincense,  ”  1651 ;  The  Dark  Lantern,  ”  1653 ;  “Westrow  Revived,”  1653  ; 
“Vaticinum  Casuale,”  1655;  “Rapture  at  the  Protector’s  Recovery,”  1655;  “Three  Pri¬ 
vate  Meditations,”  1655 ;  “The  Protector, ”  1655 ;  “Boni  Ominis  Yotum,”  1656 ;  “A  Sud- 
dain  Flash”  (anon.),  1657;  “Salt  upon  Salt,”  1659;  “A  Cordial  Confection,”  1659; 
“Epistolium  Yagum-Prosa-Metricum, ”  1659;  “Petition  and  Narrative”  [1659]; 
“Furor Poeticus, ”  1660;  “Speculum  Speculativum, ”  1660;  “Fides-Anglicana, ”  1660; 
“An  Improvement  of  Imprisonment,”  1661;  “  A  Triple  Paradox, ”  1661;  “The  Pris¬ 
oner’s  Plea,”  1661;  “A  Proclamation  in  the  Name  of  the  King  of  Kings,”  1662; 
“Verses  Intended  to  the  King’s  Majesty, ”  1662 ;  “Parallellogrammaton, ”  1662; 
“Tuba  Pacifica,”  1664;  “A  Memorandum  to  London,”  1665;  “Meditations  upon  the 
Lord’s  Prayer,”  1665;  “Echoes  from  the  Sixth  Trumpet”  [1666]:  “Sighs  for  the 
Pitchers,”  1666;  “Vaticina  Poetica,  ”  1666.  Posthumous:  “Divine  Poems  on  the 
Ten  Commandments,”  ed.  by  his  daughter,  1688.  He  translated:  Nemesius’  “The 
Nature  of  Man,  ”  1636.  Collected  Works:  “Poems,”  ed.  by  H.  Morley,  1891.  Sharp, 
R.  Farquh  ARSON',  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  302. 


PERSONAL 

In  the  time  of  the  civill  warres,  George 
Withers,  the  poet,  begged  Sir  John  Den¬ 
ham's  estate  at  Egham  of  the  Parliament, 
in  whose  cause  he  was  a  captaine  of  horse. 
It  (happened)  that  G.  W.  was  taken  pris¬ 
oner,  and  was  in  danger  of  his  life,  having 
written  severely  against  the  king,  &c. 
Sir  John  Denham  went  to  the  king,  and 
desired  his  majestie  not  to  hang  him,  for 
that  whilest  G.  W.  lived  he  should  not  be 
the  worst  poet  in  England. — Aubrey, 
John,  1669-96,  Brief  Lives ,  ed.  Clark, 
vol.  I,  p .  221. 


At  this  day  it  is  hard  to  discover  what 
parts  in  the  poem  here  particularly  alluded 
to,  “Abuses  Stript  and  Whipt,”  could 
have  occasioned  the  imprisonment  of  the 
author.  Was  Vice  in  High  Places  more 
suspicious  than  now  ?  had  she  more  power ; 
or  more  leisure  to  listen  after  ill  reports? 
That  a  man  should  be  convicted  of  a  libel 
when  he  named  no  names  but  Hate  and 
Envy,  and  Lust,  and  Avarice,  is  like  one 
of  the  indictments  in  the  “Pilgrim’s  Prog¬ 
ress,  ’ 7  where  Faithful  is  arraigned  for 
having  “railed  on  our  noble  Prince  Beel¬ 
zebub,  and  spoken  contemptibly  of  his 
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honourable  friends,  the  Lord  Old  Man,  the 
Lord  Gurnel  Delight,  and  the  Lord  Lux¬ 
urious.”  What  unlucky  jealousy  could 
have  tempted  the  great  men  of  those  days 
to  appropriate  such  innocent  abstractions 
to  themselves!  Wither  seems  to  have 
contemplated  to  a  degree  of  idolatry  his 
own  possible  virtue,  lie  is  for  ever  an¬ 
ticipating  persecution  and  martyrdom ; 
fingering,  as  it  were,  the  flames,  to  try 
how  he  can  bear  them.  Perhaps  his  pre¬ 
mature  defiance  sometimes  made  him  ob¬ 
noxious  to  censures,  which  he  would 
otherwise  have  slipped  by. — Lamb, 
Charles,  ISIS,  George  Wither*  s  Poetical 
Work s. 

Wither,  though  a  man  of  very  high 
character,  seems  to  have  had  all  his  life 
what  men  of  high  character  not  unfre- 
quently  have,  a  certain  facility  for  getting 
into  what  is  vulgarly  called  hot-water.— 
Saintsbury,  George,  1887,  History  of 
Elizabethan  Literature,  p.  303. 

AYither  was  no  exception  to  the  general 
rule  that  those  who  abandon  for  public  life 
the  studies  of  poetry  and  philosophy  suffer 
a  steady  degeneration,  partaking  like 
brooks  and  rivers,  as  Landor  finely  says, 
‘‘the  nature  of  that  vast  body  whereunto 
they  run,  its  dreariness,  its  bitterness,  its 
foam,  its  storms,  its  everlasting  noise  and 
commotion.”  Not  that  Wither  ever  be¬ 
came  quite  the  fanatic  that  he  has  been 
represented  to  have  been.  .  .  His 

own  charitableness  was  considerably  tem¬ 
pered  by  an  ineradicable  contentiousness. 
He  lived  under  eleven  different  forms  of 
government,  and  he  managed  to  be  more 
or  less  at  loggerheads  with  them  all. — 
Fyvie,  John,  1890,  George  Wither,  Mac¬ 
millan's  Magazine,  voL  62,  p.  44. 

GENERAL 

George  AA'ither,  a  most  profuse  pourer 
forth  of  English  rhime,  not  without  great 
pretence  to  a  poetical  zeal  against  the 
vices  of  his  times,  in  his  “Motto,”  his 
“Remembrancer,”  and  other  such  like 
satirical  works.  .  .  .  But  the  most 

of  poetical  fancy  which  I  remember  to 
have  found  in  any  of  his  writings  is  a  lit¬ 
tle  piece  of  pastoral  poetry  called  “The 
Shepherd’s  Huntings.”- — Phillips,  Ed¬ 
ward,  1675,  Theatrum  Poelarum  Angli- 
canorum. 

Honest  George  Withers,  though  a  rus¬ 
tic  poet,  hath  been  very  acceptable;  as 


to  some  for  bis  prophecies,  so  to  others, 
for  his  plain  country  honesty.— Baxter, 
Richard,  1681,  Poetical  Fragments . 

Wretched  AA’ithers.  —  Pope,  Alexan¬ 
der,  1728,  Dunciad,  bk.  i,  v.  296. 

This  beautiful  old  song  [“The  Shep¬ 
herd’s  Resolution”]  was  written  by  a 
poet,  whose  name  would  have  been  utterly 
forgotten,  if  it  had  not  been  preserved  by 
Swift,  as  a  term  of  contempt.  “Dryden 
and  Wither”  are  coupled  by  him  like  the 
“Baviusand  Mrevius”  of  A'irgii.  Dryden 
however  has  had  justice  done  him  by  pos¬ 
terity:  and  as  for  Wither,  though  of 
subordinate  merit,  that  he  was  not  alto¬ 
gether  devoid  of  genius,  will  be  judged 
from  the  following  stanzas.  The  truth  is, 
Wither  was  a  very  voluminous  party- 
writer:  had  as  his  political  and  satirical 
strokes  rendered  him  extremely  popular 
in  his  lifetime:  so  afterwards,  when  these 
were  no  longer  relished,  they  totally  con¬ 
signed  his  writings  to  oblivion. — I’ercy, 
Thomas,  1765,  Ileliqucsof  Ancient  English 
Poetry,  p.  381. 

George  Wither,  began  to  display  his 
rhyming  talent,  which  he  exercised  for  a 
long  course  of  years,  and  had  many  ad¬ 
mirers  among  readers  of  a  lower  class. 
He  was,  in  several  respects,  an  unsuccess¬ 
ful,  but  was  ever  a  persevering  writer. — 
Granger,  James,  1769-1824,  Biographic¬ 
al  History  of  England,  vol.  n,  p.  133. 

Amongst  his  numerous  verses,  which  he 
seems  to  have  scribbled  with  endless  pro¬ 
fusion,  and  with  a  total  disregard  to  the 
art  of  blotting,  there  are  entire  composi¬ 
tions,  which  could  not  have  proceeded, 
but  from  one,  who  was  endowed  with  a 
strong  poetical  spirit.  In  those  instances 
he  is  generally  characterized  by  an  easy 
elegance,  and  a  copiousness  of  unaffected 
sentiment.  A  man  of  real  taste,  who  has 
an  opportunity  of  comparing  all  his  publi¬ 
cations,  many  of  which  can  now  seldom 
be  met  with,  would  do  nn  acceptable  ser¬ 
vice  to  the  literary  world,  by  giving  a 
judicious  selection  from  them. — Brydges, 
Samuel  Egertox,  1806,  Censura  Litera- 
ria,  Preface,  vol.  n,  p .  x. 

Dismissing  with  contempt  the  puerilities 
and  conceits  which  deformed  the  pages  of 
so  many  of  his  contemporaries,  he  culti¬ 
vated,  with  almost  uniform  assiduity,  a 
simplicity  of  style,  and  an  expression  of 
natural  sentiment  and  feeling,  which  have 
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occasioned  the  revival  of  his  choicest  com¬ 
positions  in  the  nineteenth  century,  and 
will  for  ever  stamp  them  with  a  permanent 
value. — Drake,  Nathan,  1817,  Shak- 
speare  and  his  Times,  vol.  I,  p.  668. 

From  youth  to  age  George  continued  to 
pour  forth  his  lucubrations,  in  prophesy, 
remonstrance,  complaint,  and  triumph, 
through  good  and  evil  report,  through  all 
vicissitudes  of  fortune:  at  one  time  in 
command  among  the  saints,  and  at  another 
Bcrawling  his  thoughts  in  jail,  when  pen 
and  ink  were  denied  him,  with  red  ochre 
upon  a  trencher.  It  is  generally  allowed 
that  his  taste  and  genius  for  poetry  did 
not  improve  in  the  political  contest 
Some  of  his  earliest  pieces  display  the  na¬ 
tive  amenity  of  a  poet’s  imagination 
but  as  he  mixed  with  the  turbulent  times, 
his  fancy  grew  muddy  with  the  stream. 
While  Milton  in  the  same  cause  brought 
his  learning  and  zeal  as  a  partisan,  he  left 
the  Muse  behind  him,  as  a  mistress  too 
sacred  to  be  introduced  into  party  brawl¬ 
ings  ;  Wither,  on  the  contrary,  took  his 
Mu3e  along  with  him  to  the  camp  and  the 
congregation,  and  it  is  little  to  be  won¬ 
dered  at  that  her  cap  should  have  been 
torn  and  her  voice  made  hoarse  in  the 
confusion.— Campbell,  Thomas,  1819, 
Specimens  of  the  British  Poets. 

George  Wither,  by  siding  with  the  less 
poetical  though  more  prosperous  party  in 
the  civil  war,  and  by  a  profusion  of  tem¬ 
porary  writings  to  serve  the  ends  of  fac¬ 
tion  and  folly,  has  left  a  name  which  we 
were  accustomed  to  despise,  till  Ellis  did 
justice  to  “that  playful  fancy,  pure  taste, 
and  artless  delicacy  of  sentiment,  which 
distinguish  the  poetry  of  his  early  youth.  ’ ’ 
His  best  poems  were  published  in  1622, 
with  the  title,  “Mistress  of  Philarete.” 
Some  of  them  are  highly  beautiful,  and 
bespeak  a  mind  above  the  grovelling  Pur¬ 
itanism  into  which  he  afterwards  fell.  I 
think  there  is  hardly  any  thing  in  our 
lyric  poetry  of  this  period  equal  to  With¬ 
ers  lines  on  his  Muse,  published  by  Ellis. 
— Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction 
to  the  Literature  of  Europe,  pi.  iii,  ch.  v, 
par.  54. 

Wither,  who  wrote  of  poetry  like  a 
poet,  and  in  return  has  been  dishonored 
and  misprised  by  some  of  his  own  kind 
a  true  sincere  poet  of  blessed  oracles !  - 
Browning,  Elizabeth  Barrett,  1842-63, 
The  Book  of  the  Poets. 


From  among  the  host  of  writers  using 
verse  for  social  purposes,  one  stands  out 
very  conspicuously  as  the  popular  satirist 
of  the  day.  This  was  George  Wither, 
whose  poetry  had  been  all  but  forgotten. 

.  .  .  With  his  self-satisfaction  he 

conjoined  some  real  strength  of  brain,  a 
certain  elevation  of  aim,  and  a  perfect 
dauntlessness  of  spirit.  In  his  very  first 
writings  he  had  come  forward  as  a  plain 
man  who  was  to  speak  truth  and  care  for 
nobody.  .  .  .  And  so,  through  the 

world,  from  that  time  forward,  he  contin¬ 
ues  to  go,  self-labelled  as  “Wither,  the 
man  that  would  not  flatter.’’  His 
“Motto,”  published  in  1618,  was,  as  we 
have  said,  a  detailed  exhibition  of  his 
character  to  the  public  in  this  light.  He 
had  had  his  portrait  painted  ;  under  it  he 
had  written  the  motto  “A'cc  habco,  nec 
careo,  nec  euro this  motto  he  had 
adopted  as  his  impress.  .  .  .  Wither, 

in  addition  to  his  satires,  his  pastoral  nar¬ 
rations,  and  his  devotional  hymns,  had 
written,  chiefly  as  interspersed  lyrics  in 
his  earlier  poems,  some  really  good  secular 
songs.  One  of  these  is  still  to  be  heard 
occasionally  in  drawing-rooms ;  and  a 
very  good  song  it  is ; 

‘Shall  I,  wnsting  in  despair 
Dio  because  a  woman's  fair? 

— Masson,  David,  1858,  The  Life  of  John 
Milton,  vol.  i,  eh.  vi, 

It  would  have  been  very  well  to  have 
republished  the  “Fair  Virtue,”  and 
“Shepherd’s  Hunting”  of  George  Wither, 
which  contain  all  the  true  poetry  he  ever 
wrote ;  but  we  can  imagine  nothing  more 
dreary  than  the  seven  hundred  pages  of 
his  “Hymns  and  Songs,”  whose  only  use, 
that  we  can  conceive  of,  would  be  as 
penal  reading  for  incorrigible  poetasters. 
— Lowell,  James  Russell,  1858-64-90, 
Library  of  Old  Authors,  Prose  IForfcs, 
Riverside  cd 

One  excellence  for  which  all  Wither’s 
writings  are  eminent,  his  prose  as  well  as 
his  verse,  is  their  genuine  English.  His 
unaffected  diction,  even  now,  has  scarcely 
a  stain  of  age  upon  it, — but  flows  on,  ever 
fresh  and  transparent,  like  a  pebbled  rill. 
— CitAlK,  George  L.,  1861.  A  Compendi¬ 
ous  History  of  English  Literature  and  of 
the  English  Language,  vol.  n,  p.  4,5. 

Throughout  it  is  distinguished  by  a  cer¬ 
tain  straightforward  simplicity  of  good 
English  thought  and  English  word.  His 
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hymns  remind  me,  in  the  form  of  their 
speech,  of  Gascoigne. — Macdonald, 
George,  1S68,  England's  Antiphon,  p.  159. 

It  is  somewhat  difficult  to  tell  the  stu¬ 
dent  what  may  be  considered  the  chief 
production  of  George  Wither.  His 
“Shepheards’  Hunting”  is  generally  asso¬ 
ciated  with  his  name.  But  he  was  the 
author  of  more  than  a  hundred  works  be¬ 
sides,  the  collection  together  of  which  no 
one  has  as  yet  been  found  sufficiently 
courageous  to  undertake.  Very  many  of 
these  productions  are  of  apolitical  nature. 
He  was  also  the  author  of  a  number  of  re¬ 
ligious  pieces,  of  some  very  graceful  songs 
and  poems,  and  of  some  very  biting  satires 
under  the  title  “Abuses  Stript  and 
Whipt.”  "Britain's  Remembrancer ”  is 
a  long  and  able  poem,  written  by  him  in 
London,  during  the  plague  of  1627,  and 
is  by  some  considered  the  most  valuable 
of  all  his  writings. — Friswell,  James 
II ain,  1869,  Essays  on  English  Writers, 
p.  76. 

Braith waite  wrote  in  1615 — 

"Au<l  long  limy  England’s  Thespian  springs 
be  known 

By  lovely  Wither  and  by  bonny  Browne.” 
But  the  wish  has  hardly  been  fulfilled, 
and  there  are  few  readers  who  would  not 
be  a  little  surprised  by  the  epithet  here 
applied  to  the  Puritan  poet.  No  real 
lover  of  poetry  will  however  grudge  it  him. 
He  is  one  of  the  few  masters  of  octosyl¬ 
labic  verse  in  our  language.  Lamb  has 
dwelt  lovingly  on  its  curious  felicities, 
and  for  compass  and  variety  it  would  not 
be  easy  to  name  its  superior.  It  is  the 
one  form  of  verse  pre-eminently  suited  to 
Wither, who  lias  achieved  no  such  triumphs 
with  the  heroic  couplet.  But  it  is  not 
only  for  beauty  of  poetic  form  that  Wither 
deserved  Braithwaite’s  enthusiastic  epi¬ 
thet.  Like  the  Charmides  of  Plato’s  dia¬ 
logue,  he  has  “what  is  much  more  import¬ 
ant,  a  beautiful  soul.”  Never  was  there  a 
purer  or  more  honourable  spirit,  or  one 
which  kept  closer  to  the  best  it  knew,  and 
aa  Wither  has  revealed  himself  in  his  works 
in  a  way  in  which  few  poets  have  done,  it 
is  natural  to  read  him  not  only  with  ad¬ 
miration  but  with  sympathy. — Arnold, 
W.  T.,  1880,  English  Poets,  ed.  Ward,  vol. 
ii,  p.  89. 

The  time  has  passed  when  this  vol¬ 
uminous  writer  can  be  treated  by  any 
competent  critic  with  the  contempt  of  the 


age  of  Anne.  The  scorn  of  Pope  still 
clings,  however,  to  the  "wretched  With¬ 
ers,”  whose  name  is  misspelt,  and  of 
whose  works  he  had  probably  seen  nothing 
but  the  satires.  Nor  would  it  be  safe,  on 
the  score  of  exquisite  beauties  discovera¬ 
ble  in  the  early  lyrics  of  Wither,  to  over¬ 
look  the  radical  faults  of  his  style.  One 
or  two  generous  appreciators  of  Jacobean 
verse  have  done  this,  and  have  claimed 
for  Wither  a  very  high  place  in  English 
poetry.  But  proportion,  judgment,  taste 
must  count  for  something,  and  in  these 
qualities  this  lyrist  was  deplorably  defi¬ 
cient.  The  careful  student,  not  of  ex¬ 
cerpts  made  by  loving  and  partial  hands, 
but  of  the  bulk  of  his  published  writings, 
will  be  inclined  to  hesitate  before  he  ad¬ 
mits  that  Wither  was  a  great  poet.  He 
will  rather  call  him  a  very  curious  and 
perhaps  unique  instance  of  a  tiresome  and 
verbose  scribbler,  to  whom  in  his  youth 
there  came  unconsidered  flashes  of  most 
genuine  and  exquisite  poetry. — Gosse, 
Edmund,  1894,  The  Jacobean  Poets,  p.  181. 

His  heights  and  depths  approach  the 
heights  and  depths  of  Wordsworth  ;  whilst 
his  fecundity  is  no  less  amazing  than  hi 
metrical  facility.  Would  that  we  had  on 
more  lyric  like  the  immortal  "Shall  I  wast¬ 
ing  in  despair”  for  many  pages  of  ec¬ 
logues  and  satires,  excellent  although 
many  of  them  undoubtedly  are. — Schel- 
lixg,  Felix  E.,  1895,  A  Book  of  Eliza¬ 
bethan  Lyrics,  p.  xxxiv. 

It  is  now  universally  recognised  that 
Wither  was  a  poet  of  exquisite  grace, 
although  only  for  a  short  season  in  his 
long  career.  Had  his  last  work  been  his 
“Faire  Virtue,”  he  would  have  figured  in 
literary  history  in  the  single  capacity  of 
a  fascinating  lyric  poet.  He  was  one  of 
the  few  masters  in  English  of  heptasylla 
bic  couplet,  and  disclosed  almost  all  its 
curious  felicities.  But  his  fine  gifts  failed 
him  after  1622,  and  during  the  last  forty- 
five  years  of  his  life  his  verse  is  mainly 
remarkable  for  its  mass,  fluidity,  and  flat¬ 
ness.  It  usually  lacks  any  genuine  liter¬ 
ary  quality  and  often  sinks  into  imbecile 
dogerel.  Ceasing  to  be  a  poet,  Wither 
became  in  middle  life  a  garrulous  and 
tedious  preacher,  in  platitudinous  prose 
and  verse,  of  the  political  and  religious 
creeds  of  the  commonplace  middle-class 
puritan. — Lee,  Sidney,  1900,  Dictionary 
of  National  Biography ,  vol.  LXII,  p.  268. 
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Born,  at  Oxford,  Feb.  1606.  Educated  at  Magdalen  College  School,  Oxford  ;  and 
at  Lincoln  College,  1620  [ ?]-22[?].  Page  to  Duchess  of  Richmond;  afterwards  to 
Fulke  Greville,  Lord  Brooke.  Play.  “The  Cruel  Brother,”  performed,  1630.  Ap¬ 
pointed  Poet  Laureate,  13  Dec.  1638.  Governor  of  King  and  Queen’s  Company  of 
Players,  27 June  1639.  Active  part  in  Civil  War;  escaped  imprisonment  and  took  ref¬ 
uge  in  France.  Knighted  after  Siege  of  Gloucester,  Sept.  1643.  Returned  to  France 
after  King's  defeat.  Became  Roman  Catholic.  Sent  on  private  mission  from  Queen 
to  King,  1646.  Returned  to  Paris.  Sent  by  Queen  on  mission  to  Virginia,  1650. 
Captured  by  Parliament  ship  soon  after  start,  and  imprisoned  in  Cowes  Castle ;  thence 
to  London  for  trial.  Imprisoned  in  the  Tower,  1651-53.  First  wife,  Anne,  died. 
1655.  Was  twice  married.  Licensed  to  give  dramatic  entertainments  at  Rutland 
House,  1656  (“The  Siege  of  Rhodes”  produced  there,  1656),  and  at  the  Cockpit,  in  Drury 
Lane,  1658.  Imprisoned  for  short  time  in  1659  on  account  of  implication  in  Sir 
George  Booth’s  insurrection.  At  Restoration,  license  granted  him  to  maintain  a  com¬ 
pany  of  players,  1660.  These  acted  at  Salisbury  Court  Theatre,  or  at  Cockpit,  Nov. 
1660  to  Spring  of  1662.  Under  patronage  of  Duke  of  York,  the  company  was  installed 
in  new  Lincoln’s  Inn  Fields  Theatre,  March  or  April  1662.  Successful  production  of 
plays.  Died,  in  Lincoln’s  Inn  Fields,  7  April  1668.  Buried  in  Westminster  Abbey. 
JForlrs:  “The  Tragedy  of  Albovine,”  1629;  “The  Cruel  Brother,”  1630;  “The  Just 
Italian,”  1630;  “The  Temple  of  Love”  (with  Inigo  Jones),  1634;  “The  Triumphs  of 
the  Prince  d’ Amour”  (anon  ),  1635;  “The  Platonick  Lovers,”  1636;  “The  Witts,” 
1636;  “Britannia  Triumphans”  (with  Inigo  Jones),  1637  ;  “Madagascar,  ”  1638;  “Ode 
in  Remembrance  of  Master  Shakespeare, ”  1638;  “Salmacida  Spolia,”  1639;  “To  the 
honorable  .  .  .  House  of  Commons,”  [1641];  “The  Unfortunate  Lovers,”  1643; 

“London,”  1648;  “Love  and  Honour,”  1649;  “Gondibert, ”  1651;  “The  Siege  of 
Rhodes,”  1656  (revised  and  altered  edn.,  1663);  “The  First  Dayes  Entertainment  at 
Rutland  House”  (anon.),  1657;  “The  Cruelty  of  the  Spaniards  in  Peru”  (anon.), 
1358;  “The  History  of  Sir  Francis  Drake”  (anon.  )  1659;  “Poem  to  the  King’s  most 
sacred  Majesty,”  1660;  “Poem  upon  his  sacred  Majestie’s  most  happy  return,”  1660; 
“The  Rivals”  (anon.  ;  altered  from  “The  Two  Noble  Kinsmen”),  166*8.  Posthumous : 
“The  Man’s  the  Master,”  1669;  “The  Tempest”  (with  Dryden),  1670;  “New  Acad¬ 
emy  of  Complements”  (anon.,  with  Lord  Buckhurst  and  Sir  Chas.  Sedley),  1671; 
“Macbeth  .  .  .  with  all  the  Alterations,  etc.,”  1673.  Collected  H'orAs :  in  3 

pts.,  ed.  by  his  widow,  1673;  in  5  vols.,  ed.  by  Laing  and  Maidment  (“Dramatists  of 
the  Restoration”  series),  with  Life ,  1872-74. —Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A 
Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  74. 


PERSONAL 

Will  Davenant,  ashamed  of  a  foolish  mis¬ 
chance, 

That  he  had  got  lately  travelling  in  France, 
Modestly  hoped  the  handsomeness  of’s  muse 
Might  any  deformity  about  him  excuse. 

And 

Surely  the  company  would  have  been  content, 
If  they  could  have  found  any  precedent; 

But  in  all  their  records  either  in  verse  or 


and  many  hacknies,  that  made  it  look, 
methought,  as  if  it  were  the  buriall  of 
a  poor  poet.  He  seemed  to  have  many 
children,  by  five  or  six  in  the  first  mourn¬ 
ing  coach,  all  boys.— Pepys,  Samuel, 
166S,  Diary ,  April  9. 

I  was  at  his  funerall  He  had  a  coffin 
of  walnutt-tree ;  Sir  Jonn  Denham  sayd 
’twas  the  finest  coffin  that  ever  he  sawe. 


prose, 

There  was  not  one  laureate  without  a  nose. 
—Suckling,  Sir  John,  1637,  Sessions  of 
the  Poets. 

Up  and  down  to  the  Duke  of  York’s 
play-house,  there  to  see,  which  I  did, 
Sir  W.  Davenant’s  corpse  carried  out 
towards  Westminster,  there  to  be  buried. 
Here  were  many  coaches  and  six  horses, 


His  body  was  carried  in  a  hearse  from  the 
play-house  to  Westminster- Abbey,  where, 
at  the  great  west  dore,  he  was  received 
by  the  sing  (ing)  men  and  choristers,  who 
sang  the  service  of  the  church  (“I  am  the 
Resurrection,  &c.  ”)  to  his  grave,  which 
is  in  the  south  crosse  aisle,  on  which,  on 
a  paving  stone  of  marble,  is  writt,  in  imi¬ 
tation  of  that  on  Ben  Johnson,  uO  rare 
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Sir  Will.  Davenant.”  .  .  .  That  sweet 
swan  of  Iris,  Sir  William  Davenant,  dyed 
the  seaventh  day  of  April  last,  and  lies 
buried  amongst  the  poets  in  Westminster 
abbey,  by  his  anatgonist,  Mr.  Thomas 
May,  whose  inscription  of  whose  marble 
was  taken  away  by  order  since  the  king 
came  in.  Sir  William  was  Poet  Laureat' 
and  Mr.  John  Dryden  hath  his  place. 
But  me  thought  it  had  been  proper  that  a 
laurell  should  have  been  sett  on  his  coffin 
— which  was  not  donne. — Aubrey,  John, 
1669-96,  Brief  Lives,  ed.  Clark,  vol.  i,  pp. 
208,  209. 

His  mother  was  a  very  beautiful  woman, 
of  a  good  wit  and  conversation,  in  which 
she  was  imitated  by  none  of  her  children, 
but  by  this  William.  The  father,  who 
was  a  very  good  and  discreet  citizen,  (yet 
an  admirer  and  lover  of  plays  and  play- 
makers,  especially  Shakespeare,  who  fre¬ 
quented  his  house  in  his  journies  between 
Warwickshire  and  London,)  was  of  a  mel¬ 
ancholic  disposition,  and  was  seldom  or 
never  seen  to  laugh.  ...  As  for 
William,  whom  we  are  farther  to  men¬ 
tion,  and  may  justly  stile  “the  sweet 
swan  of  Isis,”  he  was  educated  in  gram¬ 
mar  learning  under  Edw.  Sylvester,  whom 
I  shall  elsewhere  mention,  and  in  academ¬ 
ical  in  Line.  Coll,  under  the  care  of  Mr. 
Dan.  Hough,  in  1620,  or  21,  or  there¬ 
abouts,  and  obtained  there  some  smatter¬ 
ing  in  logic;  but  his  geny  which  was 
always  opposite  to  it,  lead  him  in  the 
pleasant  paths  of  poetry,  so  that  tho’  he 
wanted  much  of  university  learning,  yet 
he  made  as  high  and  noble  flights  in  the 
poetical  faculty,  as  fancy  could  advance, 
without  it. — Wood,  Anthony,  1691-1721, 
Athence  Oxonienses. 

That  notion  of  Sir  William  Davenant 
being  more  than  a  poetical  child  only  of 
Shakespeare,  was  common  in  town ;  and 
Sir  William  himself  seemed  fond  of  having 
it  taken  for  truth. — Pope,  Alexander, 
1728-30,  Spence's  Anecdotes ,  ed.  Singer, 
p.  18. 

Was  a  great  favourite  of  the  Earl  of 
Newcastle,  who  appointed  him  lieutenant- 
general  of  his  ordnance ;  but  it  was 
thought  that  he  might  easily  have  found 
a  person  much  better  qualified  for  that 
command.  We  read,  that  Alexander  took 
Homer’s  Works  with  him  in  his  expedi¬ 
tions  ;  but  it  is  not  probable  that  he  would 
have  taken  the  poet  himself,  if  he  had 


been  living.  Voltaire  informs  us,  that 
Lewis  XIV.  in  his  pompous  expedition  to 
Flanders,  was  attended  by  Vander  Meulen 
the  painter,  and  Pelisson  the  historian,  to 
design  and  record  his  victories;  but  he 
does  not  say  that  he  took  Boileau  with 
him  to  sing  them ;  and,  if  he  did,  he 
knew  better  how  to  employ  him  than  to 
make  him  a  lieutenant-general. — Gran¬ 
ger,  James,  1769-1824,  Biographical 
History  of  England,  vol.  Ill,  p.  35. 

A  princess  in  any  degree  more  delicate 
than  Henrietta  must  have  shrunk  with 
loathing  from  affording  her  patronage  to 
a  man  whose  licentious  conduct  had  be¬ 
come  matter  of  such  very  peculiar  noto¬ 
riety. — Aikin,  Lucy,  1833,  Memoirs  of 
The  Court  of  King  Charles  the  First,  vol.  ii, 
p.  36. 

GONDIBERT 

IG50 

Now  to  thy  matchless  book, 
Where  in  those  few  that  can  with  judgment 
look, 

May  find  old  love  in  pare  fresh  language  toll 
Like  new-stampt  coin  made  out  of  Angel-golJ 
Such  rruth  in  love  os  the  antique  world  d. 
know, 

III  such  a  style  as  courts  may  boast  of  now ; 
Which  no  bold  tales  of  gods  or  monsterB 
swell, 

But  human  passions,  such  os  with  us  dwelL 
Man  is  thy  theme,  his  virtue,  or  his  rage, 
Drawn  to  the  life  in  each  elaborate  page. 

— Waller,  Edmund,  1650,  To  Sir  Will¬ 
iam  Davenant  upon  his  two  first  books  of 
Gondibert,  finished  before  his  voyage  to 
America. 

The  prince  of  poets  and  of  lovers  too. 
— Vaughan,  Henry,  1650,  To  Sir  Will¬ 
iam  Davenent  upon  his  Gondibert. 

Thy  Fancy,  like  a  Flame  its  way  does  make, 
And  leaves  bright  Tracks  for  following  Pens 
to  take. 

— Cowley,  Abraham,  1650,  To  Sir  Will. 
Davenant  upon  his  two  first  books  of  Gon¬ 
dibert,  finished  bqfore  his  voyage  to  Amer¬ 
ica. 

The  sort  of  verse  he  made  choice  of, 
might,  I  suppose,  contribute  much  to  the 
vitiating  of  his  stile ;  for  thereby  he 
obliges  himself  to  stretch  every  period  to 
the  end  of  four  lines.  Thus  the  sense  is 
broken  perpetually  with  parentheses,  the 
words  jumbl’d  in  confusion,  and  a  dark¬ 
ness  spread  over  all ;  that  the  sense  is 
either  not  discern’d,  or  found  not  suffi¬ 
cient  for  one  just  verse,  which  is  sprinkl’d 
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on  the  whole  tretrastick. — Rymer, 
Thomas,  1694,  Preface  to  Papin's  Reflec¬ 
tions  on  Aristotle's  Treatise  of  Pocsie. 

Sir  William  Davenant’s  “Gondibert”  is 
not  a  good  poem,  if  you  take  it  in  the 
whole  ;  but  there  are  a  great  many  good 
things  in  it. — He  is  a  scholar  of  Donne's, 
and  took  his  sententiousness  and  meta¬ 
physics  from  him.— Pope,  Alexander, 
1734-36,  Spence's  Anecdotes ,  ed .  Singer ,  p. 
128. 

He  distinguished  himself  by  a  bold,  but 
unsuccessful  attempt  to  enlarge  the  sphere 
of  poetry.  He  composed  an  heroic  poem, 
called  “Gondibert,”  in  five  books,  after 
the  model  of  the  drama;  applauded  him¬ 
self  greatly  upon  this  invention;  and 
looked  upon  the  followers  of  Homer  as 
a  timorous,  servile  herd,  that  were  afraid 
to  leave  the  beaten  track.  This  perform¬ 
ance,  which  is  rather  a  string  of  epi¬ 
grams  than  an  epic  poem,  was  not  without 
its  admirers,  among  whom  were  Waller 
and  Cowley.  But  the  success  did  not 
answer  his  expectation.  When  the  nov¬ 
elty  of  it  was  over,  it  presently  sunk  into 
contempt  ;  and  he  at  length  found,  that 
when  he  strayed  from  Homer  he  deviated 
‘rom  nature.— Granger,  James,  1769- 
1S24,  Biographical  History  of  England, 
vol.  v,  p.  246. 

His  heroic  poem  of  “Gondibert”  has, 
no  doubt,  great  imperfections;  but  it  in¬ 
timates  everywhere  a  mind  above  those 
laborious  triflers,  who  called  that  poetry 
which  was  only  verse;  and  very  often  ex¬ 
hibits  a  majestic,  dignified,  and  manly 
simplicity,  equally  superior  to  the  meta¬ 
physical  school,  by  the  doctrines  of  which 
Davenant  was  occasionally  misled.  Yet, 
if  that  author  too  frequently  imitated  their 
quaint  affectations  of  uncommon  sentiment 
and  associations,  he  had  at  least  the  merit 
of  couching  them  in  stately  and  harmonious 
verse.— Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1805,  The 
Life  of  John  Dryden. 

More  than  a  century  and  a  half  have 
elapsed  since  the  first  publication  of 
“Gondibert,”  and  its  merits  are  still  a 
subject  of  controversy;  an  indubitable 
proof  of  some  inherent  excellence  not  wil¬ 
lingly  forgotten.  The  critics  are  mar¬ 
shalled  on  each  side,  one  against  the  other, 
while  between  these  formidable  lines 
stands  the  poet,  with  a  few  scattered 
readers;  but  what  is  more  surprising  in 
the  history  of  the  “Gondibert,”  the  poet 


is  a  great  poet,  the  work  imperishable  ! — 
Disraeli,  Isaac,  1812-13,  D'Avenant  and 
a  Club  of  Wits,  Quarrels  of  Authors. 

Davenant's  “Gondibert”  is  a  tissue  of 
stanzas,  all  aiming  to  be  wise  and  witty, 
each  containing  something  in  itself,  and 
the  whole  together  amounting  to  nothing. 
The  thoughts  separately  require  so  much 
attention  to  understand  them,  and  arise 
so  little  out  of  the  narrative,  that  they 
with  difficulty  sink  into  the  mind,  and 
have  no  common  feeling  of  interest  to  re¬ 
call  or  link  them  together  afterwards. 
Hazlitt,  William,  1818,  Lectures  on  the 
English  Comic  Writers,  /».  60. 

It  wants  the  charm  of  free  and  forcible 
narration;  the  life-pulse  of  interest  is  in¬ 
cessantly  stopped  by  solemn  pauses  of  re¬ 
flection,  and  the  story  works  its  way 
through  an  intricacy  of  superfluous  fancies, 
some  beautiful  and  others  conceited,  but 
all  as  they  are  united,  tending  to  divert 
the  interest,  like  a  multitude  of  weeds 
upon  a  stream,  that  entangle  its  course 
while  they  seem  to  adorn  it. — -Campbell, 
Thomas,  1819,  Specimens  of  the  British 
Poets. 

As  for  “Gondibert,”  those  may  criti¬ 
cise  it  who  can  read  it. — Macaulay, 
Thomas  Babington,  182S,  Dryden ,  Edin¬ 
burgh  Revieio ,  Critical  and  Miscellaneous 
Essays. 

The  narrative  is  diffuse,  the  action 
without  unity,  the  events  are  complicated, 
and  the  language  often  obscure.  Instead 
of  naive  perception  and  lofty  inspiration, 
we  find  reflection  and  elegant  phraseology, 
nay  even  epigrammatic  turns,  upon  which 
D’ Israeli,  strangely  enough,  bestows  es¬ 
pecial  praise,  and  designates  the  poet  as 
a  poetical  Rochefoucauld.  The  metre  also 
is  unhappily  chosen,  as  the  four-lined 
stanza  is  stiff  and  wearisome,  and  leaves 
no  room  for  the  flow  of  the  narrative  or 
for  the  minuteness  of  description,  such  as 
is  offered  by  the  hexameter,  the  blank 
verse,  or  by  the  ottava  rima.  Davenant 
in  his  preface  considers  it  an  advantage 
of  this  metre,  that  the  end  of  each  stanza 
requires  a  pause  or  conclusion  to  the 
thought,  that  the  alternate  rhyme  is 
suited  to  stately  music,  and  that  the 
shortness  of  the  stanza  makes  it  more 
convenient  to  the  singer.  If  only  the 
contents  were  in  any  way  singable ! — Elze, 
Karl,  1869,  Sir  William  Davenant ,  Es¬ 
says  on  Shakespeare,  tr.  Schmitz,  p.  329. 
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GENERAL 

Thou  hast  redeemed  us,  Will.,  and  future 
times 

Shull  not  account  unto  the  age's  crimes 
Dearth  of  puro  wit:  since  the  great  lord  of  it, 
Donne,  parted  hence,  no  man  lias  ever  writ 
So  near  him  in’s  own  way :  I  would  commend 
Particulars;  but  then,  bow  should  I  end 
Without  n  volume?  every  lino  of  tliine 
Would  ask,  to  praiso  it  right,  twenty  of 
mine, 

— Suckling,  Sir  John,  1638,  To  my 
Friend  Will.  Davenant,  on  kis  other  Poems. 

In  the  time  I  writ  with  him,  I  had  the 
opportunity  to  observe  somewhat  more 
nearly  of  him  than  I  had  formerly  done, 
when  I  had  only  a  bare  acquaintance  with 
him  :  I  found  him  then  of  so  quick  a  fancy, 
that  nothing  was  proposed  to  him,  on 
which  he  could  not  suddenly  produce  a 
thought,  extreamly  pleasant  and  surpris¬ 
ing:  and  those  first  thoughts  of  his,  con¬ 
trary  to  the  old  Latin  proverb,  were  not 
always  the  least  happy.  And  as  his  fancy 
was  quick,  so  likewise  were  the  products 
of  it  remote  and  new.  He  borrowed  not 
of  any  other;  and  his  imaginations  were 
such  as  could  not  easily  enter  into  any 
other  man.  His  corrections  were  sober 
and  judicious:  and  he  corrected  his  own 
writings  much  more  severely  than  those  of 
another  man,  bestowing  twice  the  time 
and  labour  in  polishing,  which  he  used  in 
invention. — Dryden,  John,  1669,  Preface 
to  The  Tempest ,  or  The  Enchanted  Island , 
by  Sir  William  D'Avcnant  and  John  Dry- 
den. 

’Twas  observ’d,  that  at  his  Funeral  his 
Coffin  wanted  the  Ornament  of  his  Lau- 
reafs  Crown,  which  by  the  Law  of  Heraldry 
justly  appertain’d  to  him :  but  this  omis¬ 
sion  is  sufficiently  recompenc’d  by  an  Eter¬ 
nal  Fame,  which  will  always  accompany 
his  Memory ;  he  having  been  the  first  In¬ 
troducer  of  all  that  is  splendid  in  our 
English  Opera's,  and  ’ tis  by  his  means  and 
industry,  that  our  Stage  at  present  rivals 
the  Italian  Theatre.— Langbaine,  Gerard, 
1691,  Ail  Account  of  the  English  Dramat- 
ick  Poets ,  p.  115. 

He  was  amongst  the  first  who  refined 
our  poetry,  and  did  more  for  the  interest 
of  the  drama,  than  any  who  ever  wrote 
for  the  stage.— Cibber,  Theophilus, 
1753,  Lives  of  the  Poets ,  vol.  ii,  p.  63. 

Davenant  was  a  sort  of  adventurer  and 
wit,  and  in  every  manner  worthy  of  the 
royal  favour,  to  enjoy  which  dignity  of 


character  was  never  considered  as  a  nec¬ 
essary  requisite.  He  set  himself  to  work 
in  every  way  which  the  want  of  a  rich  the¬ 
atrical  repertory  may  render  necessary; 
he  made  alterations  of  old  pieces,  wrote 
himself  plays,  operas,  prologues,  &c. 
But  of  all  his  writings  nothing  has  escaped 
a  merited  oblivion. — Schlegel,  Augustus 
WILLIAM,  1809,  Dramatic  Art  and  Liter¬ 
ature,  Lecture  xiii,  Ir.  Black,  p.  395. 

Devoid  of  all  higher  original  genius, 
D’Avenant  applied  himself,  in  no  vulgar 
spirit  nor  without  taking  full  advantage 
of  such  lights  as  were  vouchsafed  to  him, 
to  the  task  of  satisfying  what  to  him  was 
the  supreme  criterion  of  merit,  viz.  the 
most  cultivated  taste  (or  what  appeared 
to  him  such)  of  his  age.  .  .  .  As  a  dram¬ 
atist,  D’Avenant  may,  in  the  earlier  series 
of  his  plays,  be  described  as  a  limb  of 
Fletcher.  —Ward,  Adolphus  William, 
1875-99,  A  History  of  English  Dramatic 
Literature ,  vol.  Ill,  pp.  167,  169. 

There  is  not  a  more  hopelessly  faded 
laurel  on  the  slopes  of  the  English  Par¬ 
nassus  than  that  which  once  flourished  Sf 
bravely  around  the  grotesque  head  of  Dav 
enant.  The  enormous  folio  edition  of  his 
works,  brought  out  in  1673  in  direct  emu¬ 
lation  of  Ben  Jonson,  is  probably  the  most 
deplorable  collection  of  verses  anywhere  to 
be  found,  dead  and  dusty  beyond  the  wont 
of  forgotten  classics. — Gosse,  Edmund, 
1880,  English  Poets,  ed.  Ward,  vol.  II,  p.  289. 

Dryden’s  practice  shows  clearly  enough 
that  his  earlier  critical  creed  was  mod¬ 
elled  on  the  teaching  of  his  friend  and 
predecessor,  the  inventor  of  the  heroic 
play,  the  best  exponent  of  heroic  doctrine, 
Sir  William  Davenant. — Raleigh,  Wal¬ 
ter,  1894,  The  English  Novel,  p.  104. 

Of  Davenant’s  numerous  plays  it  would 
be  impossible  to  speak  in  detail.  They 
are  energetic  and  bold  in  construction, 
show  novelty  in  imagery,  and  often  origi¬ 
nality  in  the  analysis  of  character.  They 
teem  with  philosophical  reflections  and 
condensed  epigrams,  and  yet  they  lack 
passion  and  fire,  and  have  not  the  exalted 
view  of  human  nature  and  of  the  earnest¬ 
ness  of  human  life  which  is  shown  in 
“Gondibert.”  Even  with  Davenant  the 
stage  began  to  take  its  downward  course. 
And  this,  in  spite  of  the  great  and  unde¬ 
niable  services  he  rendered  it.  With  all 
his  talent,  Davenant  had  not  the  moral 
force  to  stem  the  tide  of  his  age.  He 
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could  not  dictate  to  it  like  Jonson,  nor  was 
he  unworldly  enough,  like  Milton,  to  go 
serenely  on,  unmindful  of  its  applause  and 
its  alluring  rewards. — West,  Kenyon, 
1895,  The  Laureates  of  England ,  p.  22. 


His  plays  are  full  of  incident  and  care¬ 
less  melody,  but  do  not  show  any  real 
power  of  drawing  characters  or  develop¬ 
ing  situations. — Masterman,  J.  Howard 
B.,  1897,  The  Age  of  Milton  p.  90. 


Sir  John  Denham 

1615-1668 


Born,  in  Dublin,  1615.  At  school  in  London.  Entered  at  Lincoln’s  Inn,  28  April 
1631 ;  called  to  Bar,  1638.  Matriculated  Trinity  Coll.,  Oxford,  18  Nov.  1631. 
Married  Ann  Cotton,  25  June  1634.  Inherited  family  estates  on  father’s  death, 
1638.  Took  King’s  side  in  Civil  War,  being  High  Sheriff  of  Surrey.  Governor  of 
Famham  Castle,  1642.  Taken  prisoner  and  sent  to  London.  Lived  at  Oxford,  1643- 
47.  In  attendance  on  Charles  I.,  Henrietta  Maria,  and  Charles  II.,  respectively,  till 
1651.  Returned  to  England,  winter  of  1651.  Forbidden  to  live  in  London,  1655; 
settled  at  Bury,  Suffolk,  1658.  Abroad  with  Earl  of  Pembroke,  1659.  Surveyor- 
General  of  Works,  June  1660.  Arranged  Coronation  Ceremony  for  Charles  II.,  1661; 
created  Knight  of  the  Bath.  Married  Margaret  Brooke,  25  May  1665.  She  died,  6 
Jan.  1667.  He  died,  in  London,  March  1669.  Buried  in  Westminster  Abbey,  llorfcs; 
“The  Sophy”  (anon.).  1642;  “Cooper’s  Hill”  (anon.),  1642;  a  verse  adaptation  of 
Cicero’s  “Cato  Major,”  1648;  “Anatomy  of  Play”  (anon.),  1651  “The  Destruction 
of  Troy”  (anon.;  trans.  from  “Virgil’s  ^Eneid,”  Book  II.),  1656;  “Panegyrick  on 
.  .  .  .  Gen.  George  Monck”  (anon.,  attrib.  to  Denham),  1659;  “A  Relation  of 

a  Quaker”  (anon.,  attrib.  to  Denham),  1659;  “Second  and  Third  Advices  to  a  Paint¬ 
er,”  1667  (another  edn.  same  year);  “The  Famous  Battel  of  theCatts”  (anon.),  1668; 
“Poems  and  Translations,”  1668.  Posthmnous:  “The  Gaming  Humour  considered” 
(anon.),  1684;  “A  Version  of  the  Psalms  of  David,”  1714  —Sharp.  R.  FarquharsON, 
1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  77. 

PERSONAL  then  in  the  least  imagine,  that  he  could 

Sir  John  Denham  was  unpolished  with  ever  inrich  the  world  with  his  fancy,  or 


the  small-pox  :  otherwise  a  fine  complex¬ 
ion.  .  .  .  He  delighted  much  in  bowles, 
and  did  bowle  very  well.  He  was  of  the 
tallest,  but  a  little  incurvetting  at  his 
shoulders,  not  very  robust.  His  haire 
was  but  thin  and  flaxen,  with  a  moist  curie. 
His  gate  was  slow,  and  was  rather  a  stalk¬ 
ing  (he  had  long  legges),  which  was  wont 
to  putt  me  in  mind  of  Horace,  De  Arte 
Poetica : — 

“Hie,  dum  sublimes  versus  ructntur,  et  errnt 
Si  veluti  merulis  intentus  decidit  auceps 
In  puteum  foveamve.” — 


issue  of  his  brain,  as  he  afterwards  did. 
— Wood,  Anthony,  1691  1721,  Athena 
Oxonienses,  vol.  ll,  /.  422. 

THE  SOPHY 
HUS 

At  last,  viz.  1640,  his  play  of  “The 
Sophy”  came  out,  which  did  take  ex¬ 
tremely:  Mr.  Edmund  Waller  sayd  then 
of  him,  that  he  broke-out  like  the  Irish  Re¬ 
bellion — threescore  thousand  strong,  before 
any  body  was  aware.  —  Audrey,  John, 
1669  96,  Brief  Lives,  ed.  Clark,  vol.  I ,  p. 
217. 


His  eie  was  a  kind  of  light  goose-gray, 
not  big;  but  it  had  a  strange  piercing¬ 
ness,  not  as  to  shining  and  glory,  but 
(like  a  Momus)  when  he  conversed  with 
you  he  look’t  into  your  very  thoughts. 
He  was  generally  temperate  as  to  drinking. 
— Aubrey,  John,  1669-96,  Brief  Lives, 
ed.  Clark,  vol.  I.  pp.  216,  220. 

But  being  looked  upon  as  a  slow  and 
dreaming  young  man  by  his  seniors  and 
contemporaries,  and  given  more  to  cards 
and  dice,  than  his  study,  they  could  never 


He  has  writ  but  one  Play,  but  by  that 
Specimen  we  may  judge  of  his  ability  in 
Dramatick,  as  well  as  Epick  Poesy  ;  this 
Play  being  generally  commended. — Lang- 
baine,  Gerard,  1691,  An  Account  of  the 
English  Dramatick  Poets,  p.  128. 

“The  Sophy”  on  its  production  met 
with  extraordinary  praise.  Its  celebrity  is 
no  doubt  attributable  in  part  to  the  im¬ 
pressive  character  of  its  versification. 

.  .  .  The  style  of  this  production  is 

rhetorical,  but  sustained ;  its  value  was 
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overrated  by  Denham’s  contemporaries, 
but  it  is  certainly  one  of  the  best  tragedies 
of  its  time,  and  had  doubtless  been  pro¬ 
duced  under  the  inspiration  of  worthy 
models.  In  the  political  wisdom  which  it 
teaches  in  one  of  its  most  striking  scenes, 
something  nobler  than  party  spirit  reveals 
itself ;  and  a  lesson  is  enforced  deserving 
the  attention  both  of  kings  and  of  rebels 
who  misuse  religion  as  an  instrument  or 
as  a  pretext.— Ward,  Adolphus  Will¬ 
iam,  1875-99,  A  History  of  English.  Dra¬ 
matic  Literature,  voL  in,  pp.  148-49. 

COOPER  S  HILL 
UH3 

.  .  lie  whoso  Song  mis’d  “Cooper's 

Hill”  so  high, 

As  made  its  Glory  \vi ill  Pnrnnssus  vie ;  .  .  . 
—•Oldham,  Sir  John,  168-1?  .4  Pastoral 
on  the  Death  of  the  Earl  of  Rochester. 

Nor.  Denham,  must  we  e’er  forget  thy 
st  mins, 

While  “Cooper's  Hill”  commands  the  neigh  - 
b'ring  plains. 

— Addison,  Joseph,  1694,  An  Account  of 
the  Greatest  English  Pods. 

Sir  John  Denham,  in  his  “Cooper’s 
Hill,”  (for  none  of  his  other  poems  merit 
attention),  has  a  loftiness  and  vigour 
which  had  not  before  him  been  attained 
by  any  English  poet  who  wrote  in  rhyme. 
The  mechanical  difficulties  of  that  meas¬ 
ure  retarded  its  improvement.  Shak- 
speare,  whose  tragic  scenes  are  sometimes 
so  wonderfully  forcible  and  expressive,  is 
a  very  indifferent  poet  when  he  attempts 
to  rhyme.  Precision  and  neatness  are 
jhiefly  wanting  in  Denham. — Hume, 
David,  1762,  The  History  of  England ,  The 
Commonwealth. 

This  poem,  by  Denham,  though  it  may 
have  been  exceeded  by  later  attempts  in 
description,  yet  deserves  the  highest  ap¬ 
plause,  as  it  far  surpasses  all  that  went 
before  it:  the  concluding  part,  though 
a  little  too  much  crowded  is  very  mas¬ 
terly.— Goldsmith,  Oliver,  1767,  The 
Beauties  of  English  Poetry. 

“Cooper’s  Hill”  if  it  be  maliciously 
inspected,  will  not  be  found  without  its 
faults.  The  digressions  are  too  long,  the 
morality  too  frequent,  and  the  sentiments 
sometimes  such  as  will  not  bear  a  rigorous 
enquiry.  ...  It  has  beauty  peculiar 
to  itself,  and  must  be  numbered  among 
those  felicities  which  cannot  be  produced 


at  will  by  wit  and  labour,  but  must  arise 
unexpectedly  in  some  hour  propitious  to 
poetry.— Johnson,  Samuel,  1779,  Sir 
John  Denham,  Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

The  plan  is  original,  as  far  as  our  poetry 
is  concerned ;  and  I  do  not  recollect  any 
exception  in  other  languages.  Placing 
himself  upon  an  eminence  not  distant  from 
Windsor,  he  takes  a  survey  of  the  scene  ; 
he  finds  the  tower  of  St.  Paul’son  its  far¬ 
thest  horizon,  the  Castle  much  nearer,  and 
the  Thames  at  his  feet.  These,  with  the 
ruins  of  an  abbey,  supply,  in  turn,  materi¬ 
als  for  a  reflecting  rather  than  imagina¬ 
tive  mind,  and,  with  a  stag-hunt,  which 
he  has  very  well  described,  fill  up  the  can¬ 
vas  of  a  poem  of  no  great  length,  but 
once  of  no  trifling  reputation.  The  epi¬ 
thet,  majestic  Denham,  conferred  by 
Pope,  conveys  rather  too  much;  but 
“Cooper’s  Hill”  is  no  ordinary  poem.  It 
is  nearly  the  first  instance  of  vigorous  and 
rhythmical  couplets;  for  Denham  is  in¬ 
comparably  less  feeble  than  Browne,  and 
less  prosaic  than  Beaumont.  Close  ir. 
thought,  and  nervous  in  language  like 
Davies,  he  is  less  hard  and  less  monoto¬ 
nous ;  his  cadences  are  animated  and  vari¬ 
ous,  perhaps  a  little  beyond  the  regularity 
that  metre  demands;  they  have  been  the 
guide  to  the  finer  ear  of  Dryden.  Those 
who  cannot  endure  the  philosophic  poetry 
must  ever  be  dissatisfied  with  “Cooper’s 
Hill”  ;  no  personification,  no  ardent  words, 
few  metaphors  beyond  the  common  use  of 
speech,  nothing  that  warms  or  melts  or 
fascinates  the  heart.  It  is  rare  to  find 
lines  of  eminent  beauty  in  Denham  ;  and 
equally  so  to  be  struck  by  any  one  as 
feeble  or  low.  His  language  is  always 
well  chosen  and  perspicuous,  free  from 
those  strange  turns  of  expression,  fre¬ 
quent  in  our  older  poets,  where  the  read¬ 
er  is  apt  to  suspect  some  error  of  the 
press,  so  irreconcilable  do  they  seem  with 
grammar  or  meaning. — Hallam,  Henry, 
1837-39,  Introduction  to  the  Literature  of 
Europe ,  pt.  iii,  ch.  v,  pars.  36,  37. 

“Cooper’s  Hill”  may  be  considered  as 
belonging  in  point  of  composition  to  the 
same  school  with  Sir  John  Davies’s 
“Nosce  Teipsum ;”  and,  if  it  has  not  all 
the  concentration  of  that  poem,  it  is 
equally  pointed,  correct,  and  stately,  with, 
partly  owing  to  the  subject,  a  warmer 
tone  of  imagination  and  feeling,  and  a 
fuller  swell  of  verse.  The  spirit  of  the 
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same  classical  style  pervades  both;  and 
they  are  the  two  greatest  poems  in  that 
style  which  had  been  produced  down  to 
the  date  at  which  we  are  now  arrived. — 
Cp.aik,  George  L.,  A  Compendious  His¬ 
tory  of  English,  Literature  and  of  the  Eng¬ 
lish  Language,  vol.  H,  p.  33. 

Gratification  is  united  with  solidity; 
the  author  of  “Cooper's  Hill”  knows  how 
to  please  as  well  as  to  impress.  His 
poem  is  like  a  king’s  park,  dignified  and 
ievel  without  doubt,  but  arranged  for  the 
pleasure  of  the  sight,  and  full  of  choice 
prospects.  It  leads  us  by  easy  digres¬ 
sions  across  a  multitude  of  varied 
thoughts. — Taine,  H.  A.,  1871,  History 
of  English  Literature ,  tr.  Van  Laun,  vol. 
I,  bk.  iii,  eh.  i,  p.  502. 

“Cooper’s  Hill”  remains  his  only  really 
noteworthy  production.- -Masterm an,  J. 
Howard  B.,  1897,  The  Age  of  Milton,  p. 
128. 

GENERAL 

.  .  I  confer,  ’tis  somewhat  to  do  well 

Tji  our  high  art,  although  wo  cnu’t  excel 
Like  thee,  or  dare  the  buskins  to  unloose 
Of  iliy  brave,  bold,  and  sweet  Maronian  muse. 
But  since  I’na  call’d,  rare  Denham,  to  be 
gono, 

Take  from  thy  Herrick  this  conclusion  : 

’Tis  dignity  in  others,  if  they  be 
Crown ’d  poets,  yet  live  princes  under  thee  ; 
The  while  their  wreaths  and  purple  robes  do 
shine 

Less  by  their  own  gems  than  those  beams  of 
thine. 

— Herrick,  Robert,  1642?  To  M.  Denham 
on  his  Prospective  Poem. 

Denham  is  deservedly  considered  as  one 
of  the  fathers  of  English  poetry.  .  .  . 

He  appears  to  have  had,  in  common  with 
alomst  all  mankind,  the  ambition  of  being 
upon  proper  occasions  amerry  fellow,  and, 
in  common  with  most  of  them,  to  have 
been  by  nature,  or  by  early  habits,  de¬ 
barred  from  it.  Nothing  less  exhilara¬ 
ting  than  the  ludicrousness  of  Denham: 
he  does  not  fail  for  want  of  efforts;  he  is 


familiar,  he  is  gross,  but  he  is  never 
merry,  unless  the  “Speech  against  Peace 
in  the  close  Committee”  be  excepted. 
For  grave  burlesque,  however,  his  imita¬ 
tion  of  Davenant  shows  him  to  have  been 
well  qualified.  He  is  one  of  the 

writers  that  improved  our  taste,  and  ad¬ 
vanced  our  language,  and  whom  we  ought 
therefore  to  read  with  gratitude,  though, 
having  done  much,  he  left  much  to  do. — 
Johnson,  Samuel,  1779,  Sir  John  Den¬ 
ham,  Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

Denham  was  the  first  writer  to  adopt 
the  precise  manner  of  versification  intro¬ 
duced  by  Waller.  His  relation  to  that 
poet  resembles  that  taken  a  century  later 
by  Mason  with  respect  to  Gray,  but  Den¬ 
ham  is  a  more  original  writer  than  Mason. 
The  names  of  Waller  and  Denham  were 
first  associated  by  Dryden,  and  the  critics 
of  the  next  sixty  years  were  unanimous 
in  eulogizing  the  sweetness  of  the  one, 
and  the  strength  of  the  other.  It  is  quite 
true  that  the  versification  of  Denham  is 
vigorous  ;  it  proceeds  with  greater  volume 
than  that  of  Waller,  and  produces  a 
stronger  impression.  But  he  is  a  very 
unequal  and  irregular  writer,  and  not  un- 
frequently  descends  to  doggerel,  and  very 
dull  doggerel  too.  His  literary  taste  was 
superior  to  his  genius;  he  knew  what 
effect  he  desired  to  produce,  and  strove 
to  conquer  the  difficulties  of  antithesis, 
but  the  result  of  his  effort  was  rarely 
classic.  He  takes  the  same  place  in  Eng¬ 
lish  poetry  as  is  taken  in  French  by  Chape- 
lain  and  other  hard  versifiers  of  the  begin¬ 
ning  of  the  seventeenth  century,  who  had 
lost  the  romantic  fervour  and  had  not  yet 
gained  the  classic  grace.  But,  like  those 
poets,  he  has  his  fine  flashes  of  style. — ■ 
Gosse,  Edmund,  1880,  English  Poets,  ed. 
Ward,  vol.  II,  p.  279. 

Denham’s  satires  are  crude  doggerel, 
and  show  more  bad  taste  than  ability. — 
Masterman,  J.  Howard  B.(  1897,  The 
Age  of  Milton ,  p.  12S. 


Henry  King 

1592-1669 

Eldest  son  of  Bishop  John  King,  a  native  of  Wornall,  Buckinghamshire,  edu¬ 
cated  at  Christ  Church,  Oxford,  became  Archdeacon  of  Colchester,  Residentiary  of 
St.  Paul’s,  Canon  of  Christ  Church,  and  Chaplain  to  James  I.  ;  Dean  of  Rochester, 
1638;  Bishop  of  Chichester,  1641.  He  published  a  number  of  “Sermons,”  1621-65; 
an  “Exposition  of  the  Lord's  Prayer,”  1628,  ’34,  4to ;  the  “Psalms  in  Meter,”  1651, 
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*71,  12mo;  and  some  I^atin,  Greek,  and  English  Poems.  His  4‘Poems,  Elegies,  Para¬ 
doxes,  and  bonnets”  were  published  in  16o7,  sm  4to;  with  a  new  title-page,  1G64, 
8vo  ;  again — with  the  name  of  Ben  Jonson  as  the  author — 1700,  8vo.  A  new  edition 
of  his  “Psalms  and  Poems— edited,  with  Biographical  Notices,  Notes,  &c.,  by  Dr. 
John  Hannah” — was  published  by  Pickering  in  1843.,  12mo. — Allibone,  S.  Austin, 
1854-58,  Dictionary  of  English  Literature, 


PERSONAL 

A  man  generally  known  by  the  Clergy 
of  this  nation,  and  as  generally  noted  for 
his  obliging  nature. — Walton,  Isaac, 
1640,  Life  of  Donne. 

Tho  epitome  of  all  honours,  virtues 
and  generous  nobleness,  and  a  person 
never  to  be  forgotten  by  his  tenants,  and 
by  the  poor.  Wood,  Anthony,  1691 
1721,  A  thence  Oxonicnses,  vol.  u,f.  432. 

King’s  amiability  endeared  .him  to  his 
friends.  Among  these  were  Ben  Jonson, 
George  Sandys,  Sir  Henry  Blount,  and 
James  Howell.  His  friendship  with  Izaak 
Walton  began  about  1624,  and  continued 
till  death.  He  was  on  terms  of  closest 
intimacy  with  John  Donne,  who  appointed 
him  one  of  his  executors,  and  bequeathed 
to  him  the  gold  medal  struck  in  commemo¬ 
ration  of  the  synod  of  Dort.  An  elegy  by 
King  is  prefixed  to  the  1633  edition  of 
Donne’s  poems. — Bullen,  A.  H.,  1S92, 


vol.  I,  p.  1031. 

Dictionary  of  National  Biography ,  vol. 


But  that  which  afforded  me  most  enter¬ 
tainment  in  those  Miscellanies,  was  Doctor 
Henry  King's  Poems,  wherein  I  find  not 
only  heat  and  strength,  but  also  an  exact 
concinnity  and  evenness  of  fancy. — How¬ 
ell,  James,  1637,  Familiar  Letters ,  ed. 
Jacobs,  bk.  ii,  p.  406. 

The  greater  part  of  his  poetry  (which 
was  either  written  at  an  early  age,  or  as 
a  relaxation  from  severer  studies)  is  neat, 
and  uncommonly  elegant.  — Headley, 
Henry,  1787,  Select  Beauties  of  Ancient 
English  Poetry. 

His  monody  on  his  wife,  who  died  before 
her  twenty-fifth  year,  is  beautiful  and 
tender,  containing  the  germ  of  some 
famous  passages  by  modern  poets.— 
Sargent,  Epes,  1881,  ed..  Harper's  Cyclopes 
dia  of  British  and  American  Poetry,  p.  58. 


William  Prynne 
1600-1669 


William  Prynne,  a  lawyer  and  political  writer,  was  b.  in  1600,  at  Swans  wick  ;  was 
educated  at  Bath  grammar  school,  and  Oriel  college,  Oxford;  studied  the  law  at 
Lincoln’s  Inn ;  and  was  successively  made  barrister,  bencher,  and  reader.  His 
“ Histrio-Mastix, ”  a  violent  attack  on  the  stage,  and  his  “News  from  Ipswich,”  twice 
brought  on  him,  in  1633  and  1637,  the  vengeance  of  the  infamous  star-chamber.  He 
was  branded,  deprived  of  his  ears,  pilloried,  fined  ten  thousand  pounds,  and  doomed 
to  perpetual  imprisonment.  He  obtained  his  liberty  in  1640,  was  elected  member  for 
Newport,  and  bore  a  prominent  part  in  the  trial  of  Laud,  his  persecutor.  After  the 
overthrow  of  Charles,  however,  Prynne  endeavored  to  effect  an  accommodation  between 
him  and  his  subjects;  and  he  opposed  Cromwell  with  such  boldness  that  the  protector 
imprisoned  him.  He  joined  in  the  restoration  of  Charles  II.  ;  was  appointed  keeper 
of  the  records  in  the  Tower;  and  died  1669. — GODWIN,  Parke,  1851,  Hand-Book  of 
Universal  Biography,  p.  703. 


PERSONAL 

To  my  Lord  Treasurer’s  ...  to  have 
met  my  Lord  Bel  lasses  and  Commissioners 
of  Excise,  but  they  did  not  meet  me,  he 
being  abroad.  However,  Air.  Finch,  one  of 
the  Commissioners,  I  met  there,  and  he 
and  I  walked  two  houres  together  in  the 
garden,  talking  of  many  things.  ...  He 
told  me  Mr.  Prin’s  character;  that  he 
is  a  man  of  mighty  labour  and  reading  and 


memory,  but  the  worst  judge  of  matters, 
or  layer  together  of  what  he  hath  read, 
in  the  world;  which  1  do  not,  however, 
believe  him  in;  that  he  believes  him  very 
true  to  the  King  in  his  heart,  but  can 
never  be  reconciled  to  episcopacy  ;  that  the 
House  do  not  lay  much  weight  upon  him, 
or  anything  he  says. — Pepys,  Samuel, 
1666,  Diary,  July  3 rd. 

He  was  a  learned  man,  of  immense 
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reading,  but  is  much  blamed  for  his  un- 
faithfull  quotations.  His  manner  of  studie 
was  thus :  he  wore  a  long  quilt  cap,  which 
came,  2  or  3,  at  least,  inches,  over  his 
eies,  which  served  him  as  an  umbrella  to 
defend  his  eies  from  the  light.  About 
every  3  houres  his  man  was  to  bring  him 
a  roll  and  a  pott  of  ale  to  refocillate  his 
wasted  spirits.  So  he  studied  and  dranke, 
and  munched  some  bread  ;  and  this  main¬ 
tained  him  till  night ;  and  then  he  made  a 
good  supper.  Now  he  did  well  not  to 
dine,  which  breakes  of  one’s  fancy,  which 
will  not  presently  be  regained :  and  it's 
with  invention  as  a  flux — when  once  it 
is  flowing,  it  runnes  amaine ;  if  it  is 
checked,  flowes  but  guttim:  and  the  like 
for  perspiration — check  it,  and  ’tis 
spoyled.  ...  He  was  of  a  strange 
Saturnine  complexion.  Sir  C.  \V.  sayd 
once,  that  he  had  the  countenance  of  a 
witch.  — Aubrey,  John,  1669-96,  Brief 
Lives,  ed.  Clark ,  vol.  H,  pp.  174,  175. 

The  books  and  little  pamphlets  that 
he  wrote,  were  theological,  historical, 
political,  controversial,  &c.,  but  very 
few  of  his  own  profession :  all  which  are 
in  number  near  200,  .  .  .  bound 

up  in  about  40  volumes  in  fol.  and 
qu.  in  Line.  Inn  Library:  To  which  an 
eminent  sage  of  the  law,  [William  Nov,] 
who  had  little  respect  for  those  published 
in  his  time,  promised  to  give  the  works  of 
John  Taylor  the  water  poet  to  accompany 
them.  ’Twas  not  only  he,  but  many  oth¬ 
ers  afterwards,  especially  royalists,  that 
judged  his  books  to  be  worth  little  or 
nothing,  his  proofs  for  no  arguments,  and 
affirmations  for  no  testimonies,  having 
several  forgeries  made  in  them  for  his  and 
the  ends  of  his  brethren.  They  are  all  in 
the  English  tongue,  and  by  the  generality 
of  scholars  are  looked  upon  to  be  rather 
rhapsodical  and  confused,  than  any  way 
polite  or  concise,  yet  for  antiquaries, 
critics,  and  sometimes  for  divines,  they 
are  useful.  In  most  of  them  he  shews 
great  industry,  but  little  judgment, 
especially  in  his  large  folios  against  the 
pope’s  usurpations.  He  may  be  well  in¬ 
tituled  Voluminous  Prynne,  as  Tostatus 
Albulensis  was  200  years  before  his  time 
called  Voluminous  Tostatus:  for  I  verily 
believe,  that  if  rightly  computed,  he 
wrote  a  sheet  for  every  day  of  his  life, 
reckoning  from  the  time  when  he  came  to 
the  use  of  reason  and  the  state  of  man. 


His  custom  when  he  studied  was  to  put  on 
a  long  quilted  cap  which  came  an  inch 
over  his  eyes,  serving  as  an  umbrella  to 
defend  them  from  too  much  light,  and 
seldom  eating  a  dinner,  would  every  3 
hours  or  more  be  maunching  a  roll  of 
bread,  and  now  and  then  refresh  his  ex¬ 
hausted  spirits  with  ale  brought  to  him  by 
his  servant. — Wood,  Anthony,  1691- 
1721,  Athena:  Oxonicnses,  vol.  It,/.  439. 

Mis  activity,  and  the  firmness  and  in¬ 
trepidity  of  his  character  in  public  life, 
were  as  ardent  as  they  were  in  his  study — 
his  soul  was  Roman ;  and  Kachard  says, 
that  Charles  II.,  who  could  not  but  admire 
his  earnest  honesty,  his  copious  learning, 
and  the  public  persecutions  he  suffered, 
and  the  ten  imprisonments  he  endured,  in¬ 
flicted  by  all  parties,  dignified  him  with 
the  title  of  “the  Cato  of  the  Age;’’  and 
one  of  his  own  party  facetiously  described 
him  as  “William  the  Conqueror.”  a  title 
he  had  most  hardly  earned  by  his  inflexible 
and  invincible  nature.  .  .  Such  is 

the  history  of  a  man  whose  greatness  of 
character  was  clouded  over  and  lost  in  a 
fatal  passion  for  scribbling;  such  is  the 
history  of  a  voluminous  author  whose 
genius  was  such  that  he  could  write  a 
folio  much  easier  than  a  page;  and 
“seldom  dined”  that  he  might  quote 
“squadrons  of  authorities.” — Disraeli, 
Isaac,  1812-13,  Voluminous  Author  With¬ 
out  Judgment ,  Calamities  of  Authors. 

HISTRIOMASTIX 

Histrio-Mastix  :  The  Player’s  Scourge, 
or  Actor’s  Tragoedie,  divided  into  two 
Parts:  wherein  it  is  largely  evidenced  by 
divers  Arguments ;  by  the  concurring 
Authorities  and  Resolutions  of  sundry 
Texts  of  Scripture,  of  the  whole  Primitive 
Church  both  under  the  Law  and  the  Gospel, 
of  55  Synods  and  Councils,  of  71  Fathers 
and  Christian  writers  before  the  year  of 
our  Lord  1200,  of  above  150  foreign  and 
domestic  Protestant  and  Popish  authors 
since,  of  40  heathen  Philosophers,  His¬ 
torians,  and  Poets,  of  many  heathen,  many 
Christian  Nations,  Republics,  Emperors, 
Princes,  Magistrates;  of  sundry  apostol¬ 
ical,  canonical,  imperial  Constitutions ; 
and  of  our  own  English  Statutes,  Magis¬ 
trates.  Universities,  Writers,  Preachers — 
That  Popular  Stage  Plays  (the  very  pomps 
of  the  Divell,  which  we  renounce  in 
Baptism,  if  we  believe  the  Fathers)  are 
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sinful,  heathenish,  lewd,  ungodly  spec¬ 
tacles,  and  most  pernicious  corruptions, 
condemned  in  all  ages  as  intolerable  mis¬ 
chiefs  to  Churches,  to  Republics,  to  the 
manners,  minds,  and  souls  of  men;  and 
that  the  profession  of  Play-poets,  of 
Stage-Players,  together  with  the  penning, 
acting,  and  frequenting  of  stage-plays, 
are  unlawful,  infamous,  and  misbeseeming 
Christians.  All  pretences  to  the  contrary 
are  here  likewise  fully  answered,  and  the 
unlawfulness  of  acting  or  beholding 
academical  Interludes  briefly  discussed ; 
besides  sundry  other  particulars  concern¬ 
ing  Dancing,  Dicing,  Health-drinking, 
etc.,  of  which  the  Table  will  inform  you. 
By  William  Prynne,  an  Utter  Barrister  of 
Lincoln’s  Inn.— Title  Page  to  First 
Edition,  1633. 

Prynne’s  literary  character  may  be 
illustrated  by  his  singular  book,  “His- 
triomastix,”  where  we  observe  how  an 
author’s  exuberant  learning,  like  corn 
heaped  in  a  granary,  grows  rank  and 
musty,  by  a  want  of  power  to  ventilate 
and  stir  about  the  heavy  mass. — Dis¬ 
raeli,  Isaac,  1812-13,  Voluminous  Author 
Without  Judgment ,  Calamities  of  Authors. 

Heylin,  a  bigoted  enemy  of  everything 
puritanical,  and  not  scrupulous  as  to  ve¬ 
racity,  may  be  suspected  of  having  aggra¬ 
vated,  if  not  misrepresented,  the  tendency 
of  a  book  much  more  tiresome  than  sedi¬ 
tious.  -Hallam,  Henry,  1827-41,  The 
Constitutional  History  of  England,  ek.  viii. 

This  block  of  a  book,  on  which  Prynne 
had  been  busy  for  seven  years,  was  to 
produce  various  consequences.  Not  only 
were  dramatists,  players,  and  all  in  any 
way  connected  with  the  theatrical  inter¬ 
est  to  be  roused  in  its  behalf  for  personal 
reasons,  but — on  the  plea  that  the  char¬ 
acter  of  the  Queen  had  been  attacked  in 
the  book  for  her  patronage  of  stage-plays, 
and  her  performances  personally  in  court- 
masques — there  was  to  be  a  sudden  rush 
of  other  classes  of  the  community  to  the 
defence  of  the  tottering  institution.  The 
courtiers  were  to  get  up  masques  and 
plays  out  of  loyalty;  the  members  of  the 
Inns  of  Court  were  to  do  the  same  with 
all  the  more  alacrity  that  it  was  one  of 
their  number  that  had  struck  the  disloyal 
blow;  the  scholars  in  colleges  were  to 
catch  the  same  enthusiasm ;  and  those 
who  had  gone  to  the  theatres  for  mere 
amusement  before,  were  to  go  twice  as 


often  to  spite  Prynne  and  the  Puritans. — 
.Masson,  David,  1858,  The  Life  of  John 
Milton,  vol.  i,  ch.  vi. 

The  tone  of  the  work  is  in  general  dry 
and  calm;  but  the  author  is  capable  of 
rising  to  eloquence,  as  in  the  final  exhor¬ 
tation  in  act  v  of  the  Second  Part.  In 
the  choice  of  the  arguments  themselves, 
as  will  be  seen  from  the  brief  sketch  of 
the  book  appended  below  the  text,  there 
is  nothing  new ;  but  they  are  nowhere  else 
developed  with  anything  like  the  same  ful¬ 
ness  ;  and  for  the  historian  of  the  drama 
Prynne’s  treatise  furnishes  an  ample  re¬ 
pository  of  much  useful  learning.  It  is 
to  be  observed  that  his  acquaintance  with 
the  stage-plays  of  his  own  times  was  obvi¬ 
ously  of  the  most  limited  description. — 
Ward,  Adolphus  William,  1875-99,  A 
History  of  English  Dramatic  Literature , 
vol.  Ill,  p.  241. 

He  was  the  author,  in  the  course  of  hi' 
life,  of  no  less  than  one  hundred  ar 
eighty  distinct  works ;  many  of  them, 
is  true,  were  pamphlets,  but  others  t 
ribly  bulky  an  inextinguishable  m: 
that  onslaught  on  the  drama  and  drama 
people,  and  play-goers,  including  peopie 
of  the  Court,  called  “Histriomastix,”  was 
a  foul-mouthed,  close-printed,  big  quarto 
of  a  thousand  pages.  One  would  think 
such  a  book  could  do  little  harm;  but  he 
was  tried  for  it,  was  heavily  fined,  and 
sentenced  to  stand  in  the  pillory  and  lose 
his  ears. — Mitchell,  Donald  G.,  1890, 
English  Lands  Letters  and  Kings,  Elizabeth 
to  Anne,  p.  143. 

GENERAL 

A  late  hot  querist  for  tythes,  whom  ye 
may  know,  by  his  wits  lying  ever  beside 
him  in  the  margin,  to  be  ever  beside  his 
wits  in  the  text.  A  fierce  reformer  once  ; 
now  rankled  with  a  contrary  heat. — Mil- 
ton,  John,  1659,  Considerations  on  the 
Likeliest  Means  to  Remove  Hirelings  out  of 
the  Church. 

Mr.  Prynn’s  books,  having  been  made 
use  of  for  wast  paper,  begin  now  to  be 
scarce,  and  to  be  got  into  curious  hands, 
purely  for  this  reason,  because  he  com¬ 
monly  cites  his  vouchers  for  what  he  de¬ 
livers,  and  thereby  gives  his  reader  an  op¬ 
portunity  of  examining  the  truth  of  them. 
Mr.  Baker,  of  Cambridge,  believes  his 
study  hath  more  of  Mr.  Prynne’s  books 
than  any  one  of  that  university,  and  he 
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well  remembers,  that  he  sent  up  his 
“Anti-Arminianism"  to  Mr.  Strype,  which 
he  could  not  meet  with  at  London,  when 
he  was  writing  one  of  his  books,  and  yet 
it  has  two  editions.— Hearne,  Thomas, 
1719,  Reliquiae  Hearniance,  ed.  Bliss,  Aug. 
25,  vol.  II,  p.  105. 

The  most  terrible  phenomenon  as  a  Pur¬ 
itan  pamphleteer  was  the  lawyer,  William 
Prynne.  —  -Masson,  David,  1858,  The  Life 
of  John  Milton,  vol .  1,  ch.  vi. 

They  are  without  style;  they  speak  like 
business  men ;  at  most,  here  and  there,  a 
pamphlet  of  Prynne  possesses  a  little  vig¬ 
our.— Taine,  H.  A.,  1871,  History  of 
English  Literatue,  tr.  Van  Laun,  vol.  I,  bk. 
ii,  ch.  v,  p.  398. 

In  1627  Prynne's  first  book  appeared  ■ 
“The  Perpetuity  of  a  Regenerate  Man’s 
Estate."  Under  the  forms  of  theologic¬ 
al  argument,  Prynne’s  contention  is,  in 
the  main,  a  contention  for  the  central  idea 
of  Calvinism,  the  immediate  dependence 
of  the  individual  soul  upon  God  without 
the  intervention  of  human  or  material 
agencies.  But  in  Prynne’s  hands  the 
theme  was  stripped  of  all  the  imaginative 
grandeur  with  which  it  has  been  so  often 
clothed.  His  pages,  with  their  margins 
crowded  with  references,  afforded  a  pal¬ 
pable  evidence  how  much  he  owed  to  his 
reading  and  his  memory.  He  had  no  form¬ 
ative  genius,  no  broad  culture,  no  sense 
of  humour.  He  had  no  perception  of  the 
relative  importance  of  things  distasteful 
to  him.  “Health’s  Sickness, ”  a  violent 
diatribe  on  the  supreme  wickedness  of 
drinking  healths,  was  followed  by  “The 
Unloveliness  of  Lovelocks,"  an  equally 
violent  diatribe  on  the  supreme  wickedness 


of  the  long  lock  of  hair  floating  over 
the  shoulder,  which  was  the  latest  fashion 
amongst  courtiers.  The  folly  of  the  day 
was  chastised  with  a  torrent  of  learned 
objurgation  which  would  not  have  been 
out  of  place  in  a  harangue  directed  against 
the  seven  deadly  sins.  He  had  nothing 
worse  to  say  when  he  sat  down  to  prepare 
“A  Brief  Survey  and  Censure  of  Mr. 
Cosin’s  Cozening  Devotions.”— Gardiner, 
Samuel  R.,  1883,  History  of  England  from 
the  Accession  of  James  I.  to  The  Outbreak 
of  the  Civil  War ,  vol.  vn,  p.  13. 

A  number  of  writers  took  part  in  the 
Puritan  and  Church  controversies,  among 
whom  for  graphic  force  William  Prynne 
stands  out  clearly.  Brooke,  Stopford 
A.,  1896,  English  Literature ,  p.  155. 

In  point  of  style  Prynne’s  historical 
works  possess  no  merits,  lie  apologises 
to  his  readers  in  the  epistle  to  vol.  ii.  of 
his  “Exact  Chronological  Vindication" 
for  the  absence  of  “elegant,  lofty,  elo¬ 
quent  language,  embellishments,  and 
transitions,"  and  he  understates  their  de¬ 
fects.  The  arrangement  of  his  works  is 
equally  careless.  Yet,  in  spite  of  these 
deficiencies,  the  amount  of  historical  ma¬ 
terial  they  contain  and  the  number  of  rec¬ 
ords  printed  for  the  first  time  in  his  pages 
give  his  historical  writings  a  lasting  value. 
— Firth,  C.  H.,  1896,  Dictionary  of  Na¬ 
tional  Biography,  vol.  XLVI,  p.  436. 

In  their  strong  convictions,  ponderous 
learning,  and  stupendous  dulness,  Prynne’s 
two  hundred  pamphlets,  representing 
thirty-five  years  of  unintermitted  labour, 
are  unique  in  the  literature  of  the  period. 
— Masterman,  J.  Howard  B.,  1897,  The 
Age  of  Milton ,  p.  181. 


John  Wilkins 

1614  1672 

John  Wilkins  was  born  at  Oxford  in  1614,  and  educated  in  his  eariy  years  under 
the  care  of  a  well-known  dissenter,  Mr.  John  Dod,  who  was  his  grandfather  on  the 
mother  s  side.  He  afterwards  entered  at  Magdalen  Hall,  Oxford,  and  after  taking 
his  degree  went  abroad  and  became  Chaplain  to  the  Count  Palatine.  Joining  the 
Parliamentary  side  when  the  Rebellion  broke  out,  he  was  made  Warden  of  Wadham 
in  1648,  and  Master  of  Trinity,  Cambridge,  in  1659,  having  in  1656  married  Robina, 
sister  of  Oliver  Cromwell,  and  widow  of  Peter  French,  Canon  of  Christ  Church.  On 
the  Restoration,  he  was  ejected  from  Trinity,  but  became  Rector  of  St.  Lawrence 
Jewry ;  and  subsequently,  through  the  help  of  a  somewhat  compromising  patron,  the 
Duke  of  Buckingham,  he  was  promoted  first  to  the  Deanery  of  ltipon,  and  then  to  the 
Bishopric  of  Chester,  in  1668.  He  died  in  1672.  His  works  were  numerous.  In 
1638,  there  appeared  “The  Discovery  of  a  New  World:  a  Discourse  to  prove  that 
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there  may  be  another  habitable  world  in  the  Moon. ”  A  second  part  of  this  treats  of 
“The  Possibility  of  a  Passage  to  the  Moon.“  In  1640,  appeared  “A  Discourse  Con¬ 
cerning  a  new  Planet:  tending  to  prove  that  the  Earth  may  be  a  Planet. ”  Others  of 
his  works  were  “Mercury,  or  the  Secret  Messenger”  (1641);  “Mathematical  Magic” 
(1684) ;  “The  Principles  of  Natural  Religion”  (printed  after  his  death) ;  and  an  “Essay 
towards  a  Real  Character  and  Philosophical  Language.”  This  last  is  a  scheme  for  a 
universal  language,  and  was  written  for,  and  published  under  the  auspices  of,  the 
Royal  Society,  of  which  Wilkins  was  a  devoted  member. — Craik,  Henry,  1893,  ed., 
English  Prose ,  vol.  n,  p.  543. 


PERSONAL 

Mr.  Francis  Potter  knew  him  very  well, 
and  was  wont  to  say  that  he  was  a  very 
ingeniose  man,  and  had  a  very  mechanic- 
all  head.  He  was  much  for  trying  ex¬ 
periments,  and  his  head  ran  much  upon 
the  pcrpetuall  motion.  ...  He  was 
no  great  read  man ;  but  one  of  much  and 
deepe  thinking,  and  of  a  working  head; 
and  a  prudent  man  as  well  as  ingeniose. 
lie  was  one  of  Seth,  lord  bishop  of 
Sarum’s  most  intimate  friends.  He  was 
a  lustie,  strong  growne,  well  sett,  broad 
shouldered  person,  cheerfull,  and  hospita¬ 
ble.— Aubrey,  John,  1669  96,  Brief 
Lives ,  erf.  Clark ,  vol.  n,  pp.  299,  301. 

Almost  all  that  was  preserved  and  kept 
up,  of  ingenuity  and  good  learning,  of 
good  order  and  government,  in  the  Uni¬ 
versity  of  Oxford,  was  chiefly  owing  to 
his  prudent  conduct  and  encouragement. 

-Tillotson,  John,  1675,  Sermons 
Preached  upon  Several  Occasions,  Preface. 

This  Dr.  Wilkins  was  a  person  endowed 
with  rare  gifts,  he  was  a  noted  theologist 
and  preacher,  a  curious  critic  in  several 
matters,  an  excellent  mathematician  and 
experimentist.  and  one  as  well  seen  in 
mechanisms  and  new  philosophy  (of  which 
he  was  a  great  promoter)  as  any  of  his 
time. — Wood,  Anthony,  1691-1721, 
Athenoe  Oxonienses,  vol.  n,  /.  506. 

He  was  naturally  ambitious,  but  was  the 
wisest  clerygman  I  ever  knew.  He  was 
a  lover  of  mankind,  and  had  a  delight  in 
doing  good.  -Burnet,  Gilbert,  1715-34, 
History  of  My  Own  Time. 

GENERAL 

Dr.  Wilkins,  a  man  of  a  penetrating 
genius  and  enlarged  understanding,  seems 
to  have  been  born  for  the  improvement  of 
every  kind  uf  knowledge  to  which  he  ap¬ 
plied  himself.  He  was  a  very  able  natur¬ 
alist  and  mathematician,  and  an  excellent 
divine.  He  disdained  to  tread  in  the 
beaten  track  of  philosophy,  as  his  fore¬ 
fathers  had  done  ;  but  struck  into  the  new 


road  pointed  out  by  the  great  Lord  Bacon. 
— Granger,  James,  1769-1824,  Biograph¬ 
ical  History  of  England,  vol.  V,  p.  15. 

I  discovered  an  alliance  between  Bishop 
Wilkins's  art  of  flying,  and  his  plan  of 
universal  language ;  the  latter  of  which 
he  no  doubt  calculated  to  prevent  the 
want  of  an  interpreter  when  he  should  ar¬ 
rive  at  the  moon. — Walpole,  Horace, 
1784,  Letters,  Oct.  15,  ed.  Cunningham , 
vol.  VIII,  p.  511. 

One  of  the  most  ingenious  men  of  his 
age.— Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39,  Intro 
duction  to  the  Literature  of  Europe,  pt.  iv 
ch.  iii,  par.  104. 

The  subjects  on  which  the  bishop  wrote 
do  not  attract  us,  and  his  knowledge  is 
trebly  superannuated.  But  his  style  de¬ 
serves  great  praise.  His  sentences  are 
short,  pointed,  and  exact.  He  has  little 
or  nothing  of  the  redundant  languor  of  his 
contemporaries  ;  and  justice  has  never  yet 
been  done  to  him  as  a  pioneer  in  English 
prose.  The  praise  given  to  Tillotson  be¬ 
longs  properly  to  Wilkins,  for  Tillotson 
lived  a  generation  later,  and  learned  to 
write  English  from  his  study  of  the  Bishop 
of  Chester,  whom  he  enthusiastically  ad¬ 
mired.  The  curious  reader  will  find  much 
in  the  style  of  Wilkins  to  remind  him  of 
that  of  Bishop  Berkeley. — Gosse,  Ed¬ 
mund,  1888,  A  History  of  Eighteenth  Cen¬ 
tury  Literature,  1660-1780,  p.  76. 

His  great  learning  and  high  position 
made  him  a  connecting  link  between  the 
new  scientific  movement  that  centered  in 
the  Royal  Society  and  the  Broad  Church 
party  that  was  growing  up  under  the 
leadership  of  his  friend  and  son-in-law, 
Tillotson.  ...  He  deserves  a  place 
among  the  minor  prose  writers  of  the 
period  chiefly  as  the  pioneer  of  that  more 
concise,  exact  and  pointed  literary  style, 
which  is  especially  associated  with  the 
literary  history  of  the  Restoration  period. 
—  Masterman,  J.  Howard  B.,  1897,  The 
Age  of  Milton,  pp.  235,  236. 


Anne  Bradstreet 

1612-1672 

The  first  American  woman  of  letters,  and  called  by  her  contemporaries  “The  Tenth 
Muse.”  Her  prose  work  includes  a  brief  autobiographic  sketch,  “Religious  Experi¬ 
ences;”  “Meditations  Divine  and  Moral,”  a  series  of  shrewd,  strong  aphorisms.  In 
her  lifetime  she  was  known  only  as  a  poet,  and  her  verse,  the  bulk  of  which  is  con¬ 
siderable,  comprises  elegies,  epitaphs;  “The  Four  Monarchies,”  a  rhymed  chronicle  of 
ancient  history;  “The  Four  Elements;”  “The  Four  Humours  of  Man,”  “The  Four 
Ages  of  Man;”  ‘The  Four  Seasons  of  the  Year;”  “Dialogue  between  Old  England 
and  Xew;”  “Contemplations.”  She  followed  artificial  models,  and  her  lines  reflect 
the  grotesque  conceits  of  the  time,  but  here  and  there  are  gleams  of  real  poetic 
vigour,  while  in  the  poem  “Contemplations;”  the  least  laboured  of  them  all,  she  ex¬ 
hibits  true  poetic  inspiration. — Adams,  Oscar  Fay,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  American 
Authors,  p.  35. 


PERSONAL 

Having  had  from  her  birth  a  very  deli¬ 
cate  constitution,  prostrated  when  only 
Bixteen  years  old  by  the  small-pox, 
troubled  at  one  time  with  lameness,  sub¬ 
ject  to  frequent  attacks  of  sickness,  to 
fevers,  and  to  fits  of  fainting,  she  bore 
these  numerous  inflictions  with  meekness 
and  resignation.  Recognizing  the  inesti¬ 
mable  blessing  of  health,  she  regarded  it 
is  the  reward  of  virtue,  and  looked  upon 
her  various  maladies  as  tokens  of  the  di¬ 
vine  displeasure  at  her  thoughtlessness  or 
wrong-doing.  She  says  that  her  religious 
belief  was  at  times  shaken  ;  but  her  doubts 
aod  fears  were  soon  banished,  if,  indeed, 
they  were  not  exaggerated  in  number  and 
importance  by  her  tender  conscience. 
Her  children  were  constantly  in  her  mind. 
It  was  for  them  that  she  committed  to  writ¬ 
ing  her  own  religious  experiences,  her  own 
feelings  of  joy  or  sorrow  at  the  various 
changes  which  brightened  or  darkened  her 
life.  Her  most  pointed  similes  are  drawn 
from  the  familiar  incidents  of  domestic 
life,  especially  the  bringing-up  of  chil¬ 
dren. — Ellis,  John  Harvard,  1867,  ed., 
The  Works  of  Anne  Bradstreet  in  Prose 
and  Verse,  Introduction,  p.  lvii. 

Whatever  work  this  writer  wrought, 
whether  good  or  bad,  she  wrought  in  the 
midst  of  circumstances  that  did  not  alto¬ 
gether  help  her,  but  hindered  her  rather. 
She  was  the  laborious  wife  of  a  New  Eng¬ 
land  farmer,  the  mother  of  eight  children, 
and  herself  from  childhood  of  a  delicate 
constitution.  The  most  of  her  poems 
were  produced  between  1630  and  1642, 
that  is,  before  she  was  thirty  years  old ; 
and  during  these  years,  she  had  neither 
leisure,  nor  elegant  surroundings,  nor 
freedom  from  anxious  thoughts,  nor  even 


abounding  health.  Somehow,  during  her 
busy  life-time,  she  contrived  to  put  upon 
record  compositions  numerous  enough  to 
fill  a  royal  octavo  volume  of  four  hundred 
pages,  — compositions  which  entice  and  re¬ 
ward  our  reading  of  them,  two  hundred 
years  after  she  lived. — Tyler,  Moses 
CoiT,  1878,  A  History  of  American  Liter¬ 
ature,  1607  1676,  vol.  i,  p.  280. 

Whose  Augustan  features,  if  some 
Smybert  only  had  preserved  them  for  us, 
assuredly  should  distinguish  the  entrance 
to  the  Harvard  Annex. — Stedman,  Ed¬ 
mund  Clarence,  1885,  Poets  of  America, 
p.  277. 

From  Anne  Bradstreet  has  descended  a 
sturdy  literary  progeny.  Holmes,  Chan- 
ning,  R.  H.  Dana,  Buckminster,  and  many 
other  New  England  authors  trace  a  lineal 
descent  from  this  earliest  singer  of  the 
new  world.— -Pattee,  Fred  Lewis,  1896, 
A  History  of  American  Literature,  p.  36. 

GENERAL 

The  Tenth  Muse  Lately  sprung  up  in 
America.  Or  Severall  Poems,  compiled 
with  great  variety  of  Wit  and  Learning, 
full  of  delight.  Wherein  especially  is 
contained  a  compleat  discourse  and  de¬ 
scription  of  The  Four  Elements ;  Constitu¬ 
tions,  Ages  of  Man,  Seasons  of  the  Year. 
Together  with  an  Exact  Epitomie  of  the 
Four  Monarchies,  viz.  The  Assyrian, 
Persian,  Grecian ,  Roman.  Also  a  Dia¬ 
logue  between  Old  England  and  New, 
concerning  the  late  troubles.  With  divers 
other  pleasant  and  serious  Poems.  By 
a  Gentlewoman  in  those  parts.  Printed 
at  London  for  Stephen  Bowtell  at  the  signe 
of  the  Bible  in  Popes  Head-Alley.  1650. 
The  Tenth  Muse,  1650  Title  Page  of  First 
Edition. 
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Mercury  skew'd  Apollo,  Darlas  Book, 

Minerva  this,  iuid  wish’t  him  well  to  look, 
And  tell  uprightly  which  did  which  escoll, 
Ho  view’d  and  view’d,  and  vow’d  ho  could 
not  i:el 

They  bid  him  hemispheur  his  mouldy  nose, 
With’s  crackt  leering  glasses,  for  it  would 

poso 

The  best  brains  ho  had  in’s  old  pudding-pan, 
Sex  weigh’d,  which  best,  the  Woman  or  the 
Man? 

Ho  peer’d,  and  por’d,  &.  glar’d,  8 l  said  for 

wore, 

I’m  even  as  wise  now,  ns  I  wns  before  : 

They  both  ’gan  laugh,  and  said  it  was  no 
nmr’l 

Tho  Auth'ress  wna  a  right  Du  Darlas  Girle. 
Good  sooth  quoth  the  old  Don,  tell  yo  me  so, 
I  muse  whither  at  length  these  Girls  will  go. 
It  half  revivos  my  cliil  trost-bitteu  blood. 

To  see  a  Woman  once  do  ought  tlmt’s  good; 
And  diode  by  Chaucer <  Boots  and  Homers 
Furrs, 

Let  Men  look  to’r,  least  Women  wear  tho 
Spurrs. 

— Ward,  Nathaniel,  1650,  Prefatory 
Lines  to  the  Tenth  Muse. 

Anne  Bradstreet,  a  New-England  poet¬ 
ess,  no  less  in  title,  viz.  before  her  Poems, 
printed  in  Old-England  anno  1650;  then 
The  tenth  Muse  sprung  up  in  America  ;  the 
memory  of  which  poems,  consisting  chiefly 
of  Descriptions  of  the  Four  Elements,  the 
Four  Humours;  the  Four  Ages,  the  Four 
Seasons,  and  the  Four  Monarchies,  is  not 
yet  wholly  extinct. — Phillips,  Edward, 
1675,  Theatrum  Poetarum  Anglicanorum. 

Reader,  America  justly  admires  the 
learned  women  of  the  other  hemisphere. 
She  has  heard  of  those  that  were  witnesses 
to  the  old  professors  of  all  philosophy: 
she  hath  heard  of  Hippatia,  who  formerly 
taught  the  liberal  arts;  and  of  Sarocchia, 
who,  more  lately,  was  very  often  the 
moderatrix  in  the  disputations  of  the 
learned  men  of  Rome :  she  has  been  told 
of  the  three  Corinnas,  which  equalled,  if 
not  excelled,  the  most  celebrated  poets  of 
their  time :  she  has  been  told  of  the  Em¬ 
press  Eudocia,  who  composed  poetical 
paraphrases  on  various  parts  of  the  Bible ; 
and  of  Rosnida,  who  wrote  the  lives  of 
holy  men;  and  of  Pamphilia,  who  wrote 
other  histories  unto  the  life:  the  writings 
of  the  most  renowned  Anna  Maria  Schur- 
man,  have  come  over  unto  her.  But  she 
now  prays  that  into  such  catalogues  of 
authoresses  as  Beverovicius,  Hottinger, 
and  Voetius,  have  given  unto  the  world, 
there  may  be  a  room  now  given  unto 


Madam  Ann  Bradstreet,  the  daughter  of 
our  Governor  Dudley,  and  the  consort  of 
our  Governor  Bradstreet,  whose  poems, 
divers  times  printed,  have  afforded  a 
grateful  entertainment  unto  the  ingenious, 
and  a  monument  for  her  memory  beyond 
the  stateliest  marbles. — Mather,  Cotton, 
1702,  Magnolia  Christi  Americana. 

In  the  height  of  enthusiasm,  good  John 
Norton  goes  so  far  as  to  declare,  that  if 
Virgil  could  hear  her  works,  he  would 
condemn  his  own  to  the  flames.  As  the 
Mantuan  Bard  is  not  likely  to  be  gratified 
by  hearing  Mrs.  Bradstreet’s  effusions,  it 
is  idle  to  discuss  the  position  assumed  by 
Norton,  and  argue  whether  Virgil  would 
or  would  not  be  capable  of  such  an  act  of 
philanthropic  abnegation,  or  ebullition  of 
disappointed  rivalry,  as  the  combustion  of 
his  verses  would  display  to  the  eyes  of  an 
astonished  and  mourning  world.  Miserable 
as  Virgil’s  effusions  may  be,  when  com¬ 
pared  with  the  verses  of  Mrs.  Bradstreet, 
yet  somehow  we  have  become  accustomef 
to  him,  and  could  better  spare  a  bettf 
poet, — even  the  famed  “Tenth  Muse 
herself. — Allibone,  S.  AUSTIN,  1854-58, 
Dictionary  of  English  Literature,  vol.  i. 

The  formal  natural  history  and  his¬ 
torical  topics,  which  compose  the  greater 
part  of  her  writings,  are  treated  with 
doughty  resolution,  but  without  much  re¬ 
gard  to  poetical  equality.  .  .  .  It  is 

not  to  be  denied,  that,  if  there  is  not 
much  poetry  in  these  productions,  there 
is  considerable  information.  For  the 
readers  of  those  times  they  contained  a 
very  respectable  digest  of  the  old  his¬ 
torians,  and  a  fair  proportion  of  medical 
and  scientific  knowledge. — Duyckinck, 
Evert  A.  and  George  L.,  1855-65-75, 
Cyclopaedia  of  American  Literature ,  ed. 
Simons,  p.  53. 

Independently  of  what  may  be  said  of 
their  poetical  merits,  her  poems  do  honour 
to  her  as  a  well  educated  and  accomplished 
woman,  from  their  frequent  and  accurate 
allusions  to  ancient  literature  and  to  facts 
in  history ;  and  from  the  amiable  light  in 
which  they  present  her  as  a  daughter,  a 
wife,  a  parent,  and  a  Christian,  it  cannot 
be  doubted  that  she  was  a  bright  example 
in  her  whole  deportment  of  whatsoever 
things  are  true,  and  honest,  and  just,  and 
pure,  and  lovely,  and  of  good  report. 
—Anderson,  ■  James,  1861,  Memorable 
Women  of  Puritan  Times,  vol.  i,  p.  174. 
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She  was  well  read  in  the  literature  of 
the  time,  poetical,  theological,  and  other, 
and  without  possessing  genius,  was  a 
young  woman  of  talents.  It  was  the 
fashion  to  admire  Sidney’s  “Arcadia,”  so 
she  admired  it,  and  wrote  an  elegy  upon 
its  chivalrous  author,  whom  his  contem¬ 
poraries  insisted  on  idolizing.  She  also 
admired  Spenser’s  “Faerie  Queene,” 
which  was  more  read  in  the  first  half  of 
the  seventeenth  century  than  it  ever  has 
been  since  ;  and  she  may  be  said  to  have 
doted  upon  Du  Bartas,  whom  every  body 
was  reading  then,  through  the  lumbering 
version  of  Sylvester,  though  nobody  can 
be  persuaded  to  read  him  now.  Her 
master  was  Du  Bartas,  whose  “sugared 
lines”  she  read  over  and  over,  grudging 
that  the  Muses  did  not  part  their  over¬ 
flowing  store  betwixt  him  and  her. 

“A  Bartas  can  do  what  a  Bartns  will. 

Bat  simple  I  according  to  my  skill.” 

— Stoddard,  Richard  Henry,  1879, 
Richard  Henry  Dana,  Harper  s  Magazine, 
vol.  58,  p.  769. 

Though  it  was  only  as  a  poet  that  Anne 
Bradstreet  was  known  to  her  own  time, 
her  real  strength  was  in  prose,  and  the 
“Meditations,  Divine  and  Morall,  ”  written 
at  the  request  of  her  second  son,  the  Rev. 
Simon  Bradstreet,  to  whom  she  dedicated 
them,  March  20,  1664,  show  that  life  had 
taught  her  much,  and  in  the  ripened 
thought  and  shrewd  observation  of  men 
and  manners  are  the  best  testimony  to 
her  real  ability.  For  the  reader  of  to-day 
they  are  of  incomparably  more  interest 


than  anything  to  be  found  in  the  poems. 
There  is  often  the  most  condensed  and 
telling  expression  ;  a  swift  turn  that  shows 
what  power  of  description  lay  under  all 
the  fantastic  turns  of  the  style  Du  Bartas 
had  created  for  her.  That  he  underrated 
them  was  natural. — Campbell,  Helen, 
1891,  Anne  Bradstreet  and  Her  Time,  p. 
288. 

While  our  earliest  woman  poet  was  not 
a  genius,  her  character  and  abilities  excite 
both  admiration  and  interest. 

To  judge  her  fairly  we  must  realize  how 
distant  she  was  from  the  great  centers  of 
civilization,  and  remember  the  many 
obstacles  she  had  to  overcome.  Born 
when  Shakespeare’s  career  was  just  end¬ 
ing  and  Milton  was  still  in  his  infancy,  the 
strictness  of  her  religion  as  well  as  the 
remoteness  of  her  situation  shut  her  out 
from  much  that  was  noblest  and  most  in¬ 
spiring  in  the  literature  of  that  golden 
time.  .  .  .  Her  works  show  industry, 

careful  reading,  and  a  religious,  thought¬ 
ful,  and  appreciative  mind.  ...  On 
the  whole,  we  should  honor  and  remember 
Anne  Bradstreet,  not  so  much  for  the  in¬ 
trinsic  worth  of  what  she  wrote,  as  for 
her  place  in  the  progress  of  our  history 
and  culture.  We  must  honor  her  because 
she  was  one  of  the  first  among  us  to 
seriously  devote  herself  to  poetry  for  its 
own  sake,  and  because  her  writings  and 
example  exerted  a  salutary  and  refining 
influence  on  others.— Pancoast,  Henry 
S.,  1898,  An  Introduction  to  American 
Literature,  pp.  57,  58,  59. 


Margaret  Cavendish 

Duchess  of  Newcastle 

1624-1673 

Margaret  Cavendish,  Duchess  of  Newcastle,  died  1673,  was  as  fond  of  authorship 
as  her  noble  lord  proved  himself  to  be.  Lord  Orford  speaks  disparagingly  of  her 
ladyship’s  talents,  but  it  is  well  known  that  Horace  Walpole  spared  no  man  (or 
woman)  in  his  humour.  “Philosophical  Fancies,”  Lon.,  1653,  12mo.  “Poems  and 
Fancies,”  1653,  fol.  “The  World’s  Olio,”  1655,  fol.  “Nature’s  Picture  drawn  by 
Fancie’s  Pencil,  to  the  Life,”  1656,  fol.  “Philosophical  and  Physical  Opinions,”  1655, 
fol.  “Orations,”  1662,  fol.  “Playes.”  1662,  fol.  She  wrote  26  Plays,  and  a  number 
of  Scenes.  “Sociable  Letters,”  1664,  fol.  “Observations  upon  Experimental  Philos¬ 
ophy,”  1666,  fol.  “Life  of  William  Cavendish,  Duke  of  Newcastle,”  1667,  fol.  The 
same  in  Latin,  1668,  fol: — The  Crown  of  her  Labours.  “Grounds  of  Natural  Philos¬ 
ophy,”  1668,  fol.  “Letters  and  Poems,”  1676,  fol,  “Select  Poems,”  edited  by  Sir 
E.  Brydges,  1813,  8vo.  Her  “Autobiography,”  edited  by  Brydges,  1814,  r.  8vo. — 
Allibone,  S.  Austin,  1854-58,  Dictionary  of  English  Literature,  vol.  I,  p.  357. 
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PERSONAL 

Why  hath  this  lady  writ  her  own  life? 
since  none  cares  to  know  whose  daughter 
she  was,  or  whose  wife  she  is,  or  how  she 
was  bred,  or  what  fortunes  she  had,  or 
how  she  lived,  or  what  humour  or  dispo¬ 
sition  she  was  of?  I  answer  that  it  is 
true  that  'tis  to  no  purpose  to  the  reader, 
but  it  is  to  the  Authoress,  because  1 
write  it  for  my  own  sake,  not  theirs; 
neither  did  1  intend  this  piece  for  to 
delight,  but  to  divulge;  not  to  please 
the  fancy,  but  to  tell  the  truth,  lest 
after-ages  should  mistake,  in  not  know¬ 
ing  I  was  daughter  to  one  Master  Lucas 
of  St.  John’s  near  Colchester  in  Essex, 
and  second  wife  to  the  Lord  Marquis  of 
Newcastle ;  for  my  lord  having  had  two 
Wives,  I  might  easily  have  been  mistaken, 
especially  if  I  should  die  and  my  Lord 
Marry  again.-  Cavendish,  Margaret 
(Dutchess  of  Newcastle),  1667,  Lives  of 
the  Duke  and  Dutchess  of  Newcastlet  ed. 
Lower,  p.  309. 

They  received  me  with  great  kindnesse, 
and  I  was  much  pleased  with  the  extraor¬ 
dinary  fanciful  habit,  garb,  and  discourse 
of  the  Dutchess.  .  .  .  In  the  afternoone  I 
went  againe  with  my  Wife  to  the  Dutch¬ 
ess  of  Newcastle,  who  received  her  in  a 
kind  of  transport,  suitable  to  her  extrava¬ 
gant  humour  and  dresse,  which  was  very 
singular.— Evelyn,  John,  1667,  Diary , 
April,  18,  27. 

After  dinner  I  walked  to  Arundell  House, 
the  way  very  dusty,  .  .  where  I  find 
much  company,  indeed  very  much  com¬ 
pany,  in  expectation  of  the  Duchesse  of 
Newcastle,  who  had  desired  to  be  in¬ 
vited  to  the  Society;  and  was,  after 
much  debate  pro  and  con.,  it  seems  many 
being  against  it ;  and  we  do  believe  the 
town  will  be  full  of  ballads  of  it.  Anon 
comes  the  Duchesse  with  her  women  at¬ 
tending  her  ;  among  others,  the  Ferabosco, 
of  whom  so  much  talk  is  that  her  lady 
would  bid  her  show  her  face  and  kill  the  gal¬ 
lants.  She  is  indeed  black,  and  hath  good 
black  little  eyes,  but  otherwise  but  a  very 
ordinary  woman,  I  do  think,  but  they  say 
sings  well.  The  Duchesse  hath  been  a  good, 
comely  woman;  but  her  dress  so  antick, 
and  her  deportment  so  ordinary,  that  I  do 
not  like  her  at  all,  nor  did  I  hear  her  say 
anything  that  was  worth  hearing,  but  that 
she  was  full  of  admiration,  all  admiration. 
Several  fine  experiments  were  shown  her 


of  colours,  loadstones,  microscopes,  and  of 
liquors.  .  .  .  After  they  had  shown  her 
many  experiments,  and  she  cried  still  she 
was  full  of  admiration,  she  departed, 
being  led  out  and  in  by  several  Lords  that 
were  there.  — Pepys,  Samuel,  1667, 
Diary,  May  30. 

She  talks  like  a  Nell  Gwynne,  and  looks 
like  her  too,  though  all  within  bounds. — 
Hunt,  Leigh,  1847,  Men,  Women  and 
Books,  vol.  II,  p.  101. 

"The  whole  story  of  this  lady  is  a 
romance,  and  all  she  does  is  romantic,'* 
wrote  Pepys  of  the  subject  of  this  paper, 
whom  some  of  her  contemporaries 
irreverently  styled  "Mad  Madge  of  New¬ 
castle,"  while  later  critics  thought  so 
highly  of  her  that,  in  "  A  Vision  of  Female 
Poets,"  Shakespeare  and  Milton  are  rep¬ 
resented  as  respectfully  helping  her  to 
alight  from  her  Pegasus.  The  imputation 
of  insanity  probably  troubled  the  Duchess 
but  little ;  she  would  console  herself  with 
the  reflection  that  "great  wits  are  sure  t 
madness  near  allied;"  and  if,  as  some  ( 
her  biographers  assert,  her  devott 
loyalty  to  her  husband,  in  the  extremely 
disloyal  Court  of  Charles  II.,  earned  her 
the  nickname  of  “Mad  Madge,”  it  becomes 
a  title  of  honour.— Mayer,  Gertrude 
Townshend,  1894,  Women  of  Letters,  vol. 
I,  p.  1. 

GENERAL 

A  Lady  worthy  of  Mention  and  Esteem 
of  all  Lovers  of  Poetry  and  Learning. 
One,  who  was  a  fit  Consort  for  so  Great  a 
Wit,  as  the  Duke  of  Newcastle.  Her  Soul 
sympathising  with  his  in  all  things, 
especially  in  Dramatick  Poetry ;  to  which 
she  had  a  more  than  ordinary  propensity. 
She  has  publisht  six  and  twenty  Plays, 
besides  several  loose  Scenes.  ...  I 
know  there  are  some  that  have  but  a  mean 
Opinion  of  her  Plays ;  but  if  it  be  con¬ 
sider’d  that  both  the  Language  and  Plots 
of  them  are  all  her  own ;  I  think  she 
ought  with  Justice  to  be  preferr’d  to 
others  of  her  Sex,  which  have  built  their 
Fame  on  other  People’s  Foundations:  sure 
I  am,  that  whoever  will  consider  well  the 
several  Epistles  before  her  Books,  and  the 
General  Prologue  to  all  her  Plays,  if  he 
have  any  spark  of  Generosity,  or  Good 
Breeding,  will  be  favourable  in  his  Censure. 
Langbaine,  Gerard,  1691,  An  Account 
of  the  English  Dramatick  Poets,  pp.  390, 
391. 
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Her  Grace’s  literary  labours  have  drawn 
down  less  applause  than  her  domestic 
virtues:  nor  can  it  be  denied  that  she 
wrote  too  much  to  be  expected  to  write 
well,  had  her  taste  or  judgment  been 
greatly  superior  to  what  we  find  them. 
That  she  displayed  poetical  talent,  how¬ 
ever,  when  it  was  not  clouded  by  obscure 
conceits,  or  warped  by  a  witless  effort 
to  engraft  the  massy  trunk  of  philosophy 
on  the  slender  wilding  of  poesy,  will  be 
seen  from  “The  Pastime  and 

Recreation  of  the  Queen  of  Fairies,  in 
Fairy-land,  the  Centre  of  the  Earth.” — 
Walpole,  Horace,  1758,  A  Catalogue  of 
the  Royal  and  Noble  Authors  of  England, 
Scotland,  and  Ireland. 

If  her  merit  as  an  author  were  to  be 
estimated  from  the  quantity  of  her  works, 
she  would  have  the  precedence  of  all 
female  writers,  ancient  or  modern.  There 
are  no  less  than  thirteen  folios  of  her 
writing;  ten  of  which  are  in  print:  They 
'.onsist  chiefly  of  poems  and  plays.  The 
:fe  of  the  duke,  her  husband,  is  the  most 
3timable  of  her  productions.  This  has 
!>een  translated  into  Latin.  .  .  .  We 

are  greatly  surprised  that  a  lady  of  her 
quality  should  have  written  so  much;  and 
are  little  less  surprised  that  one  who 
loved  writing  so  well,  has  writ  no  better. 
—Granger,  James,  1769-1824,  Bio¬ 
graphical  History  of  England,  vol.  v,  p. 
263. 

A  dear  favourite  of  mine,  of  the  last 
century  but  one — the  thrice  noble,  chaste, 
and  virtuous, — but  again  somewhat  fan¬ 
tastical,  and  original-brained,  generous 
Margaret  Newcastle. — Lamb,  Charles, 
1821,  Mackery  End  in  Hertfordshire. 

The  labors  of  no  modern  authoress  can 
be  compared,  as  to  quantity,  with  those 
of  our  indefatigable  duchess,  who  has  filled 
nearly  twelve  volumes,  folio,  with  plays, 
poems,  orations,  philosophical  discourses, 
&c.  Her  writings  show  that  she  possessed 
a  mind  of  considerable  power  and  activity, 
with  much  imagination,  but  not  one 
particle  of  judgment  or  taste. — Dyce, 
Alexander,  1827,  ed.,  Specimens  of  British 
Poetesses. 

Indisputable  evidence  of  a  genius  as 
high-born  in  the  realms  of  intellect  as  its 
possessor  was  exalted  in  the  ranks  of 
society  ;  a  genius  strong-winged  and  swift, 
fertile  and  comprehensive,  but  ruined  by 
deficient  culture,  by  literary  dissipation. 


and  the  absence  of  concatenation  and  the 
sense  of  proportion. — Jenkins,  Edward, 
1872,  ed.,  The  Cavalier  and  His  Lady. 

Heroic  romance  proved  as  ephemeral  in 
England  as  the  cloaks  and  feathers  with 
which  it  had  crossed  the  Channel,  and  we 
may  pass  over  such  trivial  literary  at¬ 
tempts  as  those  of  the  Duchess  of  New¬ 
castle  to  the  writings  of  Mrs.  Manley  and 
Mrs.  Belm.-  Tuckerman,  Bayard,  1882, 
A  History  of  English  Prose  Fiction ,  p. 
122. 

She  had  a  conceit  that  rose  to  an  amaz¬ 
ing  and  amusing  serenity  ,  yet  the  artless 
candour  of  its  utterances  disarms  criticism 
of  contempt,  and  positively  creates  out  of 
her  self-esteem  a  pleasantry  of  character 
that  half  resembles  a  virtue.  She  posses¬ 
ses  abundance  of  sense,  but  very  little  of 
it  common  sense.  Humour  and  wit  are 
native  in  her  ;  even  genius  can  be  claimed 
for  portions  of  her  best  work ;  but  so 
woefully  did  she  lack  consistency  of  taste 
and  that  species  of  literary  judgment 
which  has  been  termed  the  power  of 
selecting  the  significant,  that  her  works 
are  the  oddest  medleys  ever  hurried 
through  a  printing  press.  Each  of  her 
volumes  reminds  one  of  a  lady’s  overturned 
work-basket,  into  which  had  crept  all 
kinds  of  consequent  and  inconsequent 
things,  with  even  a  jewel  or  two  among 
the  mass.  She  possessed  a  perfect  frenzy 
for  writing.  At  twelve  she  was  fond  of 
scribbling  on  philosophical  subjects;  and 
in  the  deepest  distress  of  her  chequered 
life,  as  in  its  brighest  moments,  the  sight 
of  mere  wet  ink  on  the  page  seems  to  have 
solaced  her  beyond  anything  else.  She 
never  revised  what  she  had  thus  once 
committed  to  paper,  being  of  the  opinion 
that  the  work  of  revision  would  have 
hindered  her  productive  powers,  as,  in¬ 
deed,  it  often  would,  had  she  duly  con¬ 
sidered  the  quality  of  the  matter  thrown 
off  so  hastily.  There  is  no  method  either 
in  her  arrangement  of  subjects  or  in  her 
style.  One  of  the  sentences  in  her  auto¬ 
biography  is  twelve  pages  long.  Yet  the 
bizarrerie  of  her  modes  of  working  fre¬ 
quently  produces  powerful  effects,  and  at 
times  you  will  come  on  smooth  passages 
of  her  works  in  which  the  diction  is  almost 
as  perfect  as  that  which  the  most  fastidi¬ 
ous  artifice  could  have  devised. — Robert¬ 
son,  Eric  S.,  1883,  English  Poetesses,  p 
14. 
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She  wrote  a  great  deal ;  and  not  without 
feeling  a  somewhat  deep  and  naively  ex¬ 
pressed  admiration  for  her  own  perform¬ 
ances.  The  epithet  “restless”  which 
she  applies  to  her  ambition,  well  fits  her 
whole  mind  ;  there  is  restlessness  about 
everything  she  did  and  wrote.  She  is  never 
satisfied  with  one  epistle  to  the  reader; 
she  must  have  ten  or  twelve  prefaces  and 


under-prefaces,  which  forcibly  remind  us 
of  her  contemporary,  Oronte,  in  his  famous 
sonnet  scenes  with  Alcesle.  .  .  .  Ideas 
are  scattered  here  and  there  which  wrere 
destined  to  live,  and  through  which  she 
anticipated  men  of  true  and  real  genius. 
— Jusserand,  J.  J.,  1890,  The  English 
Novel  in  the  Time  of  Shakespeare,  pp.  374, 
378. 


Robert  Herrick 

1591  1674 

Born,  in  London,  J uly  [  ?]  1591;  baptized,  24  Aug.  Probably  educated  at  West¬ 
minster  School  and  at  St.  John’s  Coll.,  Camb.  Removed  to  Trinity  Hall,  1616;  B. 
A..  1617;  M.  A.,  1620.  Rector  of  Dean  Prior,  Devonshire,  2  Oct.  1629  to  1647. 
Deprived  of  living,  1647 ;  returned  to  London.  Restored  to  living,  24  Aug.  1662. 
Died,  at  Dean  Prior,  Oct.  1674;  buried  in  Dean  Prior  church,  15  Oct.  ITorits :  “King 
Obron’s  Feast”  (anon.,  in  “A  Description  of  the  King  and  Queene  of  Fayries”),  1635  ; 
“His  Mistris  Shade”  (anon.;  in  Shakespeare’s  “Poems”),  1640;  “Hesperides”  (with 
“Noble  Numbers”),  1648;  Poems  in  “Lacrymce  Musarum,”  1649;  Poems  in  “Witt’s 
Recreations,”  1650.  Collected  IForta:  ed.  by  Lord  Dundrennan  (2  vols.),  1823;  b 
Grosart  (3  vols.),  1876;  by  A  W.  Pollard,  1891 ;  by  Saintsbury  (2  vols.),  1893.- 
Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  132. 


PERSONAL 

Being  in  Devonshire  during  the  last 
summer,  we  took  an  opportunity  of  visit¬ 
ing  Dean  Prior,  for  the  purpose  of  making 
some  inquiries  concerning  Herrick,  who, 
from  the  circumstance  of  having  been 
vicar  of  that  parish  (where  he  is  still 
talked  of  as  a  poet,  a  wit,  and  a  hater  of 
the  county),  for  twenty  years,  might  be 
supposed  to  have  left  some  unrecorded 
memorials  of  his  existence  behind  him. 
We  found  many  persons  in  the  village 
who  could  repeat  some  of  his  lines.  .  .  . 
The  person,  however,  who  knows  more  of 
Herrick  than  all  the  rest  of  the  neighbour¬ 
hood,  we  found  to  be  a  poor  woman  in  the 
ninety-ninth  year  of  her  age,  named  Doro¬ 
thy  King.  She  repeated  to  us,  with  great 
exactness,  five  of  his  “Noble  Numbers,” 
among  which  was  the  beautiful  Litany. 
These  she  had  learned  from  her  mother, 
who  was  apprenticed  to  Herrick’s  suc¬ 
cessor  in  the  vicarage.  She  called  them 
her  prayers,  which,  she  said,  she  was  in 
the  habit  of  putting  up  in  bed,  whenever 
she  could  not  sleep :  and  she  therefore 
began  the  Litany  at  the  second  stanza, 
•‘When  I  lie  within  my  bed,”  &c. 
Another  of  her  midnight  orisons  was  the 
poem  beginning 

“Every  night  thou  doat  me  fright, 

And  keep  mine  eyes  from  sleeping,”  «fcc. 


She  had  no  idea  that  these  poems  h; 
ever  been  printed,  and  could  not  have 
read  them  if  she  had  seen  them.  She  is 
in  possession  of  few  traditions  as  to  the 
person,  manners,  and  habits  of  life  of  the 
poet;  but  in  return,  she  has  a  whole 
budget  of  anecdotes  respecting  his  ghost; 
and  these  she  details  with  a  careless  but 
serene  gravity,  which  one  would  not  wil¬ 
lingly  discompose  by  any  hints  at  a  remote 
possibility  of  their  not  being  exactly  true. 
Herrick,  she  says,  was  a  bachelor,  and 
kept  a  maid-servant,  as  his  poems,  indeed, 
discover ;  but  she  adds,  what  they  do  not 
discover,  that  he  also  kept  a  pet-pig, 
which  he  taught  to  drink  out  of  a  tankard. 
And  this  important  circumstance,  together 
with  a  tradition  that  he  one-day  threw  his 
sermon  at  the  congregation,  with  a  curse 
for  their  inattention,  forms  almost  the 
sum  total  of  what  we  could  collect  of  the 
poet’s  life.— Field,  Barron,  1810,  Select 
Poems  from  Herrick,  Carew,  etc.,  The 
Quarterly  Review,  vol.  iv,  pp.  171,  172. 

This  fine  old  fellow,  this  joyous  heart, 
who  lived  to  be  eighty-three,  in  spite  of 
“dull  Devonshire”  and  the  bad  times, 
wrote  almost  as  much  as  C  '♦■'wv,  Lovelace, 
and  Suckling  united,  and  now  much  there 
is  in  his  weed-choked  garden,  which  is 
comparable  with  their  best  compositions! 
How  little  we  know  of  him!  how  scantily 


234 


ROBERT  HERRICK 


he  has  been  realized  to  us!  Could  we  but 
raise  up  for  a  summer  afternoon  the  Dev¬ 
onshire  which  he  lived  in,  and  the  people 
with  whom  he  mixed  or  summon  the  ghost 
of  faithful  Prudence  Baldwin,  we  might 
be  furnished  with  inspiration  to  do  some¬ 
thing  better  than  the  bare  sketch  which 
follows.  —  Hazlitt,  William  Carew, 
1869,  ed.  Hesperidcs,  Preface,  vol.  i,  p.  viii. 
Rare  old  Herrick,  the  Cavalier  Vicar 

Of  pleasant  Dean  Prior  by  Totues  Town — 
Rather  too  wont  in  fonminp  liquor 
The  cares  of  those  troublous  times  to 
drown 

Of  wicked  wit  by  no  means  clinry — 

Of  ruddy  lips  not  at  ail  afraid; 

If  you  pavo  him  milk  in  a  Devonshire  dairy. 
He’d  probably  kiss  the  dairymaid. 

— Collins,  Mortimer,  1S76?  Herrick. 

Being  ejected  by  Cromwell  from  his 
church  living  in  1648,  he  dropped  his 
title  of  '‘Reverend”  to  assume  that  of 
"Esquire,”  and  published  a  volume  to 
which  he  gave  the  title  of  "Hesperides ; 
or,  the  Works  both  Humane  and  Divine, 
of  Robert  Herrick,  Esq.  ’  Doubtless  the 
‘Esquire”  was  accepted  by  the  public,  as 
well  as  by  himself,  as  more  appropriate 
than  "Reverend”  would  have  been  to  the 
character  of  the  lyrics,  some  part  of  which 
he  yet  seems  rather  arrogantly  to  call 
"Divine.” — Morrill,  Justin  S.,  1887, 
Self-Consciousness  of  Noted  Persons,  p.  90. 

This  Robert  Herrick  was  a  ponderous, 
earthy-looking  man,  with  huge  double 
chin,  drooping  cheeks,  a  great  Roman 
nose,  prominent  glassy  eyes,  that  showed 
around  them  the  red  lines  begotten  of 
strong  potions  of  Canary,  and  the  whole 
set  upon  a  massive  neck  which  might  have 
been  that  of  Heliogabalus.  It  was  such 
a  figure  as  the  artist  would  make  typical 
of  a  man  who  loves  the  grossest  pleasures. 
— Mitchell,  Donald  G.,  1890,  English 
Lands  Letters  and  Kings,  Elizabeth  to 
Anne,  p.  124. 

Mr.  Gosse,  for  example,  assures  us  that 
Julia  really  walked  the  earth,  and  even 
gives  us  some  details  of  her  mundane  pil¬ 
grimage;  other  critics  smile,  and  shake 
their  heads,  and  doubt.  It  matters  not; 
she  lives,  and  she  will  continue  to  live 
when  we  who  dispute  the  matter  lie  voice¬ 
less  in  our  graves.  The  essence  of  her 
personality  lingers  on  every  page  where 
Herrick  sing;s  of  her.  His  verse  is  heavy 
with  her  spicy  perfumes,  glittering  with 


her  many-colored  jewels,  lustrous  with 
the  shimmer  of  her  silken  petticoats. 
Her  very  shadow,  her  sighs,  distills  sweet 
odors  on  the  air,  and  draws  him  after  her, 
Taint  with  their  amorous  languor.  How 
lavish  she  is  with  her  charms,  this  woman 
who  neither  thinks  nor  suffers ;  who  prays, 
indeed,  sometimes,  with  great  serenity, 
and  dips  her  snowy  finger  in  the  font  of 
blessed  water,  but  whose  spiritual  humors 
pale  before  the  calm  vigor  of  her  earthly 
nature!  How  kindly,  how  tranquil,  how 
unmoved,  she  is;  listening  with  the  same 
slow  smile  to  her  lover's  fantastic  word¬ 
play,  to  the  fervid  conceits  with  which  he 
beguiles  the  summer  idleness,  and  to  the 
frank  and  sudden  passion  with  which  he 
conjures  her,  "dearest  of  thousands,”  to 
close  his  eyes  when  death  shall  summon 
him,  to  shed  some  true  tears  above  the 
sod,  to  clasp  forever  the  book  in  which  he 
writes  her  name!  How  gently  she  would 
have  fulfilled  these  last  sad  duties  .had  the 
discriminating  fates  called  her  to  his  bier  ; 
how  fragrant  the  sighs  she  would  have 
wafted  in  that  darkened  chamber;  how 
sincere  the  temperate  sorrow  for  a  reme¬ 
diable  loss!  And  then,  out  into  the  glow¬ 
ing  sunlight,  where  life  is  sweet,  and  the 
world  exults,  and  the  warm  blood  tingles 
in  our  veins,  and,  underneath  the  scat¬ 
tered  primrose  blossoms,  the  frozen  dead 
lie  forgotten  in  their  graves.  -REPPLIER, 
Agnes,  1891,  English  Love-Songs,  Points 
of  View,  p.  33. 

The  same  sensuous  feeling  which  made 
him  invest  his  friends  with  the  perfume 
of  Juno  or  Isis,  sing  of  their  complexions 
as  roses  overspread  with  lawn,  compare 
their  lips  to  cherries,  and  praise  their 
silver  feet,  had  also  its  other  side.  The 
unlucky  wights  who  incurred  the  poet’s 
wrath  were  treated  in  a  fashion  equally 
offensive  to  good  taste  and  good  manners. 
Nor  are  these  gruesome  epigrams  the  only 
apples  in  the  garden  of  Herrick’s  "Hes¬ 
perides”  which  have  affronted  the  taste 
of  modern  readers.  The  epigrams  indeed, 
if  apples  at  all,  are  rather  the  duBty 
apples  of  the  Dead  Sea  than  the  pleasant 
fruit  of  the  Western  Isles ;  but  Herrick’s 
"Epithalamia,  ”  odes  whose  sustained 
splendour  gives  them  a  high  rank  among 
his  poems,  because  they  sing  of  other 
marriage-rites  than  those  of  rice  and  slip¬ 
per,  have  also  tended  to  restrict  the  circle 
of  his  readers  in  an  age  which  prides  itself 
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on  its  modesty.  Hence  it  has  come  about 
that  while  the  names  of  the  lovely  ladies 
of  the  poet’s  imagination,  -Julia,  Dian- 
eme,  Electra,  Perilla— are  widely  known, 
those  of  the  men  and  women  whom  Her¬ 
rick  treasured  as  his  friends  are  all  but 
forgotten.  Pollard,  Alfred  W.,  1892, 
Herrick  and  his  Friends,  Macmillan's  Maga¬ 
zine,  vol.  67,  p.  142. 

It  seems  likely  that  Perilla  and  her  fair 
companions  were  actually  known  to  Her¬ 
rick  in  London,  and  were  then  made  the 
topic  of  many  a  gallant  verse;  and  that 
after  he  sailed  away  to  the  West  he  con¬ 
tinued  to  write  to  their  memory  as  though 
they  were  actually  present;  that,  in  fact, 
the  goddesses  he  was  never  weary  of  wor¬ 
shipping  were,  to  a  large  extent,  abstrac¬ 
tions  and  ideals.  And  when  in  the  quiet 
of  his  little  parsonage,  or  in  a  sunny 
Jevonshire  meadow  bright  with  wild  flow¬ 
ers,  his  fancy  coined  some  musical  verse 
in  honour  of  his  ideal  love,  his  memory 
would  glide  quickly  back  and  dwell  long¬ 
ingly  on  her  prototype  of  flesh  and  blood 
whom  he  had  known  and  loved  in  former 
years;  and,  cut  off  from  all  the  noises 
and  all  the  rivalries  of  the  town,  it  must 
have  seemed  to  him  that  he  was  thinking 
of  another  Robert  Herrick  who  had  lived 
long  ago. — Sanders,  H.  M.,  1896,  Robert 
Herrick ,  The  Gentleman's  Magazine,  vol . 
280,  p.  GO-1. 

Whether  or  not  the  bovine  features  in 
-Marshall’s  engraving  are  a  libel  on  the 
poet,  it  is  to  be  regretted  that  oblivion 
has  not  laid  its  erasing  finger  on  that  sin¬ 
gularly  unpleasant  counterfeit  present¬ 
ment.  .  .  The  aggressive  face  be¬ 

stowed  upon  him  by  the  artist  lends  an  air 
of  veracity  to  the  tradition  that  the  vicar 
occasionally  hurled  the  manuscript  of  his 
sermon  at  the  heads  of  his  drowsy  parish¬ 
ioners,  accompanying  the  missive  with 
pregnant  remarks.  He  has  the  aspect  of 
one  meditating  assault  and  battery.  To 
offset  the  picture  there  is  much  indirect 
testimony  to  the  amiability  of  the  man, 
aside  from  the  evidence  furnished  by  his 
own  writings.  ...  I  picture  him  as 
a  sort  of  Samuel  Pepys,  with  perhaps  less 
quaintness,  and  the  poetical  temperament 
added.  Like  the  prince  of  gossips,  too, 
he  somehow  gets  at  your  affections. — • 
Aldrich,  Thomas  Bailey,  1900,  Poems  of 
Robert  Herrick,  Introduction,  pp.  xxvii, 
xxviii,  xxx. 


HESPERIDES 

1648 

I  sing  of  brooks,  of  blossoms,  birds  and  bow¬ 
ers, 

Of  April,  May,  of  Jnne  and  Jaly-flowers; 

I  siag  of  may-poles,  hock-carts,  wassails, 
wakes. 

Of  bridegrooms,  brides,  and  of  their  bridal- 
cakes  ; 

I  writoof  youth,  of  love,  and  have  access 
By  these  to  sing  of  cleanly  wantonness; 

I  sing  of  dews,  of  rains,  and  piece  by  piece, 

Of  balm,  of  oil,  of  spice,  and  nmbergris; 

1  sing  of  times  trails- shifting;  and  I  write 
How  roses  first  came  red  and  lilies  white. 

1  write  of  groves,  of  twilights,  and  1  sing 
The  Court  of  Mab  and  of  the  Fnirie  King; 

I  write  of  I-lcll;  I  sing,  and  ever  shall, 

Of  Heaven,  and  hope  to  have  it  after  nil. 

— Herrick,  Robert,  1648,  The  Argument 
of  His  Book,  Ilesperides,  p.  3. 

Ships  lately  from  the  islands  came, 

With  wines,  thou  never  henrd'st  by  narue. 
Montefinsco,  Frontininc, 

Verunccio,  and  that  old  sack 
Young  Hcrric  took  to  entertaine 
The  muses  in  a  sprightly  vein. 

—Anon,  1656,  To  Parson  Weeks,  an 
vitation  to  London,  Musarum  Delicice. 

An  then  Flaccita  Horace, 

He  was  but  a  sowr-ass, 

And  good  for  nothing  bnt  Ly  ricks. 

There’s  but  One  to  be  found 
In  all  English  ground 

Writes  ns  well ;— who  is  hight  Robert  Herick. 
— Anon,  1658,  Naps  upon  Parnassus. 

Herrick  published  his  poems  at  an  age 
when  youth  and  inexperience  could  not 
be  urged  in  extenuation  of  the  blemishes 
which  they  presented.  The  author  was 
fifty-seven  years  old  when  the  “Hesper- 
ides”  issued  from  the  press,  replete  with 
beauties  and  excellencies,  and  at  the  same 
time  abounding  in  passages' of  outrageous 
grossness.  The  title  was  perhaps  rather 
apt  to  mislead,  for  besides  golden  apples, 
this  garden  assuredly  contained  many  rank 
tares  and  poisonous  roots.  It  would 
scarcely  suffice  to  plead  the  freedom  and 
breadth  of  speech  customary  among  all 
classes  and  with  both  sexes  at  that  period. 
Some  share  of  the  blame  must,  beyond 
question,  be  laid  to  Herrick’s  voluptuous¬ 
ness  of  temperament,  and  not  very  cleanly 
ardour  of  imagination;  yet,  after  all  de¬ 
ductions  which  it  is  possible  to  make, 
what  a  noble  salvage  remains!  Enough 
beauty,  wit,  nay  piety,  to  convert  even 
the  prudish  to  an  admiration  of  the  genius 
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which  shines  transparent  through  all. — 
Hazlitt,  William  Carew,  1869,  erf.  Hes¬ 
perides,  Preface,  voL  I,  p.  viii. 

The  “Hesperides”  is  so  rich  in  jewelry, 
that  the  most  careless  selection  can  hardly 
be  unsatisfactory.  Yet  being  so  rich,  there 
might  have  been  more  independent  taste. 
One  is  led  to  ask  how  much  of  popular 
favouritism  even  in  literature  is,  like 
fashion  in  clothes,  due  to  dictation  of  the 
purveyors.— Linton,  W.  J.,  1882,  erf.. 
Rare  Poems  of  the  Sixteenth  and  Seven¬ 
teenth  Centuries,  p.  242,  note . 

Herrick  alone,  with  imperturbable  se¬ 
renity,  continued  to  pipe  out  his  pastoral 
ditties,  and  crown  his  head  with  daffodils, 
when  England  was  torn  to  pieces  with 
the  most  momentous  struggle  for  liberty 
in  her  annals.  To  the  poetic  student  he 
is,  therefore,  of  especial  interest,  as  a 
genuine  specimen  of  an  artist,  pure  and 
simple.  Herrick  brought  out  the  ‘'Hes¬ 
perides”  a  few  months  before  the  King 
was  beheaded,  and  people  were  invited 
to  listen  to  little  madrigals  upon  Julia’s 
tomacher  at  the  singularly  inopportune 
ioment  when  the  eyes  of  the  whole  na- 
on  were  bent  on  the  unprecedented  phe¬ 
nomenon  of  the  proclamation  of  an  English 
republic.  To  find  a  parallel  to  such  un¬ 
consciousness  we  must  come  down  to  our 
own  time,  and  recollect  that  Th£ophile 
Gautier  took  occasion  of  the  seige  of  Paris 
to  revise  and  republish  his  Emauz  et 
Camees. — Gosse,  Edmund,  1883,  Seven¬ 
teenth-Century  Studies,  p.  114. 

In  the  quiet  of  his  parsonage,  the  music 
of  his  life  found  utterance  in  every  mood. 
His  whole  mind  expressed  itself,  animal 
and  spiritual.  In  the  texture  of  his  book 
he  evidently  meant  to  show  the  warp  and 
woof  of  life.  He  aimed  at  effects  of  con¬ 
trast  that  belonged  to  the  true  nature  of 
man,  in  whom,  as  in  the  world  at  large, 
“the  strawberry  grows  underneath  the 
nettle,”  and  side  by  side  with  promptings 
of  the  flesh,  spring  up  the  aspirations  of 
the  spirit.  Even  the  dainty  fairy  pieces 
written  under  influence  of  the  same  fash¬ 
ion  that  caused  Shakespeare  to  describe 
Queen  Mab  and  Drayton  to  write  his 
Nymphidia,  even  such  pieces  of  his.  writ¬ 
ten  in  earlier  days,  Herrick  sprinkled 
about  his  volume  in  fragments.  He 
would  not  make  his  nosegay  with  the 
flowers  of  each  sort  bunched  together  in 
so  many  lumps.  There  is  truth  in  the 


close  contact  of  a  playful  sense  of  ugli¬ 
ness  with  the  most  delicate  perception  of 
all  forms  of  beauty.  Herrick’s  “epi¬ 
grams”  on  running  eyes  and  rotten  teeth, 
and  the  like,  are  such  exaggerations  as 
may  often  have  tumbled  out  spontaneously, 
in  the  course  of  playful  talk,  and  if  they 
pleased  him  well  enougli  were  duly  en¬ 
tered  in  his  book.  In  a  healthy  mind, 
this  whimsical  sense  of  deformity  may  be 
but  the  other  side  of  a  fine  sense  of  beauty. 

Morley,  Henry,  1884,  erf.  Hesperides 
( Morley's  Universal  Library),  p.  7. 

That  the  “Hesperides”  is  the  most  typ¬ 
ical  single  book  of  the  class  and  kind 
there  can  be  little  doubt,  though  there 
may  be  higher  and  rarer  touches  in  others. 
Its  bulk,  its  general  excellence  in  its  own 
kind,  make  it  exhibit  the  combined  in¬ 
fluences  of  Donne  and  Jonson  (which,  as 
was  oointed  out  earlier,  tell  upon,  and  to 
some  extent  account  for.  this  lyrical  out¬ 
burst)  better  than  any  other  single  vol¬ 
ume.  And  long  as  Herrick  had  to  wait 
for  his  public  (it  must  be  confessed  that, 
though  the  times  do  not  seem  to  have  in 
the  least  chained  the  poet’s  tongue,  they 
did  much  to  block  his  hearers'  ears),  there 
is  now  not  much  difference  of  opinion  in 
general  points,  however  much  there  may 
be  in  particulars,  about  the  poetical  value 
of  “The  Mad  Maid’s  Song”  and  “To  Daffo¬ 
dils,  ”  of  the  “Night  Piece  to  Julia”  and 
“To  the  Virgins,”  of  the  “Litany”  and 
“The  White  Island.”  Yet  this  book  is 
only  the  most  popular  and  coherent  col¬ 
lection  among  an  immense  mass  of  verse, 
all  informed  by  the  most  singular  and  at¬ 
tractive  quality.  — Saintsbury,  George, 
1895,  Social  England,  erf.  Traill,  vol.  IV, 
p.  300. 

Yellow  and  frayed  and  torn ;  bu t  mark  wi thin, 
The  sparkling  rhyme 

That,  like  a  dimple  in  an  old  dame’s  chin, 
Laaghs  oat  at  Time  I 

—Welch,  Robert  Gilbert,  1896,  In  an 
Ancient  Copy  of  Herrick's  “ Hesperides 
The  Century  Magazine,  vol.  51,  p.  477. 

NOBLE  NUMBERS 
1048 

Herrick’s  sacred  poems  .  .  .  have 

often  much  merit.  We  cannot  doubt 
their  sincerity.  But  they  are  mostly 
strained,  and  show  Herrick  ill  at  ease. 
They  are  strangely  disfigured  with  con¬ 
ceits,  and  the  best  of  them  are  half 
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secular.— Ashe,  T..  1883,  Robert  Her¬ 
rick,  Temple  Bar,  vol.  68,  p.  132. 

Of  the  religious  poems  the  already- 
mentioned  “Litany,1'  while  much  the  most 
familiar,  is  also  far  the  best.  There  is 
nothing  in  English  verse  to  equal  it  as  an 
expression  of  religious  fear;  while  there  is 
also  nothing  in  English  verse  to  equal  the 
“Thanksgiving,”  also  well  known,  as  an 
expression  of  religious  trust. — Saints- 
buky,  George,  1887,  History  of  Eliza¬ 
bethan  Literature ,  p.  356. 

The  religious  pieces  grouped  under  the 
title  of  “Noble  Numbers”  distinctly  as¬ 
sociate  themselves  with  Dean  Prior,  and 
have  little  other  interest.  Very  few  of 
them  are  “born  of  the  royal  blood.” 
They  lack  the  inspiration  and  magic  of 
his  secular  poetry,  and  are  frequently  so 
fantastical  and  grotesque  as  to  stir  a  sus¬ 
picion  touching  the  absolute  soundness  of 
Herrick’s  mind  at  all  times.  The  lines 
in  which  the  Supreme  Being  is  assured 
that  he  may  read  Herrick’s  poems  without 
taking  any  tincture  from  their  sinfulness 
might  have  been  written  in  a  retreat  for 
the  unbalanced.  Aldrich,  Thomas 
Bailey,  1900,  Poems  of  Robert  Herrick, 
Introduction,  p.  xxv. 

GENERAL 

One  of  the  Scholars  of  Apollo  of  the 
middle  Form,  yet  something  above  George 
Withers,  in  a  pretty  Flowry  and  Pastoral 
Gale  of  Fancy,  in  a  vernal  Prospect  of 
some  Hill,  Cave,  Rock,  or  Fountain ; 
which  but  for  the  interruption  of  other 
trivial  Passages,  might  have  made  up 
none  of  the  worst  Poetick  Landskips. — 
Winstanley.  Willi  am,  1668,  The  Lives 
of  the  Most  Famous  English  Poets. 

These  two  books  of  poetry  made  him 
much  admired  in  the  time  when  they  were 
published,  especially  by  the  generous  and 
boon  loyalists,  among  whom  he  was  num- 
bred  as  a  sufferer. — Wood,  Anthony, 
1691  1721,  Athenx  Oxonienses ,  vol.  II, 
f  122. 

It  appears  from  the  effects  of  her  in¬ 
spiration,  that  Prue  was  but  indifferently 
qualified  for  a  tenth  muse.'— Granger, 
James,  1769- 1S24,  Biographical  History 
of  England,  vol.  in,  p.  136. 

Had  Herrick  adopted  any  arrangement 
or  classification  for  his  poetry,  it  would 
probably  have  experienced  a  kinder  fate. 
The  reader  would  then  have  had  the  op¬ 
portunity  of  choosing  the  department 


most  congenial  to  \s  taste,  and  without 
incurring  the  risk^oj  being  seduced  into 
the  perusal  of  matter  offensive  to  his  feel¬ 
ings.  At  present,  so  injudiciously  are 
the  contents  of  his  volume  disposed,  and 
so  totally  divested  of  order  and  propriety, 
that  it  would  almost  seem  the  poet  wished 
to  pollute  and  bury  his  best  effusions  in  a 
mass  of  nonsense  and  obscenity.  Nine 
persons  out  of  ten  who  should  casually  dip 
into- the  collection,  would,  in  all  probabil¬ 
ity,  after  glancing  over  a  few  trifling  epi¬ 
grams,  throw  it  down  with  indignation, 
little  apprehending  it  contained  many 
pieces  of  a  truly  moral  and  pathetic,  and 
of  an  exquisitely  rural  and  descriptive, 
strain. — Drake,  Nathan,  1798,  Literary 
Hours,  vol.  in,  No.  xliv. 

Herrick  is  a  writer  who  does  not  answer 
the  expectations  I  had  formed  of  him. 
He  is  in  a  manner  a  modern  discovery, 
and  so  far  has  the  freshness  of  antiquity 
about  him.  He  is  not  trite  and  thread 
bare.  But  neither  is  he  likely  to  become 
so.  He  is  a  writer  of  epigrams,  no 
of  lyrics.  He  has  point  and  ingenuity,  bi 
I  think  little  of  the  spirit  of  love  or  wine 
From  his  frequent  allusion  to  pearls  ano 
rubies,  one  might  take  him  for  a  lapidary 
instead  of  a  poet.— Hazlitt,  William, 
1820,  Lectures  on  the  Literature  of  the  Age 
of  Elizabeth. 

A  coarse-minded  and  beastly  writer, 
whose  dunghill,  when  the  few  flowers  that 
grew  therein  had  been  transplanted,  ought 
never  to  have  been  disturbed.  Those 
flowers  indeed  are  beautiful  and  perennial ; 
but  they  should  have  been  removed  from 
the  filth  and  ordure  in  which  they  are 
embedded.— Southey,  Robert,  1831, 
Lives  of  Uneducated  Poets,  p.  85. 

Without  the  exuberant  gayety  of  Suck¬ 
ling,  or  perhaps  the  delicacy  of  Carew, 
he  is  sportive,  fanciful,  and  generally  of 
polished  language.  The  faults  of  his  age 
are  sometimes  apparent :  though  he  is  not 
often  obscure,  he  runs,  more  perhaps  for 
the  sake  of  variety  than  any  other  cause, 
into  occasional  pedantry.  He  has  his 
conceits  and  false  thoughts;  but  these 
are  more  than  redeemed  by  the  numerous 
very  little  poems  (for  those  of  Herrick 
are  frequently  not  longer  than  epigrams), 
which  may  be  praised  without  much  more 
qualification  than  belongs  to  such  poetry. 
— Hall  am,  Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction 
to  the  Literature  of  Europe,  pi .  iii,  ch.  v. 
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The  Ariel  of  poets,  sucking  “where 
the  bee  sucks”  from  _  the  roseheart  of 
nature,  and  reproducing  the  fragrance 
idealized. —Browning,  Elizabeth  Bar¬ 
rett,  1S42-63,  The  Book  of  the  Poets. 

As  a  loyalist  and  sufferer  in  the  cause, 
there  can  be  no  doubt  that  Herrick  was 
popular  with  the  Cavalier  party,  and  that 
his  poems  were  received  with  the  favour 
they  deserved  by  his  contemporaries,  for 
that  they  were  popular  must  be  inferred 
from  the  number  of  them  which  were  set 
to  music  by  Henry  Lawes,  Laniere,  Wil¬ 
son,  and  Ramsay ;  it  is  somewhat  difficult 
to  account  for  the  seeming  neglect  which 
they  experienced  in  after  times. — Singer, 
S.  \\\,  1846,  ed.  Hesperides,  Biographical 
Notice,  vol.  I,  p.  xxv. 

More  than  any  eminent  writer  of  that 
day,  Herrick’s  collection  requires  careful 
sifting;  but  there  is  so  much  fancy,  so 
much  delicacy,  so  much  grace,  that  a  good 
selection  would  well  repay  the  publisher. 
Bits  there  are  that  are  exquisite.  .  .  . 

But  his  real  delight  was  among  flowers 
and  bees,  and  nymphs  and  cupids ;  and 
certainly  these  graceful  subjects  were 
never  handled  more  gracefully. — Mitford, 
Mary  Russell,  1851,  Recollections  of  a 
Literary  Life,  pp.  143.  144. 

He  was  an  Anacreon  or  Catullus  in 
holy  orders,  whiling  away,  at  the  ripe  age 
of  forty,  the  dulness  of  his  Devonshire 
parsonage  in  such  ditties  as  these  : 

“Mnch  I  know,  of  time  is  spent,”  &c.,  &c. 

And  so,  in  every  other  poem, 
he  sings  or  sips  his  wine,  with  his  arm 
round  a  Julia!  What  eyes,  what  lips, 
what  a  neck !  and  so  on  amorously,  be¬ 
yond  all  clerical  limits.  Like  Anacreon, 
he  is  sweet,  too,  in  light  sensuous  descrip¬ 
tions  of  physical  nature.  .  .  There 

was,  moreover,  a  tinge  of  amiable  melan¬ 
choly  in  his  genius— the  melancholy  on 
which  the  Epicurean  philosophy  itself 
rests. — Masson.  David,  1858,  The  Life  of 
John  MiUon,  vol.  I,  ch.  vi. 

It  is  an  especial  pleasure  to  write  the 
name  of  Robert  Herrick  amongst  the  poets 
of  religion,  for  the  very  act  records  that 
the  jolly,  careless  Anacreon  of  the  church, 
with  his  head  and  heart  crowded  with 
pleasures,  threw  down  at  length  his  wine- 
cup,  tore  the  roses  from  his  head,  and 
knelt  in  the  dust. — Macdonald,  George, 
1868,  England's  Antiphon,  p.  163. 


Making  due  allowance  of  the  time  when 
Herrick’s  verses  were  written,  his 
temptation  to  suit  the  taste  of  courtiers 
and  kings,  his  volumes  contain  much  ad¬ 
mirable  poetry,  tempered  with  religious 
devotion.  He  wrote  sweet  and  virtuous 
verse,  with  lines  here  and  there  that 
3hould  not  have  been  written.  But  he  is 
an  antedote  to  the  vice  in  his  lines,  and 
may  well  have  place  in  the  scholar’s 
library  with  Donne,  Daniel,  Cowley, 
Shakespeare,  and  contemporaries.  — 
Alcott,  A.  Bronson,  1869,  Concord  Days, 
p.  136. 

Many  of  his  compositions  are,  in  the 
fullest  sense  of  the  term,  trifles ;  others 
are  at  least  exquisite  trifles;  some  are 
not  trifles,  and  are  exquisite.  After  more 
than  a  century  of  neglect,  ensuing  upon 
their  first  ample  popularity,  Herrick’s 
writings  have  for  years  been  kept  fresh¬ 
ened  with  a  steady  current  of  literary 
laudation— certainly  not  unjustified,  so 
far  as  their  finer  qualities  go,  but  tend¬ 
ing  a  little  to  the  indiscriminate.  Ros¬ 
setti,  William  Michael,  1872-78,  ed. 
Humorous  Poems,  p.  98. 

Beyond  all  dispute,  the  best  of  the 
early  lyric  poets  is  Robert  Herrick,  whose 
verses  are  flushed  with  a  joyous  and  tender 
spirit.  He  may  be  styled  the  Burns  of 
his  time,  and  was  imbued  with  something 
of  the  reckless  soul  of  the  great  north- 
countryman.  .  .  .  Flowers,  music, 

woman,  all  these  had  their  intense  and 
several  charms  for  him,  and,  strangely 
enough  for  a  middle-aged  clergyman,  he 
was  clearly  an  amorous  and  erotic  poet. 

-Smith,  George  Barnett,  1875,  English 
I‘\igitive  Poets,  Poets  and  Novelists,  pp. 
381,  382. 

Like  the  holy  river  of  Virgil,  to  the 
souls  who  drink  of  him,  Herrick  offers 
“securos  latices.  ”  He  is  conspicuously 
free  from  many  of  the  maladies  incident 
to  his  art.  Here  is  no  overstrain,  no 
spasmodic  cry,  no  wire-drawn  analysis  or 
sensational  rhetoric,  no  music  without 
sense,  no  mere  second-hand  literary  in¬ 
spiration,  no  mannered  archaism  : — above 
all,  no  sickly  sweetness,  no  subtle,  un¬ 
healthy  affectation.  Throughout  his 
work,  whether  when  it  is  strong,  or  in 
the  less  worthy  portions,  sanity,  sincerity, 
simplicity,  lucidity,  are  everywhere  the 
characteristics  of  Herrick :  in  these,  not 
in  his  pretty  Pagan  masquerade,  he 
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shows  the  note, — the  only  genuine  note, 
— of  Hellenic  descent.  Hence,  through 
whatever  changes  and  fashions  poetry 
may  pass,  her  true  lovers  he  is  likely  to 
“please  now,  and  please  for  long.” — 
Palgiuve,  Francis  Turner,  1877,  Robert 
Herrick,  Macmillan  s  Magazine,  vol.  35. 

Among  the  English  pastoral  poets, 
Herrick  takes  an  undisputed  precedence, 
and  as  a  lyrist  generally  he  is  scarcely 
excelled,  except  by  Shelley.  No  other 
writer  of  the  seventeenth  century  ap¬ 
proached  him  in  abundance  of  song,  in 
sustained  exercise  of  the  purely  musical 
and  intuitive  gifts  of  poetry.  Shaks- 
peare,  Milton,  and  perhaps  Fletcher,  sur¬ 
passed  him  in  the  passion  and  elevated 
harmony  of  their  best  lyrical  pieces,  as 
they  easily  excelled  him  in  the  wider  range 
of  their  genius  and  the  breadth  of  their  ac¬ 
complishment.  But  while  these  men  ex¬ 
ercised  their  art  in  all  its  branches,  Her¬ 
rick  confined  himself  very  narrowly  to  one 
or  two,  and  the  unflagging  freshness  of 
his  inspiration,  flowing  through  a  long  life 
in  so  straitened  a  channel,  enabled  him  to 
amass  such  a  wealth  of  purely  lyrical  po¬ 
etry  as  no  other  Englishman  has  produced. 
His  level  of  performance  was  very  high; 
he  seems  to  have  preserved  all  that  he 
wrote,  and  the  result  is  that  we  possess 
more  than  twelve  hundred  of  his  little 
poems,  in  at  least  one  out  of  every  three 
of  which  we  may  find  something  charming 
or  characteristic.  Of  all  the  Cavalier 
lyrists  Herrick  is  the  only  one  that  fol¬ 
lowed  the  bent  of  his  genius  undisturbed, 
and  lived  a  genuine  artist’s  life. — Gosse, 
Edmund,  1880,  English  Poets,  ed.  Ward, 
vol .  u,  p.  124. 

By  a  strange  irony  of  fortune  the  only 
letters  we  possess  from  the  genial  and 
glowing  pen  of  the  great  poet  of  the 
“Hesperides”  are  a  series  of  plaintive 
notes  to  his  rich  uncle,  Sir  William  Her¬ 
rick  ;  and  we  may  gather  from  them  that 
this  amiable  relative’s  money  paid  for  the 
piping  of  some  of  the  most  graceful  lyrics 
in  the  English  language.  -Scoones,  W. 
Baptiste,  1880,  Four  Centures  of  English 
Letters,  p.  67. 

He  sings  well  chiefly  when  he  sings  of 
love,  but  this  love  is  not  of  the  kind  which 
inspires  our  greatest  poets.  He  is 
enamoured  with  the  accessories  of  a 
woman's  beauty — the  colour  of  a  ribbon, 
the  flaunting  of  a  ringlet,  with  “a  careless 


shoe-string,”  or  the  wave  of  a  petti¬ 
coat.  The  charms  he  sees  in  his  mistress 
are  likened  to  precious  stones,  and  all  the 
treasures  of  the  lapidary  are  represented 
in  his  verse.  There  are  few  traces  of 
tenderness  in  Herrick  and  none  of  pas¬ 
sion ;  it  is  probable  that  every  pretty  girl 
he  saw  suggested  a  pretty  fancy.  To 
judge  from  his  own  saying,  “no  man  at 
one  time  can  be  wise  and  love.”  Herrick 
was  not  wise.  If  we  may  trust  his  verses, 
the  poet  was  perennially  in  love,  chiefly 
with  Julia,  “prime  of  all,”  but  warmly 
too  with  Anthea,  Lucia,  Corinna,  and 
Ferilla.  Making  love  is  in  Herrick’s  eyes 
a  charming  amusement,  and  the  more 
love-making  the  more  poetry.  If  Julia 
prove  unkind,  he  can  solace  himself 
with  Sappho ;  and  if  Sappho  be  perverse, 
some  other  mistress  will  charm  him  with 
her  “pretty  witchcrafts.” — Dennis,  John, 
1883,  Heroes  of  Literature,  p.  97. 

None  of  our  English  lyric  poets  has 
shown  a  more  perfect  sense  of  words  and 
of  their  musical  efficiency,  none  has  united 
so  exquisitely  a  classic  sense  of  form  to 
that  impulsive  tunefulness  which  we  have 
come  to  consider  as  essentially  English. 
In  his  earlier  lyrics  Herrick  has  perhaps 
more  of  this  impulse,  but  it  served  him 
with  the  same  youthful  freshness  to  the 
last.  .  .  .  It  is  the  way  in  which 

Herrick  adds  to  and  completes  this  natural 
lyrical  impulse  by  the  further  grace  of 
verse  taught  by  the  Latin  verse-writers 
and  their  English  disciples,  that  makes 
him  so  consummate  an  artist  within  his 
range.  .  .  .  There  is  magic  in  these 

lyrics,  that  indefinable  quality,  born  of 
the  spirit,  which  con  alone  avail  in  the 
end  to  make  poetry  live.  Rhys,  Ernest, 
1887,  Hcsperides :  Poems  by  Robert  Her¬ 
rick,  Introduction,  pp.  xxxi,  xxxii,  xxxiii. 
Many  suns  hnve  set  and  shone, 

Many  springs  have  come  and  gone, 
Herrick,  since  thou  snng’stof  Wake, 
Morris-dance,  and  Barley-break; 

Many  men  have  ceased  from  care, 

Mnny  maidens  have  been  fair, 

Since  thou  sang'st  of  Julia's  eyes, 

Julia's  lawns  and  tiffanies; 

Many  things  are  past — but  thou, 
Golden-Mouth,  art  singing  now. 

Singing  clenrly  as  of  old, 

And  thy  numbers  are  of  gold . 

— Dobson,  Austin,  1887,  In  a  Copy  of  the 
Lyrical  Poems  of  Robert  Herrick ,  Scribner's 
Magazine ,  vol.  1,  p.  66. 
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Divided,  in  the  published  form,  into  two 
classes  :  they  may  be  divided,  for  purposes 
of  poetical  criticism,  into  three.  The 
“Hesperides”  (they  are  dated  1648,  and 
the  “Noble  Numbers’’  or  sacred  poems 
1647  ;  but  both  appeared  together)  consist 
in  the  first  place  of  occasional  poems, 
sometimes  amatory,  sometimes  not;  in 
the  second,  of  personal  epigrams.  Of  this 
second  class  no  human  being  who  has  any 
faculty  of  criticism  can  say  any  good. 
They  are  supposed  by  tradition  to  have 
been  composed  on  parishioners:  they  may 
be  hoped  by  charity  (which  has  in  this 
case  the  support  of  literary  criticism)  to 
be  merely  literary  exercises— bad  imita¬ 
tions  of  Martial,  through  Ben  Jonson. 
They  are  nastier  than  the  nastiest  work 
of  Swift;  they  are  stupider  than  the 
stupidest  attempts  of  Davies  of  Hereford  ; 
they  are  farther  from  the  author’s  best 
than  the  worst  parts  of  Young’s  “Odes’’ 
are  from  the  best  part  of  the  “Night 
Thoughts.’’  It  is  impossible  without  pro¬ 
ducing  specimens  (which  God  forbid  that 
any  one  who  has  a  respect  for  Herrick, 
for  literature,  and  for  decency,  should  do) 
to  show  how  bad  they  are.  Let  it  only 
be  said  that  if  the  worst  epigram  of 
Martial  were  stripped  of  Martial’s  wit, 
sense,  and  literary  form,  it  would  be  a 
kind  of  example  of  Herrick  in  this  vein. 
In  his  two  other  veins,  but  for  certain 
tricks  of  speech,  it  is  almost  impossible 
to  recognise  him  for  the  same  man.  The 
secular  vigour  of  the  “Hesperides, ’’  the 
spiritual  vigour  of  the  “Noble  Numbers,” 
has  rarely  been  equalled  and  never  sur¬ 
passed  by  any  other  writer. — SAINTSBURY, 
George,  1887,  History  of  Elizabethan 
Literature ,  p.  355. 

Herrick  the  inexhaustible  in  dainties; 
Herrick,  that  parson-pagan,  with  the  soul 
of  a  Greek  of  the  Anthology,  and  a  cure 
of  souls  (Heaven  help  them  !)  in  Devon¬ 
shire.  His  Julia  is  the  least  mortal  of 
these  “daughters  of  dreams  and  of 
stories,  ”  whom  poets  celebrate  ;  she  has  a 
certain  opulence  of  flesh  and  blood,  a 
cheek  like  a  damask  rose,  and  “rich eyes,” 
like  Keat’s  lady;  no  vaporous  Beatrice, 
she;  but  a  handsome  English  wench,  with 
“A  cuff  neglectful  and  thereby 
Ribbons  to  flow  confusedly; 

A  winning  wave,  deserving  note 
In  the  tempestuous  petticoat.” 

— Lang,  Andrew,  1889,  Letters  on  Liter¬ 
ature,  p.  149. 


There  were  those  critics  and  admirers 
who  saw  in  Herrick  an  allegiance  to  the 
methods  of  Catullus;  others  who  smacked 
in  his  epigrams  the  verbal  felicities  of 
Martial ;  but  surely  there  is  no  need,  in 
that  fresh  spontaneity  of  the  Devon  poet, 
to  hunt  for  classic  parallels;  nature  made 
him  one  of  her  own  singers,  and  by  in¬ 
stincts  born  with  him  he  fashioned  words 
and  fancies  into  jewelled  shapes.  The 
“more’s  the  pity”  for  those  gross  indelica¬ 
cies  which  smirch  so  many  pages ;  things 
unreadable,  things  which  should  have  been 
unthinkable  and  unwritable  by  a  clergy¬ 
man  of  the  Church  of  England. 
Mitchell,  Donald  G.,  1890,  English 
Lands  Letters  and  Kings,  From  Elizabeth  to 
Anne ,  p.  125. 

In  Herrick  the  air  is  fragrant  with  new- 
mown  hay  ;  there  is  a  morning  light  upon 
all  things ;  long  shadows  streak  the  grass, 
and  on  the  eglantine  swinging  in  the  hedge 
the  dew  lies  white  and  brilliant.  Out  of 
the  happy  distance  comes  a  shrill  and 
silvery  sound  of  whetting  scythes;  and 
from  the  near  brook-side  rings  the 
laughter  of  merry  maids  in  circle  to  make 
cowslipballs  and  babble  of  their  bachelors. 
—Henley,  William  Ernest,  1890,  Views 
and  Reviews,  p.  112. 

Herrick  was  practically  forgotten  until 
Nichols  in  1796  7  drew  attention  to  his 
poetry  in  the  “Gentleman’s  Magazine.” 
Nichols  was  followed  by  Dr.  Nathan 
Drake,  who  devoted  some  papers  to  Her¬ 
rick  in  “Literary  Hours;”  and  in  1810 
Dr.  Nott  published  “Select  Poems  from 
the  ‘Hesperides,’  ”  which  was  reviewed  by 
Barron  Field  in  the  “Quarterly  Review,” 
August  1810.  In  1823  a  complete  edition, 
in  two  volumes,  worthily  edited  by  Thomas 
Maitland,  lord  Dundrennan,  was  published 
at  Edinburgh,  the  “remainder”  copies 
being  issued  (with  a  fresh  title-page)  by 
William  Pickering  in  1825.  Pickering's 
edition  of  1846  contains  a  memoir  by  S. 
W.  Singer ;  an  edition  by  Mr.  Edward 
Walford  was  published  in  1859;  Mr.  W. 
Carew  Hazlitt’s  edition,  1869,  2  vols.,  has 
additional  information  of  interest;  and 
there  is  a  valuable  edition  by  Dr.  Grosart, 
3  vols.,  1876.  Selections  from  Herrick 
have  been  edited  by  Professor  F.  T. 
Palgrave  and  others. — Bullen,  A.  H., 
1891,  Dictionary  of  National  Biography, 
vol.  xxvi,  p.  254. 

The  passing  of  the  glory  of  the  world 
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is  continually  filling  his  eyes  with  tears, 
which  overflow  in  pearls  that  drop  within 
his  book.  There  are  people — surely  they 
must  have  lived  in  a  monastery  or  a 
vacuum — who  are  always  puzzled  that  the 
men  who  do  these  exquisite  things  in 
poetry  should  be  sensuous,  let  us  say  sen¬ 
sual,  in  their  lives;  but  apart  from  the 
many-sidedness  of  man,  it  is  surely  the 
sensuous  man  alone  who  is  capable  of 
these  rich  tearful  moments.  One  must 
have  lived  to  have  lost,  and  Herrick  lived 
as  generously  as  Solomon,  and  his  poems 
are  a  sort  of  Restoration  Ecclesiastes, 
with  less  of  the  whine  and  a  kinder  heart. 
Yet  his  “Noble  Numbers,”  or  his  “Pious 
Pieces,”  though  at  first  they  strike  one 
somewhat  ludicrously  as  coming  from  him, 
are  no  mere  “making  it  right”  with  the 
powers  above — they  are  the  result  of  the 
real  religious  devotion  which  was  at  the 
bottom  of  Herrick’s,  as  of  every  other 
poet’s  heart.— Le  Gallienne,  Richard, 
1891-95,  Retrospective  Reviews,  vol.  i, 
p.  3. 

Herrick  is  distinctively  a  poet  from 
whom  to  receive  pleasure.  He  is  not 
necessarily  to  be  studied;  he  is  to  be  en¬ 
joyed.  Doubtless  many  who  love  his 
verses  will  be  led  on  by  an  honorable  curi¬ 
osity  to  desire  to  know  this  and  that  con¬ 
cerning  the  man  and  his  work.  But  the 
poetic  enjoyment  is  the  main  thing.  Her¬ 
rick  is  a  very  individual  poet.  He  has 
something  about  him  which  lifts  him  out 
of  the  crowd  of  Jacobean  and  Caroline 
lyrists,  such  as  Carew  and  Suckling,  nor 
do  we  think  of  him  as  on  precisely  the 
same  level  as  his  predecessors  the  Eliza¬ 
bethans.  His  poems  have  a  certain  air  of 
distinction.  Many  of  them  are  trivial 
enough,  doubtless,  but  they  are  never 
quite  commonplace. — Hale,  Jr.,  Edward 
Everett,  1895,  Selections  from  the  Poetry 
of  Robert  Herrick,  p.  lxiii. 

Herrick  is  indeed  the  last  expression 
of  the  pagan  Renaissance,  prolonged  into 
the  quiddities  of  the  metaphysics,  the 
self-reproaches  of  the  mystics  and  the 
devotees,  and  the  darkness  of  Puritanism. 
Herrick  rises  to  no  spiritual  heights  nor 
does  he  sink  into  spiritual  glooms.  He  is 
frankly  for  this  world  while  it  lasts, 
piously  content  with  its  good  gifts.  His 
naivete  is  partly  art,  partly  nature,  or 
rather  it  is  nature  refined  by  art;  for  he 
is  out  and  out  an  artist — the  most  perfect 


specimen  of  the  minor  poet  that  England 
has  ever  known.  He  is  purely  a  lyrist, 
and  in  his  own  vein  he  is  really  unsur¬ 
passed,  whether  in  the  English  lyric  or 
any  other.— Carpenter,  Frederic  Ives, 
1897,  English  Lyric  Poetry,  1500-1700, 
Introduction,  p.  liii. 

Our  own  age  has  awarded  the  foremost 
place  among  Caroline  lyrical  poets  to  Rob¬ 
ert  Her  rick,  whose  verses,  after  having  been 
unaccountably  neglected  throughout  the 
eighteenth  century,  are  now  represented 
in  all  selections  of  English  poetry.  .  .  . 
“Corinna  going  a-Maying, ”  perhaps  the 
best  known  of  all  Herrick’s  country 
poems,  is  one  of  the  most  perfect  studies 
of  idealized  village  life  in  the  language. 
— Masterman,  J.  Howard  B.,  1897,  The 
Age  of  Milton,  pp.  101,  102,  105. 

Indeed  within  his  own  sphere,  as 
laureate  of  pastoral  England,  and  master 
of  the  lighter  lyric,  he  has  nothing  to  fear 
from  comparison  with  the  poets  of  any 
period  of  the  literature. — Pancoast, 
Henry  S.,  1899,  Standard  English  Poem ^ 
Spenser  to  Tennyson,  p.  607. 

A  little  over  three  hundred  years  age 
England  had  given  to  her  a  poet  of  the 
very  rarest  lyrical  quality,  but  she  did 
not  discover  the  fact  for  more  than  a 
hundred  and  fifty  years  afterward.  The 
poet  himself  was  aware  of  the  fact  at 
once,  and  stated  it,  perhaps  not  too 
modestly,  in  countless  quatrains  and  coup¬ 
lets,  which  were  not  read,  or,  if  read, 
were  not  much  regarded  at  the  moment. 
It  has  always  been  an  incredulous  world 
in  this  matter.  So  many  poets  have  an¬ 
nounced  their  arrival,  and  not  arrived. 

.  Robert  Herrick  is  a  great  little 
poet.  The  brevity  of  his  poems — for  he 
wrote  nothing  dc  longue  haleine — would 
place  him  among  the  minor  singers ; 
his  workmanship  places  him  among  the 
masters.  The  Herricks  were  not  a  family 
of  goldsmiths  and  lapidaries  for  noth¬ 
ing.  The  accurate  touch  of  the  artifi¬ 
cer  in  jewels  and  costly  metals  was 
one  of  the  gifts  transmitted  to  Robert 
Herrick.  Much  of  his  work  is  as  ex¬ 
quisite  and  precise  as  the  chasing  on  a 
dagger-hilt  by  Cellini ;  the  line  has  nearly 
always  that  vine-like  fluency  which  seems 
impromptu,  and  is  never  the  result  of 
anything  but  austere  labor. — Aldrich, 
Thomas  Bailey,  1900,  Poems  of  Robert 
Herrick ,  Introduction ,  pp.  xv,  xl. 
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John  Milton,  1608-1674.  Born,  in  London,  9  Dec.  160S.  At  St.  Paul's  School, 
1620  (?)-23.  Pensioner  of  Christ's  Coll.  Canib.,  12  Feb.  1625  ;  matric.  9  April 
1625;  B.  A.,  26  March  1629;  M.  A.,  3  July  1632.  Lived  with  his  father  at  Horton, 
Bucks.,  July  1632  to  April  1638.  Travelled  on  continent,  April  163S  to  July  1639. 
On  his  return,  settled  in  London  and  took  pupils.  Took  active  part  in  ecclesiastical 
controversy,  1641-42.  Married  (i.)  Mary  Powell,  May  (?)  16 13 ;  separated  from  her 
shortly  afterwards;  reconciled,  1645.  Latin  Secretary  to  Council  of  State,  March 
1649.  became  blind,  1650,  Wife  died,  1652.  Married  (ii.)  Catharine  Woodcock,  12 
Nov.  1656 ;  she  died,  Feb.  1658.  At  Restoration,  was  arrested  for  treasonable  pub¬ 
lications,  summer  1660;  released  soon  afterwards.  Married  (iii.)  Elizabeth  MinshulJ, 
24  Feb.  1663.  Died,  in  London,  8  Nov.  1674.  Buried  in  St.  Giles’s,  Cripplegate. 
IKor/rs:  "A  Masque  (‘Comus’)  presented  at  Ludlow  Castle"  (anon.),  “Lycidas"  in 
"Justa  Edouardo  King  Naufrago, "  1638;  "Of  Reformation  touching  Church  Discipline 
in  England"  (anon.),  1644;  "Of  Prelatical  Episcopacy"  (anon.),  1641  ;  "Animadver¬ 
sions  upon  the  Remonstrat’s  Defence  against  Smectymnuus"  (anon.),  1641;  "The 
Archbishop  of  Canterburie’s  Dream"  (anon.),  1641 ;  "The  Reason  of  Church  Govern¬ 
ment  urged  against  Prelaty,”  1641;  Tyrannicall  Government  anatomized"  (anon.), 
1642;  "An  Apology  against.  ...  ‘A  Modest  Confutation  of  the  Animadver¬ 
sions’  "  (anon. ), 1642 ;  "News  From  Hell”  (anon.),  16-12;  "The  Doctrine  and  Discipline 
of  Divorce"  (anon.),  1643;  "Of  Education"  (anon.),  (1644)  ;  " Areopagitica,"  1644; 
"Tetrachordon, ’’  1645 ;  "Colasterion"  (anon.),  1645  ;  "Poems,  "  1645;  "The  Tenure 
of  Kings  and  Magistrates"  (under  initials:  J.  M.),  1649;  "Observations  on  the  Arti- 
les  of  Peace,”  1649 ;  “  ’Eikoi/okMio-t^s”  (anon.),  1649 ;  “The  Grand  Case  of  Conscience. 

.  .  stated"  (anon.),  1650;  "Pro  Populo  Anglicano  Defensio,"  1650;  "The  Life 
id  Reign  of  King  Charles  "(anon.),  1651 ;  "A  Letter  written  to  a  Gentleman  in  the 
ountry, "  1653;  "Pro  Populo  Anglicano  Defensio  Secunda,"  1654;  "Prose  Defensio 
contra  Alexandrum  Morum,”  1655 ;  "Scriptum  Domini  Protectoris.  .  .  .  contra 

Hispanos,"  1655;  "A  Treatise  of  Civil  Power  in  Ecclesiastical  Causes,"  1659;  "Con¬ 
siderations  touching  the  likeliest  means  to  remove  Hirelings  out  of  the  Church," 
1659;  "The  Ready  and  Easy  Way  to  Establish  a  Free  Commonwealth"  (anon.),  1659; 
"Brief  Notes  upon  a  late  Sermon  ...  by  Mathew  Griffith,”  1660 ;  "Paradise 
Lost,"  1667;  "Accidence  commenc't  Grammar"  (anon.),  1669;  "The  History  of 
Britain,"  1670;  "Artis  Logicae  Plenior  Institutio, "  1670;  "Paradise  Regained 
.  .  To  which  is  added  'Samson  Agonistes,’  "  1671 ;  "Poems,  etc.,  upon  several 

Occasions,"  1673;  "Of  True  Religion,  etc."  (under  initials:  J.  M.),  1673 ;  "Epistol- 
arum  Familiarum  liber  unus, "  1674.  Posthumous :  "Literae  Pseudo-Senatus  Angli- 
cani, "  1676 ;  "Character  of  the  Long  Parliament"  (possibly  spurious),  1681 ;  "A  Brief 
History  of  Moscovia,"  1682;  "De  Doctrina  Christiana  libri  duo  posthumi,"  1825.  He 
translated:  Martin  Bucer’s  "judgment  concerning  Divorce,”  1644;  "A  Declaration  or 
Letters  Patent  of  the  Election  of  this  present  King  of  Poland"  (anon.),  1674;  and 
edited:  Raleigh’s  "Cabinet  Council,"  1658. — Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A 
Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  199. 


PERSONAL 
I  was  born  at  London,  of  an  honest 
family;  my  father  was  distinguished  by 
the  undeviating  integrity  of  his  life ;  my 
mother,  by  the  esteem  in  which  she  was 
held,  and  the  alms  which  she  bestowed. 
My  father  destined  me  from  a  child  to 
^“tbe  pursuits  of  literature  ;  and  my  appetite 
for  knowledge  was  so  voracious,  that, 
from  twelve  years  of  age,  I  hardly  ever  left 
my  studies,  or  went  to  bed  before  mid¬ 
night.  This  primarily  led  to  my  loss  of 


sight.  My  eyes  were  naturally  weak,  and 
I  was  subject  to  frequent  head-aches; 
which,  however,  could  not  chill  the  ardour 
of  my  curiosity,  or'-»etard  the  progress  of 
my  improvement.  My_fathex  had  medaijy 
instructed  in  the  grammar-school,,  an  (Thy 
other  masters  at  home.  He  then,  after  I 
had  acquired  a  proficiency  in  various  lan¬ 
guages,  and  Fad  made  a  considerable  prog¬ 
ress  in  philosophy,  sent  me  to  the  Uni¬ 
versity  of  Cambridge.  Here  I  passed  seven 
years  in  the  usual  course  of  instruction 
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and  study,  with  the  approbation  of  the 
good,  and  without  any  stain  upon  my 
character,  till  I  took  the  degree  of  Master 
of  Arts.  After  this  I  did  not,  as  this 
miscreant  feigns,  run  away  into  Italy,  but 
of  my  own  accord  retired  to  my  father’s 
house,  whither  I  was  accompanied  by  the 
regrets  of  most  of  the  fellows  of  the  col¬ 
lege,  who  shewed  me  no  common  marks  of 
friendship  and  esteem.  On  my  father’s 
estate,  where  he  had  determined  to  pass 
the  remainder  of  his  days,  I  enjoyed  an 
interval  of  uninterrupted  leisure,  which  I 
entirely  devoted  to  the  perusal  of  the 
Greek  and  Latin  classics;  though  I  oc¬ 
casionally  visited  the  metropolis,  either 
for  tbe  sake  of  purchasing  books,  or  of 
learning  something  new  in  mathematics 
or  in  music,  in  which  1,  at  that  time, 
found  a  source  of  pleasure  and  amuse¬ 
ment.  In  this  manner  I  spent  five  years 
till  my  mother’s  death.  1  then  became 
anxious  to  visit  foreign  parts,  and  par¬ 
ticularly  Italy.  My  father  gave  me  his 
permission,  and  I  left  home  with  one 
servant.  — Milton,  John,  1654,  Second 
Defence  of  the  People  of  England. 

lie  married  his  first  wife  (Mary)  Powell, 
of  Fosthill,  at  Shotover,  in  Oxonshire.  ' 
Two  opinions  doe  not  well  on  the 
same  boulster.  She  was  a 
royalist,  and  went  to  her  mother  to  the 
king’s  quarters,  neer  Oxford.  I  have 
perhaps  so  much  charity  to  her  that  she 
might  not  wrong  his  bed :  but  what  man, 
especially  contemplative,  would  like  to 
have  a  young  wife  environ’d  and  storm'd 
by  the  sons  of  Mars,  and  those  of  the 
enemi  partie?  ...  He  was  a  spare 
man.  He  was  scarce  so  tall  as  I  am — 
quaere,  quot  feet  I  am  high:  resp.,  of 
middle  stature.  He  had  abroun  hayre. 
His  complexion  exceeding  faire — he  was 
so  faire  tbit  they  called  him  the  lady  of 
Christ's  College.  Ovall  face.  Ilis  eie  a 
darke  gray.  He  had  a  delicate  tuneable 
voice,  and  had  good  skill.  His  father  in¬ 
structed  him.  He  had  an  organ  in  his 
howse  :  he  played  on  that  most.  Of  a  very 
cheerfull  humour. — He  would  be  chearfull 
even  in  his  gowte-fitts,  and  sing.  He  was 
very  healthy  and  free  from  all  diseases: 
seldome  tooke  any  physique  (only  some¬ 
times  he  tooke  manna) :  only  towards  his 
latter  end  he  was  visited  with  the  gowte, 
spring  and  fall.  He  had  a  very  good 
memorie ;  but  I  beleeve  that  his  excellent 


method  of  thinking  and  disposing  did  much 
to  helpe  his  memorie. — Aubrey,  John, 
1669-96,  Brief  Lives,  ed.  Clark,  vol.  II, 
pp.  64,  65,  67. 

An  Author  that  liv’d  in  the  Reign  of 
King  Charles  the  Martyr.  Had  his  Prin¬ 
ciples  been  as  good  as  his  Parts,  he  had 
been  an  Excellent  Person;  but  his  de¬ 
merits  towards  his  Sovereign,  has  very 
much  sullied  his  Reputation. — Langbaine, 
Gerard,  1691,  An  Account  of  the  English 
Dramatick  Poets,  p.  375. 

He  was  frequenty  visited  in  his  house 
[in  Petty  France]  by  persons  of  quality, 
particularly  my  lady  Ranelagh,  whose  son 
for  some  time  he  instructed ;  all  learned 
foreigners  of  note,  who  could  not  pass  out 
of  the  city  without  giving  a  visit  to  a  per¬ 
son  so  eminent;  and,  lastly,  by  particular 
friends  that  had  a  high  esteem  for  him — 
viz.  Mr.  Andrew  Marvel ;  young  Lawrence 
(the  son  of  him  that  was  president  of 
Oliver’s  council),  to  whom  there  is  a  son¬ 
net  among  the  rest  in  his  printed  poems ; 
Mr.  Marchamont  Needham,  the  writer  of 
“Politicus;”  but,  above  all,  Mr.  Cyriack 
Skinner,  whom  he  honoured  with  two  son¬ 
nets.  .  .  .  Those  [daughters]  he  had 

by  his  first  [wife]  he  made  serviceable  to 
him  in  that  very  particular  in  which  he 
most  wanted  their  service,  and  supplied 
his  want  of  eyesight  by  their  eyes  and 
tongue;  for,  though  he  had  daily  about 
him  one  or  other  to  read  to  him — some, 
persons  of  man’s  estate,  who  of  their  own 
accord  greedily  catched  at  the  opportunity 
of  being  his  readers,  that  they  might  as 
well  reap  the  benefit  of  what  they  read 
to  him  as  oblige  him  by  the  benefit  of  their 
reading;  others,  of  younger  years,  sent 
by  their  parents  to  the  same  end — yet,  ex¬ 
cusing  only  the  eldest  daughter  by  reason 
of  her  bodily  infirmity  and  difficult  utter¬ 
ance  of  speech  (which,  to  say  truth,  I 
doubt,  was  the  principal  cause  of  excusing 
her),  the  other  two  were  condemned  to 
the  performance  of  reading  and  exactly 
pronouncing  of  all  the  languages  of  what¬ 
ever  book  he  should  at  one  time  or  other 
think  fit  to  peruse— viz.  the  Hebrew  (and, 
I  think,  the  Syriac),  the  Greek,  the  Latin, 
the  Italian,  Spanish,  and  French.  All 
which  sorts  of  books  to  be  confined  to 
read  without  understanding  one  word 
must  needs  be  a  trial  of  patience  almost 
beyond  endurance;  yet  it  was  endured  by 
both  for  a  time,  ,  ,  ,  There  [in 
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Jewin-street]  he  lived  when  he  married  his 
third  wife,  recommended  to  him  by  his  old 
friend,  Dr.  Paget  in  Coleman  Street. — 
Phillips,  Edward,  1694,  Memoir  of  Mil¬ 
ton i,  prefixed,  to  the  English.  Edition  of  Let¬ 
ters  of  State. 

Understanding  that  the  mediation  used 
for  my  admittance  to  John  Milton  had 
succeeded  so  well.that  I  might  come  when 
I  would,  I  hastened  to  London,  and  in  the 
first  place  went  to  wait  upon  him.  He 
received  me  courteously,  as  well  for  the 
sake  of  Dr.  Paget,  who  introduced  me,  as 
of  Isaac  Penington,  who  recommended 
me ;  to  both  of  whom  he  bore  a  good 
respect.  And  having  inquired  divers 
things  of  me,  with  respect  to  my  former 
progression  in  learning,  he  dismissed  me, 
to  provide  myself  such  accommodation 
as  might  be  most  suitable  to  my  future 
studies.  I  went  therefore  and  took  my¬ 
self  a  lodging  as  near  his  house,  which 
was  then  in  Jewin  Street,  as  conveniently 
I  could ;  and  from  thenceforward  went 
every  day  in  the  afternoon,  except  on  the 
first  days  of  the  week,  and  sitting  by  him 
in  his  dining-room,  read  to  him  in  such 
books  in  the  Latin  tongue  as  he  pleased 
to  hear  me  read.  At  my  first  sitting  to 
read  to  him,  observing  that  I  used  the 
English  pronunciation,  he  told  me  if  I 
would  have  the  benefit  of  the  Latin 
tongue,  not  only  to  read  and  understand 
Latin  authors,  but  to  converse  with  for¬ 
eigners,  either  abroad  or  at  home,  I  must 
learn  the  foreign  pronunciation.  To  this 
I  consenting,  he  instructed  me  how  to 
sound  the  vowels.  .  .  .  But  this 

change  of  pronunciation  proved  a  new 
difficulty  to  me.  .  .  .  He,  on  the 

other  hand,  perceiving  with  what  earnest 
desire  I  pursued  learning,  gave  me  not 
only  all  the  encouragement,  but  all  the 
help  he  could.  For,  having  a  curious 
ear,  he  understood  by  my  tone  when  I  un¬ 
derstood  what  I  read,  and  when  I  did  not ; 
and  accordingly  would  stop  me,  examine 
me,  and  open  the  most  difficult  passages 
to  me.  Thus  went  I  on,  for  about  six 
weeks’  time,  reading  to  him  in  the  after¬ 
noons. — Ellwood,  Thomas,  1714,  The 
History  of  the  Life  of.  Written  by  His  own 
Hand ,  ed.  Howells,  pp.  275,  276,  277. 

An  ancient  clergyman  of  Dorsetshire, 
Dr.  Wright,  found  John  Milton  in  a  small 
chamber  hung  with  rusty  green,  sitting  in 
an  elbow-chair,  and  dressed  neatly  in 


black;  pale  but  not  cadaverous;  his  hands 
and  fingers  gouty  and  with  chalk-stones. 
He  used  also  to  sit  in  a  gray,  coarse  cloth 
coat,  at  the  door  of  his  house  in  Bunhill 
Fields,  in  warm  sunny  weather,  to  enjoy 
the  fresh  air ;  and  so,  as  well  as  in  his 
room,  received  the  visits  of  people  of 
distinguished  parts  as  well  as  quality. 
li/CHARDSON,  Jonathan,  1734,  Explana¬ 
tory  Notes  and  Remarks  on  Miltons  Para¬ 
dise  Lost. 

In  his  youth  he  is  said  to  have  been  ex¬ 
tremely  handsome,  and  while  he  was  a 
student  at  Cambridge,  he  was  called  “the 
Lady  of  Christ’s-Oollege,  ”  and  he  took 
notice  of  this  himself  in  one  of  his  Public 
Prolusions  before  that  university ;  “A  qui- 
busdam  audivi  nuper  domina.”  The  colour 
of  his  hair  was  a  light  brown  ;  thesymmelry 
of  his  features  exact;  enlivened  with  an 
agreeable  air,  and  a  beautiful  mixture  of 
fair  and  ruddy.  .  .  .  Mr.  Wood  ob¬ 

serves,  that  “his  eyes  were  none  of  the 
quickest.”  His  stature,  as  we  find  it 
measured  by  himself,  did  not  exceed  the 
middle-size ;  he  was  neither  too  lean,  nor 
too  corpulent ;  his  limbs  well  proportioned, 
nervous,  and  active,  serviceable  in  all  re¬ 
spects  to  his  exercising  the  sword,  in 
which  he  much  delighted,  and  wanted 
neither  skill,  nor  courage,  to  resent  an 
affront  from  men  of  the  most  athletic  con¬ 
stitutions.  In  his  diet  he  was  abstemious; 
not  delicate  in  the  choice  of  his  dishes; 
and  strong  liquors  of  all  kinds  were  his 
aversion.  Being  too  sadly  convinced  how 
much  his  health  had  suffered  by  night- 
studies  in  his  younger  years,  he  used  to 
go  early  (seldom  later  than  nine)  to  rest; 
and  rose  commonly  in  the  summer  at  four, 
and  in  the  winter  at  five  in  the  morning; 
but  when  he  was  not  disposed  to  rise  at 
his  usual  hours,  he  always  had  one  to  read 
to  him  by  his  bed-side.  At  hisjjrst  rising 
he  had  usually  a  chapter  read"  to  him  out 
of  the  Hebrew  bible;  and  he  commonly 
studied  all  the  morning  till  twelve,  then 
used  some  exercise  for  an  hour,  after¬ 
wards  dined,  and  after  dinner  played  ori 
the  organ,  and  either  sung  himself,  or 
made  his  wife  sing,  who,  he  said,  had  a 
good  voice,  but  no  ear,  and  then  he  went 
up  to  study  again  till  six,  when  his  friends 
came  to  visit  him,  and  sat  with  him  till 
eight.  Then  he  went  down  to  supper, 
which  was  usually  olives  and  some  light 
thing;  and  after  supper  he  smoked  his 
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pipe,  and  drank  a  glass  of  water,  and 
went  to  bed.  When  his  blindness  re¬ 
strained  him  from  other  exercises,  he  had 
a  machine  to  swing  in  for  the  preserva¬ 
tion  of  his  health  ;  and  diverted  himself  in 
his  chamber  with  playing  on  an  organ.  He 
had  a  delicate  ear  and  excellent  voice, 
and  great  skill  in  vocal  and  instrumental 
music.  His  deportment  was  erect,  open 
and  affable;  and  his  conversation  easy, 
cheerful,  and  instructive.  —  BIRCH, 
Thomas,  1738-53,  Historical  and 

Critical  Account  of  the  Life  and  Writings 
of  Mr.  John  Milton,  vol.  i,  p.  Ixxiii. 

In  his  way  of  living  he  was  an  example 
of  sobriety  and  temperance.  He  was  very- 
sparing  in  the  use  of  wine  or  strong  liq¬ 
uors  of  any  kind.  .  .  A  He  was  like¬ 

wise  very  abstemious  in  his  diet,  not  fas¬ 
tidiously  nice  or  delicate  in  his  choice  of 
dishes,  but  content  with  anything  that 
was  most  in  season,  or  easiest  to  be  pro¬ 
cured  ;  eating  and  drinking  (according  to 
the  distinction  of  the  philosopher)  that  he 
might  live,  and  not  living  that  he  might 
eat  or  drink.  So  that  probably  his  gout 
descended  by  inheritance  from  one  or 
other  of  his  parents ;  or,  if  it  was  of  his 
own  acquiring,  it  must  have  been  owing 
to  his  studious  and  sedentary  life. — New¬ 
ton,  Thomas,  1749-51,  ed.,  Milton's  Po¬ 
etical  Works,  Life . 

I  am  ashamed  to  relate  what  I  fear  is 
true,  that  Milton  was  one  of  the  last 
students  in  either  university  that  suffered 
the  public  indignity  of  corporal  correc¬ 
tion.  .  .  Milton  has  the  reputation 

of  having  been  in  his  youth  eminently 
beautiful,  so  as  to  have  been  called  the 
Lady  of  his  college.  His  hair,  which  was 
of  light  brown,  parted  at  the  foretop,  and 
hung  down  upon  his  shoulders,  according 
to  the  picture  which  he  has  given  of  Adam. 
He  was,  however,  not  of  the  heroic 
stature,  but  rather  below  the  middle  size, 
according  to  Mr.  Richardson,  who  men¬ 
tions  biin  as  having  narrowly  escaped  from 
being  short  and  thick.  He  was  vigorous 
and  active,  and  del  ighf&Titt  the  -exercise 
of  the  sword,  in  which  he  is  related  to 
have  been  eminently  skilful.  .  .  His 

eyes  are  said  never  to  have  been  bright; 
but  if  he  was  a  dexterous  fencer,  they 
must  have  been  once  quick.  His  do- 
mestick  habits,  so  far  as  they  are  known, 
were  those  of  a  severe  student.  He  drank 
little  strong  drink  of  any  kind,  and  fed 


without  excess  in  quantity,  and  in  his 
earlier  years  without  delicacy  of  choice. 

.  .  .  Milton,  who  appears  to  have 

had  a  full  conviction  of  the  truth  of 
Christianity,  and  to  have  regarded  the 
Holy  Scriptures  with  the  profoundest 
veneration,  to  have  been  untainted  by 
any  heretical  peculiarity  of  opinion,  and 
to  have  lived  in  a  confirmed  belief  of  the 
immediate  and  occasional  agency  of  Prov¬ 
idence,  yet  grew  old  without  any  visible 
worship.  In  the  distribution  of  his  hours 
there  was  no  hour  of  prayer,  either  soli¬ 
tary  or  with  his  household;  omitting  pub- 
lick  prayers,  he  omitted  all. — Johnson, 
Samuel,  1779,  John  Milto^-Livcs  of  the 
English  Poets. 

Yea,  our  blind  Poet,  who  in  his  Inter  day, 

Stood  almost  single  ;  ottering  odious  truth — 
Darkness  before,  and  danger’s  voice  behind, 
Soul  awful— if  tho  earth  has  ever  lodged 
An  awful  soul— I  seemed  to  see  him  here 
Familiarly,  and  in  his  scholar's  dress 
Bounding  beforo  mo,  yet  a  stripling  youth — 

A  boy.  no  better,  with  his  rosy  checks 
Angelical,  keeu  eye,  courageous  look, 

And  conscious  step  of  purity  and  pride. 

— Wordsworth,  William,  1799-1805, 

The  Prelude ,  bk.  iii. 

His  literature  was  immense.  .  .  . 

With  the  Hebrew,  and  its  two  dialects, 
he  was  well  acquainted ;  and  of  the 
Greek,  Latin,  Italian,  French,  and  Spanish 
languages,  he  was  a  master.  In  Latin,  Dr. 
Johnson  observes,  his  skill  was  such  as 
places  him  in  the  first  rank  of  writers  and 
criticks.  In  the  Italian  he  was  also  par¬ 
ticularly  skilled.  His  “Sonnets”  in  that 
language  have  received  the  highest  com¬ 
mendation  from  Italian  criticks,  both  of 
his  own  and  of  modern  times.  If  he  had 
written  generally  in  Italian,  it  has  been 
supposed,  by  the  late  lord  Orford,  that 
he  would  have  been  the  most  perfect  poet 
in  modern  language  ;  .fflr.bis  own  strength 
of  thought  would  have  condensed  and 
hardened  that  speech  to  a  proper  degree. 
The  Academy  Della  Crusca  consulted  him 
on  the  critical  niceties  of  their  language. 

In  his  early  days  indeed  he  had  become 
deeply  enamoured  of  “the  two  famous  re- 
nowners  of  Beatrice  and  Laura."  It  has 
been  rightly  remarked,  that  .  be-. read 
almost  all  authors,  and  improved  by  all: 

He  himself  relates,  that  his  “round  of 
study  and  reading  was  ceaseless.  ^Torm; — 

Henry  John,  1  SOI -26,  Some  Account  of  the 
Life  and  Writings 'of  John  Milton,  p.  346. 
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We  have  now  completed  the  history  of 
John  Milton; — a  man  in  whom  were  illus¬ 
triously  combined  all  the  qualities  that 
could  adorn,  or  elevate  the  nature  to 
which  he  belonged  ;  'a  man,  who  at  once 
possessed  beauty  of  countenance,  sym¬ 
metry  of  form,  elegance  of  manners,  be¬ 
nevolence  of  temper,  magnanimity  and 
loftiness  of  soul,  the  brightest  illumina¬ 
tion  of  intellect,  knowledge  the  most  vari¬ 
ous  and  extended,  virtue  that  never  loi¬ 
tered  in  her  career  nor  deviated  from  her 
course; — a  man,  who.  if  he  had  been  del¬ 
egated  as  the  representative  of  his  species 
to  one  of  the  superior  worlds,  would  have 
suggested  a  grand  idea  of  the  human  race, 
as  of  beings  affluent  with  moral  and  intel¬ 
lectual  treasure,  who  were  raised  and  dis¬ 
tinguished  in  the  universe  as  the  favour¬ 
ites  and  heirs  of  Heaven. — Symmoxs, 
Charles,  1809  10,  The  Life  of  John  Mil- 
ton,  p.  593. 

.  .  .  Milton  stood  before  him. 

Gazing  with  reverent  awe  —  Milton,  his 
guest 

.  .  .  Little  then,  did  Galileo  think  whom  he 
received ; 

That  in  his  hand  he  held  the  hand  of  one 
Who  could  requite  him— w^o  would  spread 
his  name 

O’er  lands  and  sons — great  as  himself,  nay, 
greater. 

— Rocers,  Samuel,  1822-30,  Italy ,  The 
Campagna  of  Florence. 

John  Milton,  the  poet,  the  statesman, 
the  philosopher,  the  glory  of  English  lit¬ 
erature,  the  champion  and  the  martyr  of 
English  liberty.  .  .  .  Neither  blind¬ 

ness,  nor  gout,  nor  age,  nor  penury,  nor 
domestic  afflictions,  nor  political  disap¬ 
pointments,  nor  abuse,  nor  proscription, 
nor  neglect,  had  power  to  disturb  his  se¬ 
date  and  majestic  patience.  His  spirits 
do  not  seem  to  have  been  high,  but  they 
were  singularly  equable.  His  temper  was 
serious,  perhaps  stern;  but  it  was  a  tem¬ 
per  which  no  sufferings  could  render  sul¬ 
len  or  fretful.  Such  as  it  was,  when,  on 
the  eve  of  great  events,  he  returned  from 
his  travels,  in  the  prime  of  health  and 
manly  beauty,  loaded  with  literary  dis¬ 
tinction  and  glowing  with  patriotic  hopes, 
such  it  continued  to  be — when,  after  hav¬ 
ing  experienced  every  calamity  which  is 
incident  to  our  nature,  old,  poor,  sight¬ 
less,  and  disgraced,  he  retired  to  his  hovel 
to  die!— Macaulay,  Thomas  Babington, 
1825,  Milton ,  Edinburgh.  Review. 


Milton  alone  remained  faithful  to  the 
memory  of  Cromwell.  While  minor  au¬ 
thors,  vile,  perjured,  bought  by  restored 
power,  insulted  the  ashes  of  a  great  man 
at  whose  feet  they  had  grovelled,  Milton 
gave  him  an  asylum  in  his  genius,  as  in  an 
inviolable  temple.  Milton  might  have 
been  reinstated  in  office.  His  third  wife 
(for  he  espoused  two  after  the  death  of 
Mary  Powell)  beseeching  him  to  accept  his 
former  place  as  Secretary,  he  replied, 
“You  are  a  woman,  and  would  like  to 
keep  your  carriage  ;  but  I  will  die  an  hon¬ 
est  man.”  Remaining  a  Republican,  he 
wrapped  himself  in  his  principles,  with 
his  Muse  and  hi3  poverty.  He  said  to 
those  who  reproached  him  with  having 
served  a  tyrant,  “lie  delivered  us  from 
kings.”  Milton  affirmed  that  he  had  only 
fought  for  the  cause  of  Cod  and  of  his 
country.  One  day,  walking  in  St.  James’s 
Park,  he  suddenly  heard  repeated  near 
him,  “The  king!  the  king!”  “Let  us 
withdraw,”  he  said  to  his  guide,  “I  never 
loved  kings.”  Charles  II.  accosted  the 
blind  man.  “Thus,  Sir,  has  Heaven  pun¬ 
ished  you  for  having  conspired  against  my 
father.”  “Sire,”  he  replied,  “if  the 
ills  that  afflict  us  in  this  world  be  the 
chastisements  for  our  faults,  your  father 
must  have  been  very  guilty.”— Chateau¬ 
briand,  Francois  Rene,  Vico.mte  de, 

1837,  Sketches  of  Enqlish  Literature,  vol. 
n,  p.  80. 

We  have  offered  no  apology  for  expand¬ 
ing  to  such  length  our  commentary  on 
the  character  of  John  Milton;  who,  in 
old  age,  in  solitude,  in  neglect,  and  blind, 
wrote  the  “Paradise  Ix>st”  ;  a  man  whom 
labor  or  danger  never  deterred  from 
whatever  efforts  a  love  of  the  supreme  in¬ 
terests  of  man  prompted.  For  are  we  not 
the  better  ;  are  not  all  men  fortified  by  the 
remembrance  of  the  bravery,  the  purity, 
the  temperance,  the  toil,  the  independence 
and  the  angelic  devotion  of  this  man,  who, 
in  a  revolutionary  age,  taking  counsel 
only  of  himself,  endeavored,  in  his  writ¬ 
ings  and  in  his  life,  to  carry  out  the  life 
of  man  to  new  heights  of  spiritual  grace 
and  dignity,  without  any  abatement  of  its 
strength  ?— Emerson,  Ralph  Waldo, 

1838,  Milton. 

Indignant  at  every  effort  to  crush  the 
spirit,  and  to  cheat  it,  in  his  own  words, 
“of  that  liberty  which  rarefies  and  en¬ 
lightens  it  like  the  influence  of  heaven,” 
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he  proclaimed  the  rights  of  man  as  a  ra¬ 
tional  immortal  being,  undismayed  by 
menace  and  obloquy,  amid  a  generation  of 
servile  and  unprincipled  sycophants.  The 
blindness  which  excluded  him  from  the 
things  of  earth  opened  to  him  more  glor¬ 
ious  and  spiritualized  conceptions  of 
heaven,  and  aided  him  in  exhibiting  the 
full  influence  of  those  sublime  truths 
which  the  privilege  of  free  inquiry  in  re¬ 
ligious  matters  had  poured  upon  the  mind. 
—Prescott,  William  Hinckling,  1845- 
55,  Biographical  and  Critical  Miscellanies. 

Perhaps  no  man  ever  inhabited  more 
houses  than  our  great  epic  poet,  yet 
scarcely  one  of  these  now  remains.  .  .  . 
We  come  now  to  Milton’s  last  house,  the 
narrow  house  appointed  for  all  living,  in 
which  he  laid  his  bones  beside  those  of  his 
father.  This  was  in  the  church  of  St. 
Giles,  Crippiegate.  lie  died  on  Sunday, 
the  8th  of  November,  1674,  and  was 
buried  on  the  12th.  His  funeral  is  stated 
to  have  been  very  splendidly  and  numer¬ 
ously  attended.  By  the  parish  registry  we 
find  that  he  was  buried  in  the  chancel : 
“John  Milton,  gentleman.  Consumption. 
Chancell.  12.  Nov.,  1674.’’  Dr.  Johnson 
supposed  that  he  had  no  inscription,  but 
Aubrey  distinctly  states  that  “when  the 
two  steppes  to  the  communion-table  were 
raysed  in  1690,  his  stone  was  removed.” 
Milton’s  grave  remained  a  whole  century 
without  a  mark  to  point  out  where  the 
great  poet  lay,  till  in  1793  Mr.  Whitbread 
erected  a  bust  and  an  inscription  to  his 
memory.  What  is  more,  there  is  every 
reason  to  believe  that  his  remains  were, 
on  this  occasion  of  raising  the  chancel 
and  removing  the  stone,  disturbed.  The 
coffin  was  disinterred  and  opened,  and 
numbers  of  relic-hunters  were  eager  to 
seize  and  convey  off  fragments  of  His 
bones.  The  matter  at  the  time  occasioned 
a  sharp  controversy,  and  the  public  were 
at  length  persuaded  to  believe  that  they 
were  not  the  remains  of  Alii  ton,  but  of  a 
female,  that  by  mistake  had  been  thus 
treated.  But  when  the  workmen  had  the 
inscribed  stone  before  them,  and  dug 
down  directly  below  it,  what  doubt  can 
there  be  that  the  remains  were  those  of 
the  poet?  By  an  alteration  in  the  church 
when  it  was  repaired  in  1682,  that  which 
was  the  old  chancel  ceased  to  be  the  pres¬ 
ent  one.  and  the  remains  of  Milton  thus 
came  to  lie  in  the  great  central  aisle. 


The  monument  erected  by  Whitbread 
marks,  as  near  as  possible,  the  place. 
The  bust  is  by  Bacon.  It  is  attached  to 
a  pillar,  and  beneath  it  is  this  inscription  : 
John  Milton, 

Author  of  Paradise  Lost, 

Born  Dec*  ■ 1608 
Died  Novr-  1674. 

His  father ,  John  Milton,  died  March,  1646. 

They  were  both  interred  in  this  church. 

Samuel  Whitbread  posuit,  1793. 

— Howitt,  William,  1847,  Homes  and 
Haunts  of  the  Most  Eminent  British  Poets, 
vol.  I,  pp.  75,  115. 

No  one  can  read  Milton’s  writings,  or 
contemplate  his  life,  without  being  per¬ 
suaded  that  his  first  desire  was  the  free¬ 
dom,  and  through  that,  the  happiness  of 
his  country.— Mitford,  John,  1851-63, 
cd.,  Works  of  John  Milton,  Life ,  vol.  I,  p. 
cxxxii. 

The  best  portraits  of  Milton  represent 
him  seated  at  the  foot  of  an  oak  at  sunset, 
his  face  turned  towards  the  beams  of  the 
departing  luminary,  and  dictating  his 
verses  to  his  well-beloved  Deborah,  listen¬ 
ing  attentively  to  the  voice  of  her  father  ; 
while  his  wife  Elizabeth  looks  on  him  as 
Eve  regarded  her  husband  after  her  fault 
and  punishment.  His  two  younger  daugh¬ 
ters  meanwhile  gather  flowers  from  the 
meadows,  that  he  may  inhale  some  of  the 
odors  of  Eden  which  perfumed  his  dreams. 
Our  thoughts  turn  involuntarily  to  the  lot 
of  that  wife  and  daughters,  after  the 
death  of  the  illustrious  old  man  on  whom 
they  were  attending;  and  the  poet,  thus 
brought  back  to  our  eyes  again,  becomes 
more  interesting  than  the  poem.  Happy 
are  they  whose  glory  is  watered  with 
tears!  Such  reputation  penetrates  to  the 
heart,  and  in  the  heart  alone  the  poet’s 
name  becomes  immortal. — Lamartine, 
Alphonse  de,  1854,  Memoirs  of  Celebrated 
Characters. 

With  respect  to  the  worldly  circum¬ 
stances  of  this  great  man,  little  is  known 
with  certainty.  It  is  evident  that  during 
his  travels,  and  after  his  return,  the  al¬ 
lowance  made  him  by  his  father  was  lib¬ 
eral.  It  was  adequate,  we  may  see,  to 
the  support  of  himself  and  his  two 
nephews,  for  it  is  not  likely  that  his  sister 
paid  him  anything  for  them.  He  must 
also  have  considered  himself  able  to  sup¬ 
port  a  family,  without  keeping  school. 
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when  he  married  Miss  Powell.  He  of 
course  inherited  the  bulk  of  his  father’s 
property,  but  of  the  amount  of  it  we  are 
ignorant;  all  we  know  is  that  it  included 
the  interest  in  his  house  in  Bread-street. 
His  losses  were  not  inconsiderable.  A 
sum  of  £2000,  which  he  had  invested  in 
the  Excise  Office,  was  lost  at  the  Restora¬ 
tion,  as  the  Government  refused  to  recog 
nize  the  obligations  of  the  Commonwealth  ; 
according  to  the  account  of  his  grand¬ 
daughter,  he  lost  another  sum  of  £2000, 
by  placing  it  in  the  hands  of  a  money- 
scrivener  ;  and  he  also  lost  at  the  Restora¬ 
tion  a  property  of  £60  a  year  out  of  the 
lands  of  the  Dean  and  Chapter  of  West¬ 
minster,  which  he  very  probably  had  pur¬ 
chased.  His  house  in  Bread-street  was 
destroyed  by  the  Great  Fire.  The  whole 
property  which  he  left  behind  him,  ex¬ 
clusive  of  his  claim  on  the  Powell  family 
for  his  wife’s  fortune,  and  of  his  house¬ 
hold  goods,  did  not  exceed  £1500,  includ¬ 
ing  the  produce  of  his  library,  a  great 
part  of  which  he  is  said  to  have  disposed 
if  before  his  death.— Keightley,  Thomas, 
855,  An  Account  of  the  Life,  Opinions 
nd  Writings  of  John  Milton,  p.  75. 

He  stands  before  us  as  perhaps  the 
grandest  and  mightiest  individual  man  in 
literature, — -a  man  who  transmuted  all 
thoughts,  passions,  acquisitions,  and  as¬ 
pirations  into  the  indestructible  substance 
of  personal  character. — Whipple,  Edwin 
P.,  1857-66,  The  English  Mind ,  Character 
and  Characteristic  Men,  p.  194. 

He  attends  no  church,  belongs  to  no 
communion,  and  has  no  form  of  worship 
in  his  family;  notable  circumstances, 
which  we  may  refer,  in  part  at  least,  to 
his  blindness,  but  significant  of  more  than 
that.  His  religion  was  of  the  spirit,  and 
did  not  take  kindly  to  any  form.  Though 
the  most  Puritan  of  the  Puritans,  he  had 
never  stopped  long  in  the  ranks  of  any 
Puritan  party,  or  given  satisfaction  to 
Puritan  ecclesiastics  and  theologians.  In 
his  youth  he  had  loved  the  night ;  in  his  old 
nge  he  loves  the  pure  sunlight  of  early 
morning  as  it  glimmers  on  his  sightless 
eyes.  The  music  which  had  been  his  de¬ 
light  since  childhood  has  still  its  charm, 
and  he  either  sings  or  plays  on  the  organ 
or  bass  violin  every  day.  In  his  grey  coat, 
at  the  door  of  his  house  in  Bunhill  Fields, 
he  sits  on  clear  afternoons;  a  proud,  rug¬ 
gedly  genial  old  man,  with  sharp  satiric 


touches  in  his  talk,  the  untunable  fibre  in 
him  to  the  last.  Eminent  foreigners  come 
to  see  him  ;  friends  approach  reverently, 
drawn  by  the  splendour  of  his  discourse. 
It  would  range,  one  can  well  imagine,  in 
glittering  freedom,  like  “arabesques  of 
lightning,  ”  over  all  ages  and  all  litera¬ 
tures.  He  was  the  prince  of  scholars;  a 
memory  of  superlative  power  waiting  as 
handmaid  on  the  queenliest  imagination. 
The  whole  spectacle  of  ancient  civilisa¬ 
tion,  its  cities,  its  camps,  its  landscapes, 
was  before  him.  There  he  sat  in  his  grey 
coat,  like  a  statue  cut  in  granite.  He 
recanted  nothing,  repented  of  nothing. 
England  had  made  a  sordid  failure,  but 
he  had  not  failed,  llis  soul’s  fellowship 
was  with  the  great  Republicans  of  Greece 
and  Rome,  and  with  the  Psalmist  and 
Isaiah  and  Oliver  Cromwell.  — Bayne, 
Peter,  1878,  The  Chief  Actors  in  the  Pur- 
itan  Revolution,  p.  345. 

I  do  not  find  that  Milton,  though  he 
wrote  against  paid  ministers  as  hirelings, 
ever  expressly  formulated  an  opinion 
against  ministers  as  such.  But  as  has 
already  been  hinted,  there  grew  up  in 
him,  in  the  last  period  of  his  life,  a  secret 
sympathy  with  the  mode  of  thinking  which 
came  to  characterise  the  Quaker  sect. 
Not  that  Milton  adopted  any  of  their  pe¬ 
culiar  fancies.  He  affirms  categorically 
the  permissibility  of  oaths,  of  military 
service,  and  requires  that  women  should 
keep  silence  in  the  congregation.  But  in 
negativing  all  means  of  arriving  at  truth 
except  the  letter  of  Scripture  interpreted 
by  the  inner  light,  he  stood  upon  the  same 
platform  as  the  followers  of  George  Fox. 
— Pattison,  Mark,  1879,  Milton  (English 
Men  of  Letters),  p.  148. 

As  a  man,  too,  not  less  than  as  a  poet, 
Milton  has  a  side  of  unsurpassable  grand¬ 
eur.  A  master’s  touch  is  the  gift  of  na¬ 
ture.  Moral  qualities,  it  is  commonly 
thought,  are  in  our  own  power.  Perhaps 
the  germs  of  such  qualities  are  in  their 
greater  or  less  strength  as  much  a  part 
of  our  natural  constitution  as  the  sense 
for  style.  The  range  open  to  our  own 
will  and  power,  however,  in  developing 
and  establishing  them,  is  evidently  much 
larger.  Certain  high  moral  dispositions 
Milton  had  from  nature,  and  he  sedulously 
trained  and  developed  them  until  they  be¬ 
came  habits  of  great  power. — Arnold, 
Matthew,  1879,  Mixed  Essays,  p.  269. 
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On  the  4th  of  August,  1790,  according 
to  a  small  volume  written  by  Philip  Neve, 
Esq.  (of  which  two  editions  were  published 
in  the  same  year),  Milton's  coffin  was  re¬ 
moved  and  his  remains  exhibited  to  the 
public  on  the  4th  and  5th  of  that  month. 
Mr.  George  Stevens,  the  great  editor  of 
Shakspere,  who  justly  denounced  the  in¬ 
dignity  intended,  not  offered,  to  the  great 
Puritan  poet’s  remains  by  Royalist  Land- 
sharks,  satisfied  himself  that  the  corpse 
was  that  of  a  woman  of  fewer  years  than 
Milton.  .  .  .  Mr.  Stevens’s  assur¬ 

ance  gives  us  good  reason  for  believing 
that  Mr.  Philip  Neve's  indignant  protest 
is  only  good  in  general,  and  that  Milton’s 
hallowed  reliques  still  rest  undisturbed 
within  their  peaceful  shrine. — Ingleb  v, 
(J.  M.,  1883,  Shakspere' s  Bones. 

Although  the  “Prince  of  Poets’’  was 
born  and  died  in  London,  received  part  of 
his  education  in  London,  was  married  fre¬ 
quently  in  London,  and  lived  in  many 
houses  in  the  metropolis,  there  is  left  to¬ 
day  hardly  a  trace  of  anything  that  he 
has  touched,  or  that  is  in  any  way  asso¬ 
ciated  with  him  Even  his  grave  was 
desecrated,  and  the  precise  spot  in  which 
his  bones  lie  cannot  now  be  discovered. 
Hutton,  Laurence,  1S85,  Literary  Land¬ 
marks  of  London,  p.  210. 

On  the  whole,  Milton’s  character  was 
not  an  amiable  one,  nor  even  wholly  esti¬ 
mable.  It  is  probable  that  he  never  in 
the  course  of  his  whole  life  did  anything 
that  he  considered  wrong;  but  unfortu¬ 
nately,  examples  are  not  far  to  seek  of 
the  facility  with  which  desire  can  be  made 
to  confound  itself  with  deliberate  ap¬ 
proval.  That  lie  was  an  exacting,  if  not 
a  tyrannical  husband  and  father,  that  he 
held  in  the  most  peremptory  and  exag¬ 
gerated  fashion  the  doctrine  of  the  superi¬ 
ority  of  man  to  woman,  that  his  egotism 
in  a  man  who  had  actually  accomplished 
less  would  be  held  ludicrous  and  half  dis¬ 
gusting,  that  his  faculty  of  appreciation 
beyond  his  own  immediate  tastes  and  in¬ 
terests  was  small,  that  his  intolerance  sur¬ 
passed  that  of  an  inquisitor,  and  that  his 
controversial  habits  and  manners  outdid 
the  license  even  of  that  period  of  contro¬ 
versial  abuse, — these  are  propositions 
which  I  cannot  conceive  to  be  disputed  by 
any  competent  critic  aware  of  the  facts. 
If  they  have  ever  been  denied,  it  is  merely 
from  the  amiable  but  uncritical  point  of 


view  which  blinks  all  a  man’s  personal 
defects  in  consideration  of  his  literary 
genius.  That  we  cannot  afford  to  do 
here,  especially  as  Milton’s  personal  de¬ 
fects  had  no  small  influence  on  his  liter¬ 
ary  character.  — Saintsbury,  George, 
1887,  History  of  Elizabethan  Literature, 
p.  317. 

There  is  something  very  fascinating  in 
the  records  we  have  of  Milton’s  one  visit 
to  the  Continent.  A  more  impressive 
Englishman  never  left  our  shores.  Sir 
Philip  Sidney  perhaps  approaches  him 
nearest.  Beautiful  beyond  praise,  and 
just  sufficiently  conscious  of  it  to  be  care¬ 
ful  never  to  appear  at  a  disadvantage,  dig¬ 
nified  in  manners,  versed  in  foreign 
tongues,  yet  full  of  the  ancient  learning, 
—a  gentleman,  a  scholar,  a  poet,  a  musi¬ 
cian,  and  a  Christian, — he  moved  about 
in  a  leisurely  manner  from  city  to  city, 
writing  Latin  verses  for  his  hosts  and 
Italian  sonnets  in  their  ladies’  albums, 
buying  books  and  music,  and  creating, 
one  cannot  doubt,  an  all  too  flattering  im¬ 
pression  of  an  English  Protestant. — Bir- 
kell,  Augustine,  1887,  Obiter  Dicta, 
Second  Series,  p .  14. 

The  new  -world  honors  him  whoso  lofty  plea 

For  England’s  freedom  made  her  own  more 
sure, 

Whose  song,  immortal  as  its  theme,  shall  bo 

Their  common  freehold  while  both  worlds 
endure. 

— Whittier,  John  Greenleaf,  1888, 
Milton,  Inscription  on  the  Memorial  Win¬ 
dow  in  St.  Margaret’s  Church,  Westminster, 
the  g\fl  of  George  W.  Childs,  of  America. 

The  vision  we  have  of  him  is  that  of  a 
blind,  fresh-complexioned,  and  lightish¬ 
haired  man,  of  middle  stature  or  some¬ 
what  less,  and  of  slender  figure,  dressed 
still  usually  in  a  grey  suit,  and  with  a 
small  silver-hilted  sword  by  his  side, 
piloted  about  by  some  boy  or  more  mature 
companion,  partly  for  exercise  and  partly 
for  calls  at  favourite  book-shops.  Blind 
though  he  was,  it  was  only  by  his  gait 
that  you  knew  it,  for  his  eyes  were  clear 
and  without  speck  or  blemish.  Nor, 
though  the  face  was  sad  and  careworn, 
did  it  tell  the  age  at  which  he  had  arrived. 
From  the  still  lightish  hair  and  a  tinge  of 
colour  still  in  the  fair  complexion,  you 
would  have  judged  him  younger  than  he 
was.— Masson,  David,  1893,  In  the  Foot¬ 
steps  of  the  Poets,  p.  98. 
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Milton  was  nicknamed  the  “lady”  at 
college,  from  his  delicate  complexion  and 
slight  make.  He  was,  however,  a  good 
fencer,  and  thought  himself  a  “match  for 
any  one.”  Although  respected  by  the 
authorities,  his  proud  and  austere  charac¬ 
ter  probably  kept  him  aloof  from  much  of 
the  coarser  society  of  the  place.  He 
shared  the  growing  aversion  to  the  scho¬ 
lasticism  against  which  one  of  his  exer¬ 
cises  is  directed.  Like  Henry  More,  who 
entered  Christ’s  in  Milton’s  last  year,  he 
was  strongly  attracted  by  Plato,  although 
he  was  never  so  much  a  philosopher  as  a 
poet.  He  already  considered  himself  as 
dedicated  to  the  utterance  of  great 
thoughts,  and  to  the  strictest  chastity  and 
self-respect,  on  the  ground  that  he  who 
would  “write  well  hereafter  in  laudable 
things  ought  himself  to  be  a  true  poem.” 
— Stephen,  Leslie,  1894,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography ,  vol.  xxxvhl,  p.  25. 

In  Milton’s  life,  as  in  Milton’s  prose 
writings,  occur  passages  which  are  not 
admirable,  which  are  indeed  the  reverse 
of  admirable.  The  student  of  literature, 
we  may  presume,  is  a  lover  of  beauty, 
and  the  temptation  with  him  to  shirk  the 
ugly  passages  of  a  life  is  a  temptation 
easily  understood.  Here  he  may  say,  as 
Mr.  Matthew  Arnold  has  said  of  Shelley, 
here,  in  “Comus”  and  “Samson,”  here 
in  the  Council  Chamber  sheltering  Daven- 
ant  from  dangers  incurred  through  his 
Royalist  ardours,  here,  in  company  with 
Lawrence,  listening  to  the  lute  well 
touched,  is  the  Milton  we  desire  to  know, 
the  Milton  who  delights.  Let  us,  at  least 
as  long  as  we  are  able,  avert  our  eyes 
from  the  Milton  who  disgusts,  from  the 
unamiable  Milton,  the  Milton  who  calls 
his  opponent  “an  idiot  by  breeding  and  a 
solicitor  by  presumption,”  the  Milton  who 
helped  to  embitter  his  daughters'  lives, 
and  remembered  them  as  “unkind  chil¬ 
dren”  in  his  will.  What  is  gained  by 
forcing  this  disgusting  Milton  on  our  at¬ 
tention  ?  We  choose,  if  we  can,  to  retain 
a  charming  picture  of  the  great  poet. 
The  delightful  Milton  is  the  true  Milton 
after  all.  Ah,  give  us  back  the  delight¬ 
ful  Milton! — Dowdex,  Edward,  1895, 
New  Studies  in  Literature,  p.  442. 

But  he  is  more  than  idealist  or  artist — 
he  was  a  superlatively  noble,  brave,  truly 
conscientious  man,  who  could  never  have 
intentionally  done  a  mean  thing;  who  was 


pure  and  clean  in  thought,  speech,  and 
action ;  who  was  patriotic  to  the  point 
of  sublime  self-sacrifice ;  who  loved  his 
neighbor  to  the  point  of  risking  his  life 
for  republican  principles  of  liberty;  who, 
finally,  spent  his  every  moment  as  in  the 
sight  of  the  Cod  he  both  worshiped  and 
loved.  Possessed  of  sublime  powers,  his 
thought  was  to  make  the  best  use  of  them 
to  the  glory  of  Cod  and  the  good  of  his 
fellow-man.  We  may  not  think  that  he 
always  succeeded ;  but  who  among  the 
men  of  our  race  save  Washington  is  such 
an  exemplar  of  high  and  holy  and  effective 
purpose?  Beside  his  white  and  splendid 
flame  nearly  all  the  other  great  spirits  of 
earth  burn  yellow,  if  not  low.  Truly,  as 
Wordsworth  said,  his  soul  was  like  a  star; 
and,  if  it  dwelt  apart,  should  we  there¬ 
fore  love  it  the  less?  It  is  more  difficult 
to  love  the  sublime  than  to  love  the  ap¬ 
proximately  human,  but  the  necessity  for 
such  love  is  the  essence  of  the  first  and 
greatest  commandment. — Trent,  Will¬ 
iam  P.,  1899,  John  Milton,  A  Short  Study 
of  his  Life  and  Works,  p.  55. 

It  was  fortunate  for  the  harmonious  de¬ 
velopment  of  Milton’s  genius  that  during 
the  critical  years  between  youth4  and  man¬ 
hood,  years  which  in  most  men’s  lives  are 
fullest  of  turmoil  and  dubiety,  he  was  en¬ 
abled  to  live  a  life  of  quiet  contempla¬ 
tion.  His  nature  was  fiercely  polemical, 
and  without  this  period  of  calm  set  be¬ 
tween  his  college  life  and  his  life  as  a 
public  disputant,  the  sweeter  saps  of  his 
mind  would  never  have  come  to  flower  and 
fruitage.  It  was  particularly  fortunate, 
too,  that  this  interim  should  be  passed  in 
the  country,  where  the  lyric  influences 
were  softest,  where  all  that  was  pastoral 
and  genial  in  his  imagination  was  pro¬ 
voked.  The  special  danger  of  men  of  his 
stamp,  in  whom  will  and  doctrine  are  con¬ 
stantly  president  over  impulse,  is  the  loss 
of  plasticity,  the  stiffening  of  imagination 
in  its  bonds. — Moody,  William  Vaughn, 
1899,  ed.,  Poetical  IForA-s  of  Milton,  Life, 
CamJ>ridge  ed.,  p.  xiii. 

COMUS 

1034-37 

My  Lord:  This  poem,  which  received 
its  first  occasion  of  birth  from  your  self 
and  others  of  your  noble  family,  and  much 
honour  from  your  own  person  in  the  per¬ 
formance,  now  returns  again  to  make  a 
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final!  dedication  of  itself  to  you.  Although 
not  openly  acknowledged  by  the  author, 
yet  it  is  a  legitimate  offspring,  so  lovely, 
and  so  much  desired,  that  the  often  copy¬ 
ing  of  it  hath  tired  my  pen  to  give  my 
several  1  friends  satisfaction,  and  brought 
me  to  a  necessity  of  producing  it  to  the 
publike  view,  and  now  to  olTer  it  up  in 
all  rightful  devotion  to  those  fair  hopes 
and  rare  endowments  of  your  much-promis¬ 
ing  youth,  which  gave  a  full  assurance,  to 
all  that  knew  you,  of  a  future  excellence. 
— La  WES,  Henry,  1637,  To  Lord-Vis¬ 
count  Brady,  First  cd. 

Since  your  going,  you  have  charged  me 
with  new  obligations,  both  for  a  very 
kinde  letter  from  you,  dated  the  sixth  of 
this  month,  and  for  a  charity  piece  of  en¬ 
tertainment  which  came  therewith,— 
wherein  1  should  much  commend  the  trag¬ 
ical  part  if  the  lyrical  did  not  ravish  me 
with  a  certain  Dorique  delicacy  in  your 
songs  and  odes;  whereunto  I  must  plainly 
confess  to  have  seen  nothing  parallel  in 
our  language.  — Wotton,  Sir  Henry, 
1638,  Letter  to  John  Milton,  April  13. 

On  the  whole,  whether  “Comus”  be  or 
be  not  deficient  as  a  drama,  whether  it  is 
considered  as  an  epic  drama,  a  series  of 
lines,  a  mask,  or  a  poem,  I  am  of  opinion 
that  Milton  is  here  only  inferior  to  his  own 
“  Paradise  Lost.”—  Warton,  Thomas, 
1785,  ed.,  Milton’s  Poems  on  Several  Oc¬ 
casions,  p.  263. 

^  A  work  more  truly  poetical  is  rarely 
found  ;  allusions,  images,  and  descriptive 
epithets,  embellish  almost  every  period 
with  lavish  decoration.  As  a  series  of 
lines,  therefore,  it  may  be  considered  as 
worthy  of  all  the  admiration  with  which 
the  votaries  have  received  it.— Johnson, 
Samuel,  1779,  John  Milton,  Lives  of  the 
English  Poets. 

Even  Milton  deigned  to  contribute  one 
of  his  most  fascinating  poems  to  the  ser¬ 
vice  of  the  drama;  and,  notwithstanding 
the  severity  of  his  puritanic  tenets, 
“Comus”  could  only  have  been  composed 
by  one  who  felt  the  full  enchantment  of 
the  theatre.— Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1805, 
The  Life  of  John  Drydcn. 

Can  there  be  a  test  of  merit  more  in¬ 
disputable  than  this? — for  “Comus,” 
though  by  no  means  faultless  as  a  Masque, 
has  to  boast  of  a  poetry  more  rich  and 
imaginative  than  is  to  be  found  in  any 


other  composition  save  “The  Tempest”  of 
Shakspeare.  -Drake,  Nathan,  1817, 
Shakspeare  and  his  Times,  vol.  n,  p.  579. 

It  is,  certainly,  the  noblest  performance 
of  the  kind  which  exists  in  any  language. 

-Macaulay.  Thomas  Babington,  1825, 
Milton,  Edinburgh  Review ;  Critical  and 
Miscellaneous  Essays. 

What  sensibility  breathes  in  the  de¬ 
scriptions  of  the  benighted  Lady’s  singing, 
by  Comus  and  the  Spirit. —  CiiANMNG, 
William  Ellery,  1826,  Remarks  on  the 
Character  and  Writings  of  John  Milton. 

A  young  girl  and  her  brothers  are  be¬ 
nighted  and  separated  as  they  pass 
through  a  forest  in  Herefordshire.  How 
meagre  is  this  solitary  fact !  how  barren 
a  paragraph  would  it  have  made  for  the 
Herefordshire  journal,  — had  such  a  journal 
been  then  in  existence!  Submit  it  to 
Milton,  and  beautiful  is  the  form  which  it 
assumes.  Then  rings  that  wood  with  the 
jocund  revelry  of  Comus  and  his  company ; 
and  the  maiden  draws  near,  in  the  strength 
of  unblemished  chastity,  and  her  courage 
waxes  strong  as  she  sees 

“A  sable  cloud 

Turn  forth  her  silver  lining  on  the  night”  — 
and  she  calls  upon  Echo  to  tell  ner  of  the 
flowery  cave  which  hides  her  brothers,  and 
Echo  betrays  her  to  the  enchanter.  Then 
comes  the  spiritfrom  the  “starry  threshold 
of  Jove’s  court,”  and  in  shepherd-weeds 
leads  on  the  brothers  to  her  rescue ;  and 
the  necromancer  is  put  to  flight,  but  not 
till  he  has  bound  up  the  lady  in  fetters  of 
stone  ;  and  Sabrina  hastens  from  under  her 
“translucent  wave”  to  dissolve  the  spell — 
and  again  they  all  three  bend  their  happy 
steps  back  to  the  roof  of  their  fathers. 
This  is  not  extravagant  rhapsody — the 
tale  is  still  actually  preserved ;  but  it  is 
preserved  like  a  fly  in  amber.  The  image 
is  a  mere  thing  of  wood,  but  Milton  en¬ 
shrines  it,  and  it  becomes  an  object  of 
worship. — Southey,  Robert,  1827, 
Todd’s  Edition  of  Milton,  Quarterly  Re¬ 
view,  vol.  36,  p.  45. 

One  of  the  last  and  loveliest  radiations 
of  the  dramatic  spirit,  which  seemed  al¬ 
most  to  live  its  life  out  in  about  half  a 
century  of  English  literature,  beginning 
in  the  times  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  and  end¬ 
ing  in  those  of  Charles  the  First.  .  .  . 

Of  “Comus,”  I  think,  it  might  be  said,  as 
truly  as  of  any  poem  in  the  language, 
that  it  is  admirably  adapted  to  inspire  a 
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real  feeling  for  poetry.  It  abounds  with 
so  much  of  true  imagination,  such  attract¬ 
iveness  of  fancy,  such  grace  of  language 
and  of  metre,  and  withal  contains  so  much 
thought  and  wisdom  wherewith  to  win  a 
mind  unused  to  the  poetic  processes,  that 
were  I  asked  what  poem  might  best  be 
chosen  to  awaken  the  imagination  to  a 
healthful  activity,  I  would  point  to  Mil¬ 
ton’s  “Comus,  ”  as  better  fitted  than  al¬ 
most  any  other  for  the  purpose.— Reed, 
Henry,  1855,  Lectures  on  English  Litera¬ 
ture,  from.  Chaucer  to  Tennyson,  pp.  189, 
190. 

With  these  sounds  left  on  the  ear,  and 
a  final  glow  of  angelic  light  on  the  eye, 
the  performance  ends,  and  the  audience 
rises  and  disperses  through  the  castle. 
The  castle  is  now  a  crumbling  ruin,  along 
the  ivy-clad  walls  and  through  the  dark 
passages  of  which  the  visitor  clambers  or 
gropes  his  way,  disturbing  the  crows  and 
the  martlets  in  their  recesses;  but  one 
can  stand  yet  in  the  doorway  through 
which  the  parting  guests  of  that  night  de¬ 
scended  into  the  inner  court ;  and  one  can 
see  where  the  stage  was,  on  which  the 
sister  was  lost  by  her  brothers,  and  Comus 
revelled  with  his  crew,  and  the  lady  was 
fixed  as  marble  by  enchantment,  and 
Sabrina  arose  with  her  water-nymphs,  and 
the  swains  danced  in  welcome  of  the  earl, 
and  the  Spirit  gloriously  ascended  to  its 
native  heaven.  More  mystic  it  is  to  leave 
the  ruins,  and,  descending  one  of  the 
winding  streets  that  lead  from  the  castle 
into  the  valley  of  the  Teme,  to  look  up¬ 
wards  to  castle  and  town  seen  as  one  pic¬ 
ture,  and,  marking  more  expressly  the 
three  long  pointed  windows  that  grace¬ 
fully  slit  the  chief  face  of  the  wall  to¬ 
wards  the  north,  to  realize  that  it  was  from 
that  ruin,  and  from  those  windows  in  the 
ruin,  that  the  verse  of  “Comus”  was  first 
shook  into  the  air  of  England.  Much  as 
Milton  wrote  afterwards,  he  never  wrote 
anything  more  beautiful,  more  perfect 
than  “Comus.” — Masson,  David,  1858, 
The  Life  of  John  Milton,  vol.  I,  ch.  vii. 

The  sublimity  of  Milton’s  genius — the 
quality  which,  in  the  literature  of  his  own 
country  at  all  events,  so  pre-eminently 
distinguishes  him  as  a  poet — shines  forth 
with  marvellous  fulness  in  this  glorious 
work  of  his  youth.  The  execution  falls 
but  little  short  of  the  conception.  The 
lyric  portions,  although  perhaps  Macaulay 


goes  too  far  in  describing  them  as  com¬ 
pletely  overshadowing  the  dramatic,  are 
among  the  poet’s  noblest  verse;  and  the 
dialogue,  though  its  versification  is  less 
stately  and  its  diction  less  ample  than 
that  of  Paradise  Lost,  which  indeed  almost 
precludes  dramatic  declamation,  rises  at 
the  climax  of  the  moral  interest— in  the 
argument  between  Comus  and  the  Rady — 
to  almost  matchless  beauty.  Indeed  there 
may  be  those  who  cannot  suppress  a  wish 
that  Milton  had  always  adhered  to  this 
earlier  and  easier  treatment  of  his  favour¬ 
ite  metre — easier  I  mean  to  hands  under 
which  language  passed  into  combinations 
“musical,  as  is  Apollo’s  lute.”-  Ward, 
Adolphus  William,  1875-99,  A  History 
of  English  Dramatic  Literature,  vol.  ill,  p. 
200. 

The  tale  is  told  beautifully,  simply; 
without  plot  or  any  artifice ;  and  with 
no  regard  to  superficial  probabilities. 
Frankly  discarding  everything  of  the 
drama,  except  its  form,  the  poet  does  not 
stoop,  as,  within  certain  limits,  the  suc¬ 
cessful  dramatist  must,  to  be  a  literary 
mocking-bird.  Aloft  on  his  perch,  like  a 
nightingale,  he  fills  the  grove  with  his 
music,  varying  his  note  as  the  subject 
varies,  but  always  with  the  same  volume 
of  sound  and  the  same  rich  and  mellow 
tone.  None  of  the  masters  of  English 
poetry,  Milton’s  predecessors,  not  Chau¬ 
cer,  not  Spenser,  not  Shakespeare  even, 
had  done  much  to  detract  from  the  origi¬ 
nality,  or  to  herald  the  perfection  of 
Comus.  Chaucer’s  blank  verse  is  not  to 
be  mentioned  with  that  of  Milton. — 
Bayne,  Peter,  1878,  The  Chief  Actors  in 
the  Puritan  Revolution,  p.  309. 

It  is  moreover  raised  above  an  ethical 
poem  by  its  imaginative  form  and  power; 
and  its  literary  worth  enables  us  to  con¬ 
sider  it,  if  we  choose,  apart  from  its  dra¬ 
matic  form.  Its  imagination,  however, 
sinks  at  times,  and  one  can  scarcely  ex¬ 
plain  this  otherwise  than  by  saying  that 
the  Elizabethan  habit  of  fantastic  meta¬ 
phor  clung  to  Milton  at  this  time.  When 
he  does  fall,  the  fall  is  made  more  re¬ 
markable  by  the  soaring  strength  of  his 
loftier  flight  and  by  the  majesty  of  the 
verse.  Nothing  can  be  worse  in  concep¬ 
tion  than  the  comparison  of  night  to  a 
thief  who  shuts  up,  for  the  sake  of  his 
felony,  the  stars  whose  lamps  burn  ever¬ 
lasting  oil  in  his  dark  lantern.  The 
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better  it  is  carried  out  and  the  finer  the 
verse,  the  worse  it  is.  And  yet  it  is  in¬ 
stantly  followed  by  the  great  passage 
about  the  fears  of  night,  the  fantasies 
and  airy  tongues  that  syllable  men’s 
names,  and  by  the  glorious  appeal  to  con¬ 
science,  faith,  and  Clod,  followed  in  its 
turn  by  the  fantastic  conceit  of  the  cloud 
that  turns  out  its  Bilver  lining  on  the 
night.  This  is  the  Elizabethan  weakness 
and  strength,  the  mixture  of  gold  and 
clay,  the  want  of  that  art-sensitiveness 
which  feels  the  absurd  :  and  Milton,  even 
in  “Paradise  Lost,’’  when  he  had  got  fur¬ 
ther  from  his  originals,  falls  into  it  not 
unfrequently.  It  is  a  fault  which  runs 
through  a  good  deal  of  his  earlier  work, 
it  is  more  seen  in  “Comus”  than  else¬ 
where  ;  but  it.  was  the  fault  of  that  poetic 
age.— Brooke,  Stopford,  1879,  Milton 
( Classical  Writers ),  p.  24. 

The  beautiful  soul  makes  beautiful  the 
outward  form ;  the  base  act  debases  the 
soul  of  him  who  commits  it.  This  was 
Milton’s  highest  message  to  the  world. 
This  was  the  witness  of  Puritanism  at  its 
best.  This  was  “the  sage  and  serious 
doctrine  of  virginity,”  of  that  singleness 
of  heart  and  spirit  which  is  the  safeguard 
of  purity  in  marriage  or  out  of  marriage. 
Between  the  ideal  of  womanhood  formed 
by  Milton  in  his  youth  and  that  of  even 
such  a  man  as  Massinger  there  is  a  great 
gulf.  To  Milton  the  world  is  a  place  in 
which  the  lady  can  break  the  spells  of 
Comus  by  the  very  force  of  innocence.  To 
Massinger  it  is  a  place  to  be  shunned  and 
avoided  as  altogether  evil.  His  Camiola 
can  only  find  rest  by  its  renunciation. — 
Gardiner,  Samuel  It.,  1883,  History  of 
England  from  the  Accession  of  James  I.  to 
The  Outbreak  of  the  Civil  War,  vol.  vii,  p. 
337. 

His  greatest  work,  if  scale  and  merit 
are  considered.  .  .  .  The  versifica¬ 

tion,  as  even  Johnson  saw,  is  the  versifica¬ 
tion  of  “Paradise  Lost,  ”  and  to  my  fancy 
at  any  rate  it  has  a  spring,  a  variety,  a 
sweep  and  rush  of  genius,  which  are  but 
rarely  present  later.  As  for  its  beauty 
?n  parts,  quis  vituperavit  ?  It  is  impossible 
to  single  out  passages,  for  the  whole  is 
golden.  The  entering  address  of  Comus, 
the  song  “Sweet  Echo,”  the  descriptive 
speech  of  the  Spirit,  and  the  magnificent 
eulogy  of  the  “sun-clad  power  of 
chastity,”  would  be  the  most  beautiful 


things  where  all  is  beautiful,  if  the  unap¬ 
proachable  “Sabrina  fair”  did  not  come 
later,  and  were  not  sustained  before  and 
after,  for  nearly  two  hundred  lines  of 
pure  nectar.  If  poetry  could  be  taught 
by  the  reading  of  it,  then  indeed  the 
critic’s  advice  to  a  poet  might  be  limited 
to  this:  “Give  your  days  and  nights  to 
the  reading  of  Comus.  ”— Saintsbury, 
George,  1887,  History  of  Elizabethan 
Literature ,  pp.  318,  321. 

Judged  simply  as  a  masque,  “Comus” 
is  perhaps  inferior  to  some  of  Ben  Jon- 
son’s.  It  is  overweighted  with  moral 
teaching  and  lacks  the  lightening  in¬ 
fluence  of  humour.  But  Milton’s  genius 
overflowed  the  limits  of  its  appointed  task, 
and  “Comus”  remains  a  splendid  protest, 
at  an  hour  when  such  a  protest  was  needed 
the  most,  on  behalf  of  a  reasonable  life. 
For  if  “Comus”  is  the  expression  of  the 
distaste  with  which  Milton  regarded  the 
growing  licence  of  Cavalier  society,  its 
production  is  no  less  clearly  a  repudiation 
of  the  doctrines  of  Prynne  and  the  moroser 
Puritans,  to  whom  the  drama  was  an  un¬ 
holy  thing. — Masterman,  J.  Howard  B., 
1897,  The  Age  of  Milton,  p.  16. 

Many  years  ago,  on  a  summer  evening, 
I  wandered  through  the  ruins  of  Ludlow 
Castle,  in  the  West  of  England,  where  in 
1634  the  great  Earl  of  Bridgewater,  Lord 
President  of  Wales,  celebrated  his  en¬ 
trance  into  office.  The  castle  has  its  own 
wall  separate  from  the  wall  of  Ludlow 
town,  from  which  town  the  visitor  passes 
to  the  castle  over  moat  and  drawbridge. 
The  immense  thickness  of  the  walls,  and 
the  strength  of  the  position  on  a  rocky 
promontory  at  the  confluence  of  two  beau¬ 
tiful  streams,  were  enough  of  themselves 
to  attract  interest.  But  the  goal  to  which 
every  foot  now  tends  is  the  great  banquet- 
hall,  now  dismantled,  where,  as  a  part, of 
the  pomp  and  pageantry  of  the  earl’s  in¬ 
auguration,  Milton’s  Masque,  entitled 
“Comus,”  was  first  represented.  I  could 
imagine  the  end  of  the  hall  turned  into  a 
stage  ;  a  mimic  forest ;  the  young  daughter 
of  the  house  playing  the  part  of  the  lady, 
lost  in  the  thickets  of  the  wood;  the  nec¬ 
romancer  and  his  rout  of  monsters  with 
heads  of  beasts  and  bodies  of  men;  the 
“barbarous  dissonance  of  Bacchus  and  his 
revelers;”  the  temptation  of  innocence; 
the  invocation  of  help;  the  triumph  of 
virtue.  When  that  Masque  was  first 
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acted,  Milton  was  a  youth  unknown,  and 
the  castle  honored  him.  Two  hundred 
and  fifty  years  have  passed  since  then, 
and  now  it  is  Milton  who  gives  to  Ludlow 
Castle  all  its  honor.  To  the  pure  ambi¬ 
tion  which  that  early  poem  breathed,  the 
poet  was  true  through  all  his  life,  and,  in 
spite  of  French  critics,  who  make  a  mock 
at  sin  and  cannot  understand  how  art  and 
faith  can  ever  dwell  together,  the  words 
of  the  Attendant  Spirit  in  “Comus”  still 
express,  to  those  who  have  ears  to  hear, 
the  mission  of  his  poetry  : 

Before  the  starry  threshold  of  Jove’s  court 
My  mansion  i3. 

—Strong,  Augustus  Hopkins,  1897,  The 
Great  Poets  and  Their  Theology ,  p.  276. 

LYCIDAS 

1038 

One  of  the  poems  on  which  much  praise 
has  been  bestowed,  is  “Lycidas;”  of  which 
the  diction  is  harsh,  the  rhymes  uncertain, 
and  the  numbers  unpleaaing.  What 
beauty  there  is  we  must,  therefore,  seek 
n  the  sentiments  and  images.  It  is  not 
■)  be  considered  as  the  effusion  of  real 
ja3sion  ;  for  passion  runs  not  after  remote 
allusions  and  obscure  opinions.  .  .  . 

In  this  poem  there  is  no  nature,  for  there 
is  nothing  new.  Its  form  is  that  of  a 
pastoral.  — easy,  vulgar,  and  therefore 
disgusting  :  whatever  images  it  can  supply 
are  long  ago  exhausted,  and  its  inherent 
improbability  always  forces  dissatisfac¬ 
tion  on  the  mind.  .  .  This  poem  has 

yet  a  grosser  fault.  With  these  trifling 
fictions  are  mingled  the  most  awful  and 
sacred  truths,  such  as  ought  never  to  be 
polluted  with  such  irreverend  combina¬ 
tions.  The  shepherd,  likewise,  is  now  a 
feeder  of  sheep,  and  afterwards  an  ecclesi¬ 
astical  pastor,  a  superintendent  of  a 
Christian  flock.  Such  equivocations  are 
always  unskilful :  but  here  they  are  in¬ 
decent,  and  at  least  approach  to  impiety, 
— of  which,  however,  I  believe  the  writer 
not  to  have  been  conscious.  Such  is  the 
power  of  reputation  justly  acquired,  that 
its  blaze  drives  away  the  eye  from  nice 
examination.  Surely  no  man  could  have 
fancied  that  he  read  “Lycidas”  with 
pleasure  had  he  not  known  its  author. — 
Johnson,  Samuel,  1779,  John  Milton, 
Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

“Lycidas,” — though  highly  poetical, — I 
agree,  with  Jonson,  breathes  little  sincere 


sorrow,  and  is  therefore  essentially  de¬ 
fective  as  a  Monody. — Green,  Thomas, 
1779-1810,  Diary  of  a  Lover  of  Literature. 

In  “Lycidas”  there  is  perhaps  more 
poetry  than  sorrow.  But  let  us  read  it 
for  its  poetry.  It  is  true  that  passion 
plucks  no  berries  from  the  myrtle  and  ivy, 
nor  calls  upon  Arethus  and  Mincius,  nor 
tells  of  rough  satyrs  with  cloven  heel. 
But  poetry  does  this ;  and  in  the  hands  of 
Milton  does  it  with  a  peculiar  and  ir¬ 
resistible  charm.  —  Waktox,  Thomas, 
1785,  ed.,  Milton’s  Poems  on  Several  Oc¬ 
casions,  p.  36. 

Of  all  Milton's  smaller  poems,  “Lyci¬ 
das”  is  the  greatest  favourite  with  me.  I 
cannot  agree  to  the  charge  which  Dr. 
Johnson  has  brought  against  it  of 
pedantry  and  want  of  feeling.  It  is  the 
first  emanation  of  classical  sentiment  in 
a  youthful  scholar, — “most  musical,  most 
melancholy!”  A  certain  tender  gloom 
overspreads  it,  a  wayward  abstraction,  a 
forgetfulness  of  his  subject  in  the  serious 
reflections  that  arise  out  of  it.  The  gusts 
of  passion  come  and  go  like  the  sounds  of 
music  borne  on  the  wind.  The  loss  of  the 
friend  whose  death  he  laments  seem  to 
have  recalled,  with  double  force,  the 
reality  of  those  speculations  which  they 
had  indulged  together  ;  we  are  transported 
to  classic  ground,  and  a  mysterious  strain 
steals  responsive  on  the  ear  while  we  listen 
to  the  poet 

“with  cagvr  thought  warbling  his  Doric  lay.” 

— Hazlitt,  William,  1818,  Lectures  on 
the  English  Poets,  Appendix. 

It  has  been  said  that  this  is  not  the 
natural  mode  of  expressing  passion— that 
where  it  is  real,  its  language  is  less  figura¬ 
tive — and  that  “where  there  is  leisure  for 
fiction  there  is  little  grief.”  In  general 
this  may  be  true;  in  the  case  of  Milton 
its  truth  may  be  doubted.  .  .  .  The 

mind  of  Milton  was  perfect  fairy-land; 
and  every  thought  which  entered  it, 
whether  grave  or  gay,  magnificent  or 
mean,  quickly  partook  of  a  fairy  form. — 
Southey,  Robert,  1827,  Todd's  Edition 
of  Milton,  Quarterly  Review,  vol.  36,  p.  46. 

The  common  metre  of  six  accents,  which 
spread  so  widely  during  the  sixteenth 
century,  seldom  tolerated  a  verse  with 
a  compound  section.  The  reluctance  to 
admit  these  verses  was  strengthened  by 
the  example  of  Drayton,  who  rigidly  ex¬ 
cluded  them  from  the  ‘ 4  Polyolbion.  ’ r  There 
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are,  however,  a  few  poems,  in  which  they 
are  admitted  freely  enough  to  give  a 
peculiar  character  to  the  rhythm.  One 
of  these  poems  is  the  “Elegy”  written  by 
Brysket,  (though  generally  ascribed  to 
Spenser),  on  the  death  of  Sir  Philip 
Sidney.  It  has  very  little  poetical  merit, 
but  deserves  attention,  as  having  un¬ 
doubtedly  been  in  Milton’s  eye,  when  he 
wrote  his  “Lycidas.”  From  it  Milton 
borrowed  his  irregular  rhimes,  and  that 
strange  mixture  of  Christianity  and 
Heathenism,  which  shocked  the  feelings 
and  roused  the  indignation  of  Johnson. 
It  may  be  questioned,  if  the  peculiarity  in 
the  meter  can  fairly  be  considered  as  a 
blemish.  Like  endings,  recurring  at  un¬ 
certain  distances,  impart  a  wildness  and 
an  appearance  of  negligence  to  the  verse, 
which  suits  well  with  the  character  of 
elegy.  But  to  bring  in  St.  Peter  hand  in 
hand  with  a  pagan  deity  is  merely  ludi¬ 
crous  ;  it  was  the  taste  of  the  ape,  and  that 
is  all  that  can  be  urged  in  its  excuse. 
Still,  however,  the  beauties  of  this  singu¬ 
lar  poem  may  well  make  us  tolerant  of 
even  greater  absurdity.  No  work  of 
Milton  has  excited  warmer  admiration,  or 
called  forth  more  strongly  the  zeal  of  the 
partisan. — GUEST,  Edwin,  1838,  A  His¬ 
tory  of  English.  Rhythms,  vol.  I,  p.  274. 

For  stately  discrimination  of  language, 
“Lycidas”  is  a  model  unsuperseded  to 
the  present  day. — Rossetti,  William 
Michael,  1878,  Lives  of  Famous  Poets,  p 
67. 

“Lycidas”  appeals  not  only  to  the 
imagination,  but  to  the  educated  imagina¬ 
tion.  There  is  no  ebb  and  flow  of  poetical 
power  as  in  “Comus”  ;  it  is  an  advance  on 
all  his  previous  work,  and  it  fitly  closes  the 
poetic  labour  of  his  youth.  It  is  needless 
to  analyse  it,  and  all  criticism  is  weaker 
than  the  poem  itself.  Yet  we  may  say  that 
one  of  its  strange  charms  is  its  solemn 
undertone  rising  like  a  religious  chaunt 
through  the  elegiac  musick ;  the  sense  of 
a  stern  national  crisis  in  the  midst  of  its 
pastoral  mourning;  the  sense  of  Milton’s 
grave  force  of  character  among  the  flowers 
and  fancies  of  the  poem ;  the  sense  of  the 
Christian  religion  pervading  the  classical 
imagery.  We  might  say  that  these  things 
are  ill-fitted  to  each  other.  So  they  would 
be,  were  not  the  art  so  fine  and  the  poetry 
so  over-mastering;  were  they  not  fused 
together  by  genius  into  a  whole  so  that 


the  unfitness  itself  becomes  fascination.— 
Brooke,  Stopford,  1879,  Milton  (Classical 
Writers ),  p.  26. 

In  “Lycidas”  (1637)  we  have  reached 
the  high-water  mark  of  English  poesy  and 
of  Milton’s  own  production.  A  period  of 
a  century  and  a  half  was  to  elapse  before 
poetry  in  England  seemed,  in  Wordsworth’s 
“Ode  on  Immortality”  (1807),  to  be  ris¬ 
ing  again  toward  the  level  of  inspiration 
which  it  had  once  attained  in  “Lycidas.” 
.  .  .  “Lycidas”  opens  up  a  deeper 

vein  of  feeling,  a  patriot  passion  so  vehe¬ 
ment  and  dangerous  that,  like  that  which 
stirred  the  Hebrew  prophet,  it  is  com¬ 
pelled  to  veil  itself  from  power,  or  from 
sympathy,  in  utterance  made  purposely 
enigmatical. — Pattison,  Mark,  1879, 
Milton  ( English  Men  of  Letters),  pp. 
27,  28. 

Mr.  Arnold,  like  everyone  else  who 
speaks  with  authority  on  such  matters,  is 
horrified  when  Dr.  Johnson  bluntly  con¬ 
demns  “Lycidas.”  Now  I  could  read  over 
the  “Allegro”  and  “I’enseroso”  a  thou¬ 
sand  times  without  tiring  of  them. 
“Comus,”  “Paradise  Regained,”  the 
other  secondary  poems,  all  of  them,  give 
me  great  pleasure,  though  in  different 
degrees ;  but  as  for  “Lycidas,”  well,  I  say 
ditto  to  old  Sam.  In  the  first  place  the 
kind  of  idyll  is  not  to  my  taste.  If  a  poet 
really  sorrows  over  the  death  of  a  friend  to 
that  degree  that  he  cannot,  as  a  relief  to 
the  soul,  refrain  from  pouring  out  his 
sorrow  in  song,  I  think  his  utterance 
should  be  natural  and  straightforward  ;  he 
should  not  speak  in  a  falsetto  tone,  or 
overlay  his  theme  with  classical  affecta¬ 
tions.  On  the  other  hand,  if  the  grief  is 
only  a  half  grief,  conjured  up  by  the  im¬ 
agination  to  play  with  like  a  toy,  then,  in 
my  opinion,  the  bard  had  better  hold  his 
tongue.  In  the  second  place,  the  jum¬ 
bling  together  of  Christian  and  heathen 
traditions  jars  upon  pie  just  as  it  jarred 
upon  the  tough  old  dictionary-maker. 
Nay,  besides  all  this,  “Lycidas”  appears 
to  me  not  so  much  a  spontaneous  outburst 
as  a  self-appointed  task.  One  of  Milton’s 
editors  tells  us  that  Mr.  King’s  friends — 
Milton  being  one  of  those  friends — agreed 
to  write,  and  bind  up  together,  a  lot  of 
verses  on  his  death,  but  that  when  “Lyci¬ 
das”  made  its  appearance,  it  proved  so 
much  more  important  than  all  the  other 
poems  put  together,  that  it  was  withdrawn 
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from  the  book,  to  be  afterwards  separately 
published  ;  and  even  now,  I  think,  traces 
of  the  original  business-like  arrangement 
are  to  be  found  in  the  elegy  as  we  have 
it.— Doyle,  Sir  Francis  Hastings,  1887, 
Reminiscences  and  Opinions,  p.  184. 

There  are  indeed  blotches  in  it.  The 
speech  of  Peter,  magnificently  as  it  is  in¬ 
troduced,  and  strangely  as  it  has  capti¬ 
vated  some  critics,  who  seem  to  think 
that  anything  attacking  the  Church  of 
England  must  be  poetry,  is  out  of  place, 
and  in  itself  is  obscure,  pedantic,  and 
grotesque.  There  is  some  over-classicism, 
and  the  scale  of  the  piece  does  not  admit 
the  display  of  quite  such  sustained  and 
varied  power  as  in  “Comus.  ”  But  what 
there  is,  is  so  exquisite  that  hardly  can 
we  find  fault  with  Mr.  Pattison’s  hyper¬ 
bole  when  he  called  ‘Lycidas”  the  “high- 
water-mark  of  English  poetry.”  High- 
water  mark  even  in  the  physical  world  is 
a  variable  limit.  Shakespere  constantly, 
and  some  other  poets  here  and  there  in 
short  passages  go  beyond  Milton.  But  in 
the  same  space  we  shall  nowhere  find  any¬ 
thing  that  can  outgo  the  passage  begin¬ 
ning  ‘ ‘  Alas  what  boots  it,  ’  ’  down  to  ‘ ‘  head 
of  thine,”  and  the  whole  conclusion  from 
“Return  Alpheus.”  For  melody  of  versi¬ 
fication,  for  richness  of  images,  for  curi¬ 
ous  felicity  of  expression,  these  cannot  be 
surpassed. —Saints bury,  George,  1887, 
History  cf  Elizabethan  Literature,  p.  322. 

A  perfect  poem. — Pater,  Walter, 
1888,  Appreciations,  p.  14. 

The  flowers  that  we  lay  upon  a  tomb 
Are  withered  by  the  morrow, — ere  the  crowd 
"Which  for  a  moment  ceased  its  hum,  and 
bowed 

Its  head,  as  Death  flew  by  and  made  n  gloom, 
Resumes  its  whirl.  And  scarcely  longer 
bloom 

The  sculptured  wreathes  with  which  a  tomb 
more  proud, 

la  some  pale  minster,  may  have  been  en¬ 
dowed  ; 

For  marble  petals  share  the  common  doom. 
But  thou  const  twine  the  wreaths  that  never 
die; 

And  something  tells  me  thou  wilt  stay  behind 
When  I  am  gone ;  I  know  it,  I  know  not  why. 
The  sea-gull's  scream,  the  wailing  of  the 
wind, 

The  ocean's  roar,  sound  like  Death’s  prophecy : 

I  fain  would  have  a  garland  thou  hadst 
twined. 

— Lee-Hamilton,  Eugene,  1888,  Lycidas 
to  Milton  (1637),  Imaginary  Sonnets. 


“Lycidas”  can  only  just  be  drawn 
within  a  very  liberal  definition  of  lyrical 
verse,  but  fortunately  the  best  definition 
is  a  wide  one,  and  the  poem  can  be  quoted 
of  which  Tennyson  said  that  the  apprecia¬ 
tion  of  it  was  a  touchstone  of  poetic  taste. 

-Crawfurd,  Oswald,  1896,  cd.,  Lyrical 
Verse  from  Elizabeth  to  Victoria,  Note,  p. 
428. 

“Lycidas”  is  the  elegy  of  much  more 
than  Edward  King;  it  is  the  last  note  of 
the  inspiration  of  an  age  that  was  passing 
away.  It  is  redolent  of  the  “sweet  mourn¬ 
fulness  of  the  Spenserian  time,  upon  whose 
joys  Death  is  the  only  intruder. “  No 
such  elegy  was  to  adorn  our  English 
literature  until  “two  hundred  years 
after.”  Shelley  and  Matthew  Arnold  pro¬ 
duced  the  two  elegiac  poems  which  alone 
in  our  language  deserve  to  rank  with  Mil¬ 
ton's— for  the  wider  scope  of  “In  Memo- 
r.am”  removes  it  from  this  category. 
“Thyrsis”  excels  “Lycidas”  in  the  ex¬ 
pression  of  chastened  sorrow  and  tender 
recollection,  but  Matthew  Arnold  loved 
Clough  and  Oxford  as  Milton  never  loved 
King  of  Cambridge.  “Adonais”  is 
charged  with  deeper  thought  and  more 
harmonious  passion;  but  both  owe  to 
“Lycidas”  a  debt  which  “Lycidas”  owes 
to  no  other  poem.  Masterman,  J.  How¬ 
ard  B.,  1897.  The  Age  of  Milton,  p.  24. 

“Lycidas”  has  a  beauty  and  passion 
unknown  to  its  Alexandrian  predecessors, 
and  it  has  not  a  touch  of  their  oriental 
effeminacy  and  licentiousness.  .  . 

The  rhythm  is  varied,  and  flows  now  in 
leaping  waves,  now  in  long  rolling  billows 
that  carry  all  before  them,  like  the  surg¬ 
ing  periods  of  “Paradise  Lost.”  There 
is  probably  no  short  poem  in  the  language 
the  rhythm  of  which  has  been  more  de¬ 
servedly  praised  and  studied,  or  more  de¬ 
spaired  of  by  other  poets.  Milton’s  mas¬ 
tery  of  rhythm,  remarkable  from  the  first, 
almost  culminated  in  “Lycidas,”  in  spite 
of  the  fact  that  he  was  there  subjected 
(practically  for  the  last  time)  to  what  he 
afterward  called  “the  troublesome  and 
modern  boundage  of  riming.” — Trent, 
William  P.,  1899,  John  Milton,  A  Short 
Study  of  His  Life  and  Works,  p.  140. 

Of  the  language  of  “Lycidas”  perhaps 
the  less  said  the  better,  for  no  analysis 
can  hope  to  capture  its  secret. — Moody, 
William  Vaughn,  1899,  ed.,  Poetical 
Works  of  Milton ,  Cambridge  cd.,  p.  60. 
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PARADISE  LOST 

jr.n; 

Paradise  lost.  |  A  1  Poem  |  written  in  | 
Ten  Books  |  By  John  Milton.  |  Licensed 
and  Entred  according  |  to  Order.  J  Lon¬ 
don  |  Printed,  and  are  to  be  sold  by  Peter 
Parker  |  under  Creed  Church  neer  Aid- 
gate;  And  by  |  Robert  Boulter  at  the 
Turks  Head  in  Bishopsgate-street ;  |  And 
Matthias  Walker,  under  St.  Dunstons 
Church  |  in  Fleet-street,  1667.  —  Title 
Page  ok  First  Edition. 

Mr.  Sam.  Symons  entered  for  his  copie, 
under  the  hands  of  Mr.  Thomas  Tomkyns 
and  Mr.  Warden  Hoyston,  a  Booke  or 
Copie  Intituled  Paradise  Lost,  a  Poem  in 
Tenne  bookes,  by  J.  M.  6 d. — Entry  at 
Stationers’  Hall,  1667,  August  20. 

Thou  hast  not  miss'd  one  thought  that  could 
bo  fit, 

And  all  that  -was  improper  dost  omit; 

So  that  no  room  is  hero  for  writers  left, 

But  to  detect  their  ignorance  or  theft. 
Tlmtmnjesty  which  thro1  thy  work  doth  reign 
Draws  the  devout,  deterring  the  profane. 

And  things  divine  thou  treat \st  of  iu  such 
stnto 

As  them  preserves,  and  thee,  inviolate. 

At  once  delight  and  horror  on  us  seize, 

Thou  sing’sl  with  so  much  gravity  and  ease; 
And  abovo  human  flight  dost  soar  aloft. 

With  plume  so  strong,  so  equal,  and  so  soft: 
The  bird  named  from  that  paradise  you  sing 
So  never  flags,  but  nlwnys  keeps  on  wing. 
Where  could’st  thou  words  of  such  a  compass 
fiud? 

Whence  furnish  such  a  vast  expense  of  mind? 
Just  heaven  thee,  like  Tiresias,  to  requite, 
Rewards  with  prophecy  thy  loss  of  sight. 
—Marvell,  Andrew,  1674,  On  Milton’s 
Paradise  Lost. 

That  “Paradise  Lost”  of  Milton,  which 
some  are  pleased  to  call  a  poem. — Rymek, 
Thomas,  1678-92,  On  the  Tragedies  of  the 
Last  Age . 

Milton,  whoso  Muse  with  such  a  daring 
Flight, 

Led  out  the  warring  Samphims  to  fight 
—Oldham,  John,  1680,  A  Pastoral  on  the 
Death  of  the  Earl  of  Rochester. 

Imitation  is  a  nice  point,  and  there  are 
few  poets  who  deserve  to  be  models  in 
all  they  write.  Milton’s  “Paradise  Lost” 
is  admirable ;  but  am  I  therefore  bound  to 
maintain,  that  there  are  no  flats  amongst 
his  elevations,  when  it  is  evident  he  creeps 
along  sometimes  for  above  an  hundred 
lines  together?  Cannot  I  admire  the  height 
of  his  invention,  and  the  strength  of  his 


expression,  without  defending  his  anti¬ 
quated  words,  and  the  perpetual  harshness 
of  their  sound?  It  is  as  much  commenda¬ 
tion  as  a  man  can  bear,  to  own  him  ex¬ 
cellent;  all  beyond  it  is  idolatry. — 
Drydex,  John,  1685,  Preface  to  Second 
Miscellany ,  1 1  orl.s,  cd.  Scott  and  Saints- 
bury,  vol.  Xl I,  p.  300. 

As  for  Mr.  Milton,  whom  we  all  admire 
with  so  much  justice,  his  subject  is  not 
that  of  an  heroic  poem,  properly  so  called. 
His  design  is  the  losing  of  our  happiness; 
his  event  is  not  prosperous,  like  that  of 
all  other  epic  works;  his  heavenly  ma¬ 
chines  are  many,  and  his  human  persons 
are  but  two.  But  I  will  not  lake  Mr.  Ry- 
mer’s  work  out  of  his  hands  :  he  has  prom¬ 
ised  the  world  a  critique  on  that  author; 
wherein  though  he  will  not  allow  his  poem 
for  heroic,  1  hope  he  will  grant  us,  that 
his  thoughts  are  elevated,  his  words 
sounding,  and  that  no  man' has  so  happily 
copied  the  manner  of  Homer,  or  so  copi¬ 
ously  translated  his  Grecisms,  and  the 
Latin  elegances  of  Virgil.  It  is  true,  he 
runs  into  a  flat  of  thought,  sometimes  for 
a  hundred  lines  together,  but  it  is  when  he 
is  got  into  a  track  of  Scripture.  His 
antiquated  words  were  his  choice,  not  his 
necessity  ;  for  therein  he  imitated  Spenser, 
as  Spenser  did  Chaucer.  .  .  .  Neither 

will  1  justify  Milton  for  his  blank  verse, 
though  I  may  excuse  him,  by  the  example 
of  Hannibal  Caro,  and  other  Italians,  who 
have  used  it;  for  whatever  causes  he 
alleges  for  the  abolishing  of  rhyme,  (which 
I  have  not  now  the  leisure  to  examine), 
his  own  particular  reason  is  plainly  this, 
that  rhyme  was  not  his  talent;  he  had 
neither  the  ease  of  doing  it.  nor  the  graces 
of  it;  which  is  manifest  in  his  Juvenilia, 
or  verses  written  in  his  youth,  where  his 
rhyme  is  always  constrained  and  forced, 
and  comes  hardly  from  him,  at  an  age  when 
the  soul  is  most  pliant,  and  the  passion  of 
love  makes  almost  every  man  a  rhymer, 
though  not  a  poet.— Dryden,  John,  1692, 
Essay  on  Satire,  IVorks,  ed.  Scott  and 
Saintsbury,  vol.  xm,  pp.  IS,  20. 

As  the  first  place  among  our  English 
poets  is  due  to  Milton,  and  as  I  have 
drawn  more  quotations  out  of  him  than 
from  any  other,  1  shall  enter  into  a  regu¬ 
lar  criticism  upon  his  “Paradise  Lost,” 
which  I  shall  publish  every  Saturday  till 
I  have  given  my  thoughts  upon  that  poem. 

I  must  likewise  take  notice, 
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that  there  are  in  Milton  several  words  of 
his  own  coining,  as  Cerberean,  miscreated, 
hell-doom'd,  embryon  atoms,  and  many 
others.  If  the  reader  is  offended  at  this 
liberty  in  our  English  poet,  I  would  recom¬ 
mend  him  to  a  discourse  in  Plutarch, 
which  shows  us  how  frequently  Homer  has 
made  use  of  the  same  liberty.  Milton,  by 
the  above-mentioned  helps,  and  by  the 
choice  of  the  noblest  words  and  phrases 
which  our  tongue  would  afford  him,  has 
carried  our  language  to  a  greater  height 
than  any  of  the  English  poets  have  ever 
done  before  or  after  him,  and  made  the 
sublimity  of  his  style  equal  to  that  of  his 
sentiments.  .  .  .  This  redundancy  of 

those  several  ways  of  speech,  which  Aris¬ 
totle  calls  “foreign  language,'’  and  with 
which  Milton  has  so  very  much  enriched, 
and  in  some  places  darkened,  the  lan¬ 
guage  of  his  poem,  was  the  more  proper 
for  his  use  because  his  poem  is  written  in 
blank  verse.— Addison,  Joseph,  1711-12, 
The  Spectator,  Nos.  262,  285. 

It  must  be  acknowledged  that  till  about 
forty  years  ago  Great  Britain  was  barren 
of  critical  learning,  though  fertile  in  ex¬ 
cellent  writers;  and  in  particular  had  so 
ittle  taste  for  epic  poetry,  and  was  so 
knacquainted  with  the  essential  properties 
and  peculiar  beauties  of  it,  that  “Paradise 
Lost,’’  an  admirable  work  of  that  kind, 
published  by  Mr.  Milton,  the  great  orna¬ 
ment  of  his  age  and  country,  lay  many 
years  unspoken  of  and  en  tirely  disregarded, 
till  at  length  it  happened  that  some  per¬ 
sons  of  great  delicacy  and  judgment  found 
out  the  merit  of  that  excellent  poem,  and, 
by  communicating  their  sentiments  to 
their  friends,  propagated  the  esteem  of 
the  author,  who  soon  acquired  universal 
applause.  — Blackmore,  Sir  Richard, 
1716,  Essay 8. 

“Paradise  Lost”  had  been  printed  forty 
years  before  it  was  known  to  the  greatest 
part  of  England  that  there  barely  was  such 
a  book.— Dennis,  John,  1721,  Letters. 

When  Milton  first  published  his  famous 
poem,  the  first- edition  was  long  of  going 
off ;  few  either  read,  liked,  or  understood 
it;  and  it  gained  ground  merely  by  its 
merit. — Swift,  Jonathan,  1732,  Letter 
to  Sir  Charles  Wogan. 

Milton’s  style,  in  his  “Paradise  Lost,” 
is  not  natural;  'tis  an  exotic  style. — As 
his  subject  lies  a  good  deal  out  of  our 
world,  it  has  a  particular  propriety  in  those 


parts  of  the  poem  :  and,  when  he  is  on 
earth,  wherever  he  is  describing  our 
parents  in  Paradise,  you  see  he  uses  a 
more  easy  and  natural  way  of  writing.— 
Though  his  formal  style  may  fit  the  higher 
parts  of  his  own  poem,  it  does  very  ill  for 
others  who  write  on  natural  and  pastoral 
subjects. — Pope,  Alexander,  1734-36, 
Spence's  Anecdotes,  ed.  Singer,  p.  131. 

The  British  nation,  which  has  produced 
the  greatest  men  in  every  profession,  be¬ 
fore  the  appearance  of  Milton  could  not 
enter  into  any  competition  with  antiquity, 
with  regard  to  the  sublime  excellencies 
of  poetry.  Greece  could  boast  an  Eurip¬ 
ides,  Eschylus,  Sophocles  and  Sappho; 
England  was  proud  of  her  Shakespeare, 
Spenser,  Johnson  and  Fletcher;  but  their 
then  ancients  had  still  a  poet  in  reserve 
superior  to  the  rest,  who  stood  unrivalled 
by  all  succeeding  times,  and  in  epic  poetry, 
which  is  justly  esteemed  the  highest  effort 
of  genius,  Homer  had  no  rival.  When 
Milton  appeared,  the  pride  of  Greece  was 
humbled,  the  competition  became  more 
equal,  and  since  “Paradise  Lost”  is  ours; 
it  would,  perhaps,  be  an  injury  to  our 
national  fame  to  yield  the  palm  to  any 
state,  whether  ancient  or  modern,— 
Cibber,  Theophilus,  1753,  Lives  of  the 
Poets,  vol.  ii,  p.  108. 

For  second  Ho,  that  rode  sublime 
Upon  the  seraph-wings  of  Extasy, 

The  secrets  of  the  abyss  to  spy 

He  pass’d  the  flaming  bounds  of  place  and 
time 

The  living  throne,  the  sapphire  blaze, 

Where  angels  tremble  while  they  gaze, 

He  saw;  but  blasted  with  excess  of  light, 
Closed  his  eyes  in  endless  night. 

—Gray,  Thomas,  1757,  The  Progress  of 
Poesy. 

“What?  the  barbarian  who  constructed 
a  long  commentary  on  the  first  chapter  of 
Genesis  in  ten  books  of  harsh  verse?  The 
clumsy  imitator  of  the  Greeks  who  carica¬ 
tures  creation  and  who,  while  Moses  rep¬ 
resents  the  Eternal  Being  as  creating  the 
world  by  his  word,  makes  the  Messiah 
take  a  big  compass  out  of  a  cupboard  in 
heaven  to  trace  out  the  work?  What?  I 
admire  the  man  who  has  spoilt  Tasso’s  hell 
and  Tasso’s  devil ;  who  makes  Lucifer 
masquerade,  now  as  a  toad,  now  as  a 
pigmy;  who  puts  the  same  speech  in  his 
mouth  a  hundred  times  over ;  who  repre¬ 
sents  him  as  arguing  on  divinity ;  who,  in 
attempting  a  serious  imitation  of  Ariosto’s 
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comic  invention  of  fire-arms,  makes  the 
devils  fire  cannon  in  heaven?  Neither  I, 
nor  anybody  in  Italy,  has  ever  been  able 
to  take  pleasure  in  all  these  dismal  ex¬ 
travagances.  His  marriage  of  Sin  and 
Death,  and  the  snakes  of  which  Sin  is  de¬ 
livered,  make  any  man  of  tolerably  delicate 
taste  sick,  and  his  long  description  of  a 
hospital  is  only  good  for  a  grave-digger. 
This  obscure,  eccentric,  and  disgusting 
poem  was  despised  at  its  birth :  and  I 
treat  it  to-day  as  it  was  treated  in  its  own 
country  by  its  own  contemporaries.  Any¬ 
how,  I  say  what  1  think,  and  I  really  care 
very  little  whether  others  agree  with  me 
or  not.”  Voltaire,  Francois  Marie 
Arouet,  1758-9,  Signor  Pococurante, 
Ctindidc,  ch.  xxv. 

His  “Paradise  Lost”  was  overlooked  in 
tho  reign  of  Charles  II.,  an  age  as  desti¬ 
tute  of  the  noble  ideas  of  taste,  as  it  was 
of  those  of  virtue.  Some  of  the  small 
poets  who  lived  in  the  sunshine  of  the 
court,  and  now  and  then  produced  a  mad¬ 
rigal  or  a  song,  were  much  more  regarded 
than  Milton.— Granger,  James,  1769- 
1824,  Biographical  History  of  England,  vol. 
v,  p.  238. 

v^Adarn  and  Eve,  in  the  state  of  inno¬ 
cence,  are  well  imagined,  and  admirably 
supported  ;  and  the  different  sentiments 
arising  from  difference  of  sex,  are  traced 
out  with  inimitable  delicacy,  and  philo¬ 
sophical  propriety.  After  the  fall,  he 
makes  them  retain  the  same  characters, 
without  any  other  change  than  what  the 
transition  from  innocence  to  guilt  might 
be  supposed  to  produce :  Adam  has  still 
that  preeminence  in  dignity,  and  Eve  in 
loveliness,  which  we  should  naturally  look 
for  in  the  father  and  mother  of  mankind. 

-Of  the  blessed  spirits,  Raphael  and 
Michael  are  well  distinguished;  the  one 
for  affability,  and  peculiar  good-will  to 
the  human  race ;  the  other  for  majesty, 
but  such  as  commands  veneration,  rather 
than  fear. —We  are  sorry  to  add,  that  Mil¬ 
ton’s  attempt  to  soar  still  higher,  only 
shows,  that  he  had  already  soared  as  high, 
as,  without  being  “blasted  with  excess  of 
light,"  it  is  possible  for  the  human  im¬ 
agination  to  rise. — Beattie,  James,  1776- 
79,  An  Essay  on  Poetry  and  Music,  p.  85. 

I  am  now  to  examine  “Paradise  Lost," 
a  poem  which,  considered  with  respect  to 
design,  may  claim  the  first  place,  and  with 
respect  to  performance,  the  second,  among 


the  productions  of  the  human  mind.  .  .  . 
There  is  perhaps  no  poem,  of  the  same 
length,  from  which  so  little  can  be  taken 
without  apparent  mutilation.  .  .  .  The 

thoughts  which  are  occasionally  called 
forth  in  the  progress,  are  such  as  could 
only  be  produced  by  an  imagination  in  the 
highest  degree  fervid  and  active,  to  which 
materials  were  supplied  by  incessant  study 
and  ultimate  curiosity.  The  heat  of  Mil- 
ton’s  mind  may  be  said  to  sublimate  his 
learning,  to  throw  off  into  his  work  the 
spirit  of  science,  unmingled  with  its 
grosser  parts.  ...  He  can  please 
when  pleasure  is  required  ;  but  it  is  his 
peculiar  power  to  astonish.  .  .  .  The 

want  of  human  interest  is  always  felt. 
“Paradise  Lost”  is  one  of  the  books  which 
the  reader  admires  and  lays  down,  and 
forgets  to  take  up  again.  None  ever 
wished  it  longer  than  it  is.  Its  perusal  is 
a  duty  rather  than  a  pleasure.  We  read 
Milton  for  instruction,  retire  harassed 
and  overburdened,  and  look  elsewhere  for 
recreation ;  we  desert  our  master  and  seek 
for  companions.  — Johnson,  Samuel. 
1779,  John  Milton ,  Lives  of  the  English 
Poets. 

Was  there  ever  anything  so  delightful 
as  the  music  of  the  "Paradise  Lost.”  It  is 
like  that  of  a  fine  organ;  has  the  fullest 
and  deepest  tones  of  majesty,  with  all  the 
softness  and  elegance  of  the  Dorian  flute. 
Variety  without  end,  and  never  equalled 
unless  perhaps  by  Virgil.  Yet  the  Doctor 
has  little  or  nothing  to  say  upon  this 
copious  theme,  but  talks  something  about 
the  unfitness  of  the  English  language  for 
blank  verse,  and  how  apt  it  is,  in  the 
mouth  of  some  readers,  to  degenerate  into 
declamation.  Oh!  I  could  thrash  his  old 
jacket,  till  I  made  his  pension  jingle  in  his 
pocket. — Cowper.  William,  1779,  Letter 
to  Unwin ,  Oct.  31. 

The  boldness,  freedom,  and  variety  of 
our  blank  verse  is  infinitely  more  favour¬ 
able  than  rhyme ;  to  all  kinds  of  sublime 
poetry.  The  fullest  proof  of  this  is  af¬ 
forded  by  Milton ;  an  author  whose  genius 
led  him  eminently  to  the  sublime  The 
whole  first  and  second  books  of  “Paradise 
Lost, "  are  continued  instances  of  it. — 
Blair,  Hugh,  1783,  Lectures  on  Rhetoric 
and  Belles-Lettres,  ed.  Mills,  Lecture  iv,  p. 
44. 

Is  not  Milton  a  sublimer  poet  than 
Homer  or  Virgil?  Are  not  his  personages 
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more  sublimely  clothed,  and  do  you  not 
know  that  there  is  not  perhaps  one  page  in 
Milton's  “Paradise  Lost'’  in  which  he  has 
not  borrowed  his  imagery  from  the  Scrip¬ 
tures ?  I  allow  and  rejoice  that  Christ 
appealed  only  to  the  understanding  and 
the  affections;  but  I  affirm  that  after 
reading  Isaiah,  or  St.  Paul’s  “Epistle  to 
the  Hebrews, ’’  Homer  and  Virgil  are  dis¬ 
gustingly  tame  to  me,  and  Milton  himself 
barely  tolerable. — Coleridge,  Samuel 
Taylor,  1796,  Letters,  cd.  E.  H.  Coleridge , 
vol.  i,  p.  199. 

Milton  has  written  a  sublime  poem  upon 
a  ridiculous  story  of  eating  an  apple,  and 
of  the  eternal  vengeance  decreed  by  the 
Almighty  against  the  whole  human  race, 
because  their  progenitor  was  guilty  of 
this  black  and  detestable  offence. — God¬ 
win,  William,  1797,  Of  Choice  in  Read¬ 
ing,  The  Enquirer,  p.  135. 

Nothing  can  be  farther  from  my  inten¬ 
tion  than  to  insinuate  that  Milton  was  a 
plagiarist,  or  servile  imitator;  but  I  con¬ 
ceive,  that,  having  read  these  sacred 
poems  of  very  high  merit,  at  the  immediate 
age  when  his  own  mind  was  just  beginning 
to  teem  with  poetry,  he  retained  number¬ 
less  thoughts,  passages,  and  expressions 
therein,  so  deeply  in  his  mind,  that  they 
hung  inherently  on  his  imagination,  and 
became,  as  it  were,  naturalized  there. 
Dunster,  Charles,  1800,  Considerations 
on  Milton's  Early  Reading ,  p.  11. 

The  merits  of  his  epic  do  not,  accord¬ 
ingly,  consist  in  regularity  of  plan  so  much 
as  in  scattered  passages  of  independent 
beauty,  and  in  the  perfection  of  his  poetic 
diction.  The  universal  admiration  of 
Milton  in  the  eighteenth  century  is  based 
on  his  isolated  descriptions  of  paradisaic 
innocence  and  beauty,  his  awful  picture 
of  Hell,  with  the  character  of  its  in¬ 
habitants,  whom  he  sketched,  after  the 
antique,  as  giants  of  the  Abyss,  [t  is 
questionable  if  any  real  benefit  accrued  to 
the  language  of  English  poetry  from  its 
increased  leaning  to  the  Latinism  of  Mil- 
ton  rather  than  to  the  Germanism  of 
Spenser  ;  but  this  tendency  being  a  fact, 
Milton  must  be  regarded  as  the  greatest 
master  of  style,  and  in  many  respects  the 
standard  of  dignified  poetic  expression.-^ 
Schlegel,  Frederick,  1815,  Lectures  on 
the  History  of  Literature ,  XII. 

The  Genius  of  Milton,  more  particularly 
in  respect  to  its  span  in  immensity, 


calculated  him,  by  a  sort  of  birth-right,  for 
such  an  “argument'’  as  the  “Paradise 
Lost he  had  an  exquisite  passion  for  what 
is  properly,  in  the  sense  of  ease  and  pleas¬ 
ure,  poetical  Luxury  ;  and  with  that,  it  ap¬ 
pears  to  me,  he  would  fain  have  been  con¬ 
tent,  if  he  could,  so  doing,  have  preserved 
his  self-respect  and  feel[ing]  of  duty 
performed  ;  but  there  was  working  in  him.-^ 
as  it  were,  that  same  sort  of  thing  as  oper¬ 
ates  in  the  great  world  to  the  end  of  a 
Prophecy’s  being  accomplish’d  therefore 
he  devoted  himself  rather  to  the  ardours 
than  the  pleasures  of  song,  solacing  him¬ 
self  at  intervals  with  cups  of  old  wine; 
and  those  are,  with  some  exceptions  the 
finest  parts  of  the  poem.  Keats,  John. 
1818,  Notes  on  Milton's  Paradise  Lost, 
]Vorks ,  cd.  Forman,  vol.  ill,  p.  19. 

He  stood  alone  and  aloof  above  his 
times,  the  bard  of  immortal  subjects,  and, 
as  far  as  there  is  perpetuity  in  language, 
of  immortal  fame.  The  very  choice  of 
those  subjects  bespoke  a  contempt  for  any 
species  of  excellence  that  was  attainable 
by  other  men.  There  is  something  that 
overawes  the  mind  in  conceiving  his  long 
deliberated  selection  of  that  theme— his 
attempting  it  when  his  eyes  were  shut 
upon  the  face  of  nature  his  dependence, 
we  might  almost  say,  on  supernatural  in¬ 
spiration,  and  in  the  calm  air  of  strength 
with  which  he  opens  “Paradise  Lost,” 
beginning  a  mighty  performance  without 
the  appearance  of  an  effort.  Taking  the 
subject  all  in  all,  his  powers  could  nowhere 
else  have  enjoyed  the  same  scope.  It  was 
only  from  the  height  of  this  great  argu¬ 
ment  that  he  could  look  back  upon  eternity 
past,  and  forward  upon  eternity  to  come; 
that  he  could  survey  the  abyss  of  infernal 
darkness,  open  visions  of  Paradise,  or  as¬ 
cend  to  heaven  and  breathe  empyreal  air. 
—Campbell,  Thomas,  1819,  An  Essay  on 
English  Poetry. 

I  am  not  persuaded  that  the  “Paradise 
Lost’’  would  not  have  been  more  nobly 
conveyed  to  posterity,  not  perhaps  in 
heroic  couplets,  although  even  they  could 
sustain  the  subject  if  well  balanced,  but 
in  the  stanza  of  Spenser  or  of  Tasso,  or 
in  the  terza  rima  of  Dante,  which  the 
powers  of  Milton  could  easily  have  grafted 
on  our  language. — Byron,  Lord,  1820, 
Observations  upon  an  Article  in  Black¬ 
wood's  Magazine. 

Called  at  Pickering’s  in  Chancery  Lane, 
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who  showed  us  the  original  agreement  be¬ 
tween  Milton  and  Symonds  for  the  pay¬ 
ment  of  five  pounds  for  “Paradise  Lost.” 
The  contrast  of  this  sum  with  the 
£2000  given  for  [the  unexpired  term  of 
the  copyright  of]  Mrs.  Rundell’s  “Cook¬ 
ery,”  comprises  a  history  in  itself.  Pick¬ 
ering,  too,  gave  forty- five  guineas  for  this 
agreement,  three  times  as  much  as  the 
whole  suin  given  for  the  poem.  It  was 
part  payment,  I  think? — Moore,  Thomas, 
1826,  Diary,  Oct.  21. 

The  Second  great  name  in  the  annals  of 
English  I’oetry  is  Milton:  which  is  the 
First,  of  course,  I  need  not  say.  Many 
other  Poets  have  excelled  him  in  variety 
and  versatility ;  but  none  ever  approached 
him  in  intensity  of  style  and  thought,  in 
unity  of  purpose  and  in  the  power  and 
grandeur  with  which  he  piles  up  the 
single  monument  of  Genius,  to  which  his 
mind  is  for  the  time  devoted.  Ilis  Harp 
may  have  but  one  string,  but  that  is  such 
an  one,  as  none  but  his  own  finger  knows 
how  to  touch.  “Paradise  Lost”  has  few 
inequalities ;  few  feeblenesses.  It  seems 
not  like  a  work  taken  up  and  continued  at 
intervals;  but  one  continuing  effort;  last¬ 
ing,  perhaps,  for  years,  yet  never  remit¬ 
ted  :  elaborated  with  the  highest  polish, 
yet  all  the  marks  of  ease  and  simplicity  in 
it's  composition.— Neele,  Henry,  1827 
29,  Lectures  on  English  Poetry,  Lecture  ii. 

In  the  4 'Paradise  Lost” — indeed  in 
everyone  of  his  poems  it  is  Milton  him¬ 
self  whom  you  see  ;  his  Satan,  his  Adam, 
his  Raphael,  almost  his  Eve  are  all  John 
Milton  ;  and  it  is  a  sense  of  this  intense 
egotism  that  gives  me  the  greatest  pleas¬ 
ure  in  reading  Milton’s  works.  The 
egotism  of  such  a  man  is  a  revelation  of 
spirit. — Coleridge,  Samuel  Taylor, 
1833,  Table  Talk ,  Aug.  18. 

“The  Paradise  Lost”  is  totally  unlike 
all  the  poetry  that  has  followed  it.  Even 
in  the  controversial  metaphysics  of  his 
poetry  Milton  has  found  no  rival ;  and 
although  Byron,  in  his  “Cain,”  has  com¬ 
bined  tenderness  the  most  touching  with  a 
lofty  sublimity,  still  it  may  be  said,  with 
truth,  of  the  Bard  of  our  Republic,  that  he 
has  nerve  been  imitated. — Elliott,  EnEN- 
EZER,  1833,  Spirits  and  Men,  Preface,  p.  213. 

If  the  poet  sometimes  betrays  fatigue, 
if  the  lyre  drops  from  his  wearied  hand, 
he  rests'  and  I  rest  along  with  him.  .  .  . 
Who  ever  wrote  like  this?  What  poet 


ever  spoke  such  langauge?  How  miser¬ 
able  seem  all  modem  compositions  beside 
these  strong  and  magnificent  concep¬ 
tions. — Chateaubriand,  Francois  Ren  is, 
VlCOMTE  DE  1837,  Sketches  of  English 
Literature,  rot.  ii,  pp.  118,  130. 

The  slowness  of  Milton’s  advance  to 
glory  is  now  generally  owned  to  have 
been  much  exaggerated:  we  might  say 
that  the  reverse  was  nearer  the  truth. 

It  would  hardly,  however,  be 
said,  even  in  this  age,  of  a  poem  3,000 
copies  of  which  had  been  sold  in  eleven 
years,  that  its  success  had  been  small ;  and 
some,  perhaps,  might  doubt  whether  “Par¬ 
adise  Lost,”  published  eleven  years  since, 
would  have  met  with  a  greater  demand. 
There  is  sometimes  a  want  of  congeniality 
in  public  taste  which  no  power  of  genius 
will  overcome.  For  Milton  it  must  be  said 
by  every  one  conversant  with  the  litera¬ 
ture  of  the  age  that  preceded  Addison’s 
famous  criticism,  from  which  some  have 
dated  the  reputation  of  “Paradise  Lost,” 
that  he  took  his  place  among  great  poets 
from  the  beginning.  —  Hallam,  Henry, 
1837-39,  Literature  of  Europe,  pt.  iv,  ch. 
v,  par.  34. 

Adam  and  Eve  are  beautiful,  graceful 
objects,  but  no  one  has  breathed  the  Pyg¬ 
malion  life  into  them ;  they  remain  cold 
statues.  Milton’s  sympathies  were  with 
things  rather  than  with  men,  the  scenery 
and  phenomena  of  nature,  the  trim  gar¬ 
dens,  the  burning  lake ;  but  as  for  the 
phenomena  of  the  mind,  he  was  not  able 
to  see  them.  He  has  no  delineations  of 
mind  except  Satan,  of  which  we  may  say 
that  Satan  was  his  own  character,  the 
black  side  of  it.  1  wish  however,  to  be 
understood  not  to  speak  at  all  in  dispar¬ 
agement  of  Milton;  far  from  that. — Car¬ 
lyle,  Thomas,  1838,  Lectures  on  the  His¬ 
tory  of  Literature,  p.  166. 

1,  if  abruptly  called  upon  in  that  sum¬ 
mary  fashion  to  convey  a  commensurate 
idea  of  Milton,  one  which  might  at  once 
correspond  to  his  pretensions,  and  yet  be 
readily  intelligible  to  the  savage,  should 
answer  perhaps  thus : — Milton  is  not  an 
author  amongst  authors,  not  a  poet 
amongst  poems,  but  a  power  amongst 
powers;  and  the  “Paradise  Lost”  is  not  a 
book  amongst  books,  not  a  poem  amongst 
poems,  but  a  central  force  amongst  forces. 
— De  Ql-incey,  Thomas,  1S39-57,  On 
Milton,  Writings,  cd.  Masson,  rot.  X,  />.  399. 
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Its  sale  was  no  evidence  that  its  merits 
were  comprehended,  and  may  be  referred 
to  the  general  reputation  of  its  author ; 
for  we  find  so  accomplished  a  critic  as  Sir 
William  Temple,  some  years  later,  omit¬ 
ting  the  name  of  Milton  in  his  roll  of 
writers  who  have  done  honour  to  modern 
literature,  a  circumstance  which  may,  per¬ 
haps,  be  imputed  to  that  reverence  for 
the  ancients  which  blinded  Sir  William  to 
the  merits  of  their  successors.  How 
could  Milton  be  understood  in  his  own 
generation,  in  the  grovelling,  sensual 
court  of  Charles  the  Second?  How  could 
the  dull  eyes,  so  long  fastened  on  the 
earth,  endure  the  blaze  of  his  inspired 
genius?  It  was  not  till  time  had  removed 
him  to  a  distance  that  he  could  be  calmly 
gazed  on  and  his  merits  fairly  contem¬ 
plated.  Addison,  as  is  well  known,  was 
the  first  to  bring  them  into  popular  view, 
by  a  beautiful  specimen  of  criticism  that 
has  permanently  connected  his  name  with 
that  of  his  illustrious  subject.  More  than 
half  a  century  later,  another  great  name 
in  English  criticism,  perhaps  the  greatest 
in  general  reputation,  Johnson,  passed 
sentence  of  a  very  different  kind  on  the 
pretensions  of  the  poet.  A  production 
more  discreditable  to  the  author  is  not  to 
be  found  in  the  whole  of  his  voluminous 
works;  equally  discreditable,  whether  re¬ 
garded  in  an  historical  light  or  as  a  sam¬ 
ple  of  literary  criticism. — Prescott, 
William  Hickling,  1839-55,  Biographical 
and  Critical  Miscellanies,  p.  276. 

To  the  judgment  of  each  individual, 
among  his  readers,  it  must  be  left,  to  de¬ 
termine  for  himself,  how  far,  in  the 
course  of  his  “adventurous  song,"  the 
poet’s  prayer  for  divine  illumination  has 
been  answered  in  the  sequel.  The  theol¬ 
ogy  of  the  poem,  in  various  passages  of 
the  deepest  interest,  may  be  seriously 
questioned,  but  shall  here  be  left  with  one 
remark  only  (not  effecting  its  doctrinal 
points),  namely,  that  he  would  be  a  bold 
critic  who,  as  a  believer  in  the  Christian 
faith,  should  venture  to  justify  the  extent 
to  which  the  author  has  employed  the 
doubtful,  though,  hitherto,  undisputed 
license  of  fiction  in  the  supernatural 
agency  of  his  poem.  At  the  same  time, 
far  be  it  from  the  present  writer  to  ar¬ 
raign  the  poet,  either  of  wilful  or  negli¬ 
gent  impiety.  It  need  not  be  mooted 
here,  whether  he  considered  himself  fully 


authorized  to  exercise  such  perilous  free¬ 
dom,  but,  assuredly,  he  was  mistaken. 
Tasso,  Marini,  Camoens,  and  other  epic 
poets,  have  likewise  intermeddled  with 
“things  that  were  too  high  for  them," 
and  these  have  all  egregiously  miscar¬ 
ried,  their  spiritual  agents  having  been 
uniformly  the  most  indifferent,  and  the 
least  effective  personages  in  their  stories. 
Milton  far  transcends  all  his  predecessors 
in  the  use  of  such  preternatural  ma¬ 
chinery,  while  none,  that  have  come  after, 
have  been  able  to  approach  the  power  and 
ability  with  which  he  has  wielded  it. — 
Montgomery,  James,  1843-61,  The  Po¬ 
etical  Horfcs  of  John  Milton,  Memoir ,  vol. 
I,  p.  xxxiii. 

“Paradise  Lost"  is  a  study  for  imagi¬ 
nation  and  elaborate  musical  structure. 
Take  almost  any  passage,  and  a  lecture 
might  be  read  from  it  on  contrasts  and 
pauses,  and  other  parts  of  metrical  har¬ 
mony  ;  while  almost  every  word  has  its 
higher  poetical  meaning  and  intensity; 
but  all  is  accompanied  with  a  certain  op¬ 
pressiveness  of  ambitious  and  conscious 
power. — Hunt,  Leigh,  1844,  Imagination 
and  Fancy,  p.  212. 

In  “Paradise  Lost"  we  feel  as  if  we 
were  admitted  to  the  outer  courts  of  the 
Infinite.  In  that  all-glorious  temple  of 
genius  inspired  by  truth,  we  catch  the  full 
diapason  of  the  heavenly  organ.  With 
its  first  choral  swell  the  soul  is  lifted  from 
the  earth.  In  the  “DivinaCommedia"  the 
man,  the  Florentine,  the  exiled  Ghibelline, 
stands  out,  from  first  to  last,  breathing 
defiance  and  revenge.  Milton,  in  some  of 
his  prose  works,  betrays  the  partisan  also  ; 
but  in  his  poetry  we  see  him  in  the  white 
robes  of  the  minstrel, with  upturned  though 
sightless  eyes,  rapt  in  meditation  at  the 
feet  of  the  heavenly  muse.  Dante,  in  his 
dark  vision,  descends  to  the  depths  of  the 
world  of  perdition,  and,  homeless  fugitive 
as  he  is,  drags  his  proud  and  prosperous 
enemies  down  with  him,  and  buries  them, 
doubly  destroyed,  in  the  flaming  sepul¬ 
chres  of  the  lowest  hell.  Milton,  on  the 
other  hand,  seems  almost  to  have  purged 
off  the  dross  of  humanity.  Blind,  poor, 
friendless,  in  solitude  and  sorrow,  with 
quite  as  much  reason  as  his  Italian 
rival  to  repine  at  his  fortune  and  war 
against  mankind,  how  calm  and  unimpas¬ 
sioned  is  he  in  all  that  concerns  his  own 
personality!  He  deemed  too  highly  of 
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his  divine  gift,  to  make  it  the  instrument 
of  immortalizing  his  hatreds.  One  cry, 
alone,  of  sorrow  at  his  blindness,  one  pa¬ 
thetic  lamentation  over  the  evil  days  on 
which  he  had  fallen,  bursts  from  his  full 
heart.  There  is  not  a  flash  of  human 
wrath  in  all  his  pictures  of  woe.  Hating 
nothing  but  evil  spirits,  in  the  childlike 
simplicity  of  his  heart,  his  pure  hands  un¬ 
defiled  with  the  pitch  of  the  political  in¬ 
trigues  in  which  he  had  lived,  he  breathes 
forth  his  inexpressibly  majestic  strains, 
the  poetry  not  so  much  of  earth  as  of 
heaven. — -Everett,  Edward.  1853,  Ora¬ 
tions  and  Speeches,  vol.  II,  p.  222. 

Milton  is  one  of  the  three  great  Chris¬ 
tian  poets  who  were  to  the  theogony  of 
the  Middle  Ages  what  Homer  was  to  the 
Olympus  of  paganism.  The  triumvirate 
consists  of  Dante,  Tasso,  and  Milton. 
The  “Divine  Comedy”  of  Dante,  the 
“Jerusalem  Delivered”  of  Tasso,  the 
‘‘Paradise  Lost”  of  Milton,  are  the  Iliads 
and  Odysseys  of  our  theological  system. 

Milton  is  the  least  original  of 
the  three  great  Christian  poets.  At  first 
he  imitates  Homer,  then  Virgil,  and  lastly 
Dante  and  Tasso ;  but  his  real  model  is 
Dante.  He  impresses  the  same  supernat¬ 
ural  subject  on  the  Christian  theogony ; 
he  sings  to  England  what  Italy  has  already 
heard— the  strife  of  created  angels  in 
revolt  against  their  Maker — the  blissful 
loves  of  Eden— the  seduction  of  woman 
the  fall  of  man — the  intercessionof  the  Son 
of  God  with  the  Father — the  mercy  obtained 
by  his  own  sacrifice,  and  the  redemption 
partially  gleaming  through  the  distance, 
as  the  denouement  of  this  sublime  tragedy. 
Finally,  he  embraces  the  entire  series  of 
mysteries  which  the  philosopher  pene¬ 
trates  with  his  conjectures,  the  theologian 
explains,  and  the  poet  describes,  without 
demanding  of  them  other  components  than 
miracles,  images,  and  emotions.  Why, 
then,  did  Milton  select  this  overpowering 
theological  subject,  and  transplant  it  to 
England,  so  rich  in  Saxon  and  Celtic  tra¬ 
ditions,  already  popular,  and  admirably 
adapted  for  the  text  of  a  grand  national 
and  original  northern  epic?  The  answer 
is  to  be  found  in  his  character  and  his  life. 
By  nature  he  was  theological,  and  the 
youngest  half  of  his  existence  had  been 
passed  in  Italy.  The  first  voyage  of  a 
youth  is  a  second  birth ;  from  it  he  im¬ 
bibes  new  sensations  and  ideas,  which 


produce  a  species  of  personal  transforma¬ 
tion.  The  phenomenon  of  petrification  is 
not  confined  to  the  effect  of  water  upon  a 
plant;  it  operates  upon  man  through  the 
air  that  he  breathes. — Lamartine,  Al¬ 
phonse  de,  1854,  Memoirs  of  Celebrated 
Characters. 

Sublime  as  Milton's  immemorial  theme. 

— Dobell,  Sydney,  1855,  America. 

Make  a  man  of  Milton’s  force  and  afflu¬ 
ence  of  imagination  half-intoxicated  and 
half-crazy,  and  any  enterprising  bookseller 
might  draw  from  the  lees  of  his  mind  a 
“Festus”  once  a  week,  and  each  mon¬ 
strosity  would  doubtless  be  hailed  by 
some  readers,  who  think  they  have  a  taste 
for  poetry,  as  a  greater  miracle  of  genius 
than  ‘‘Paradise  Lost.”— Whipple,  Ed¬ 
win  P.,  1857  -66,  Character  and  Charac- 
teristic  Men ,  p.  19. 

How  noble  this  metre  is  in  Milton’s 
hands,  how  completely  it  shows  itself  ca¬ 
pable  of  the  grand,  nay  of  the  grandest, 
style,  1  need  not  say.  To  this  metre,  as 
used  in  the  “Paradise  Lost,”  our  country 
owes  the  glory  of  having  produced  one  of 
the  only  two  poetical  works  in  the  grand 
style  which  are  to  be  found  in  the  modern 
languages;  the  Divine  Comedy  of  Dante 
is  the  other.  England  and  Italy  here 
stand  alone ;  Spain,  France  and  Germany 
have  produced  great  poets,  but  neither 
Calderon,  nor  Corneille,  nor  Schiller,  nor 
even  Goethe,  has  produced  a  body  of 
poetry  in  the  true  grand  style,  in  the 
sense  in  which  the  style  of  the  body  of 
Homer’s  poetry,  or  Pindar’s,  or  Sopho¬ 
cles’s,  is  grand.  But  Dante  has,  and  so 
has  Milton;  and  in  thiB  respect  Milton 
possesses  a  distinction  which  even  Shake¬ 
speare,  undoubtedly  the  supreme  poetical 
power  in  our  literature,  does  not  share 
with  him.  Not  a  tragedy  of  Shakespeare 
but  contains  passages  in  the  worst  of  all 
styles,  the  affected  style ;  and  the  grand 
style,  although  it  may  be  harsh,  or  ob¬ 
scure,  or  cumbrous,  or  over-laboured,  is 
never  affected.  In  spite,  therefore,  of 
objections  which  may  justly  be  urged 
against  the  plan  and  treatment  of  the 
“Paradise  Lost,”  in  spite  of  its  possess¬ 
ing,  certainly,  a  far  less  enthralling  force 
of  interest  to  attract  and  to  carry  forward 
the  reader  than  the  Iliad  or  the  Divine 
Comedy,  it  fully  deserves,  it  can  never 
lose,  its  immense  reputation;  for,  like 
the  Iliad  and  the  Divine  Comedy,  nay  in 


264 


JOHN  MIL  TON 


some  respects  to  a  higher  degree  than 
either  of  them,  it  is  in  the  grand  style. — 
Arnold,  Matthew,  1861,  Lectures  On 
Translating  Homer . 

In  short  Milton  is  a  great  poet,  doubled 
with  a  Saumaise,  or  a  Grotius  ;  a  genius, 
nourished  on  the  marrow  of  lions,  on 
Homer,  Isaiah,  Virgil,  Dante,  but  also, 
like  the  serpent  in  Eden,  chewing  the  dust 
of  dull  polemic.  He  is  a  doctor,  a 
preacher,  a  pedagogue,  and  when  the  day 
comes  for  him  to  be  able  at  last  to  realize 
the  dreams  of  his  youth,  and  endow  his 
country  with  an  epic,  he  will  construct  it 
of  two  matters,  of  gold  and  of  clay,  of 
sublimity  and  of  scholasticism,  and  will 
leave  us  a  poem  which  is  at  once  the  most 
extraordinary  and  at  the  same  time  the 
most  intolerable  in  existence. 

‘‘Paradise  Lost”  is  an  unreal  poem,  a 
grotesque  poem,  a  tiresome  poem.  There 
is  not  one  reader  in  a  hundred  who  can 
read  Books  Nine  and  Ten  without  a  smile, 
or  Books  Eleven  and  Twelve  without  a 
yawn.  The  thing  does  not  hold  toegther : 
it  is  a  pyramid  balanced  on  its  apex,  the 
most  terrible  problems  solved  by  the  most 
childish  of  means.  And  yet  “Paradise 
Lost”  is  immortal.  It  lives  by  virtue  of 
some  episodes  which  will  be  for  ever 
famous.  In  contrast  with  Dante,  who 
must  be  read  as  a  whole  if  we  wish  really 
to  grasp  his  beauties,  Milton  ought  not  to 
be  read  except  in  fragments,  but  these 
fragments  form  a  part  of  the  poetic  patri¬ 
mony  of  the  human  race.  The  invocation 
to  Light,  the  character  of  Eve,  the  de¬ 
scription  of  the  earthly  Paradise,  of  the 
morning  of  the  world,  of  its  first  love, 
are  all  masterpieces.  The  discourses  of 
the  Prince  of  Hell  are  incomparably  elo¬ 
quent.— Scherer,  IEdmond,  1868-91, 
Essays  on  English  Literature,  tr.  Saints- 
bury,  pp.  132,  146. 

In  “Samson”  he  finds  a  cold  and  lofty 
tragedy,  in  “Paradise  Regained”  a  cold 
and  noble  epic ;  he  composes  an  imperfect 
and  sublime  poem  in  “Paradise  Lost.” 
.  .  .  Adam  and  Eve,  the  first  pair !  I 

approach,  and  it  seems  as  though  I  discov¬ 
ered  the  Adam  and  Eve  of  Raphael  Sanzio, 
imitated  by  Milton,  so  his  biographers  tell 
us,  glorious,  strong,  voluptuous  children, 
naked  in  the  light  of  heaven,  motionless 
and  absorbed  before  grand  landscapes, 
with  bright  vacant  eyes,  with  no  more 
thought  than  the  bull  or  the  horse  on  the 


grass  beside  them  I  listen,  and  I  hear 
an  English  household,  two  reasoners  of 
the  period — Colonel  Hutchinson  and  his 
wife.  Heavens !  dress  them  at  once. 
Folk  so  cultivated  should  have  invented 
before  all  a  pair  of  trousers  and  modesty. 
What  dialogues!  Dissertations  capped 
by  politeness,  mutual  sermons  concluded 
by  bows.  .  .  .  This  Adam  entered  Paradise 
via  England.  There  he  learned  respecta¬ 
bility,  and  there  he  studied  moral  speech¬ 
ifying. — Taine,  H.  A.,  1871,  History  of 
English  Literature,  tr.  Van  Laun,  vol.  I, 
bk.  ii,  ch.  vi,  pp.  441,  443,  444. 

This  connection  with  Dryden,  which 
lasted  till  the  poet’s  death,  was  of  only 
less  importance  to  the  furtherance  of  Ton- 
son’s  fortune  than  a  bargain  concluded 
four  years  later  with  Brabazon  Aylmer  for 
one  half  of  his  interest  in  the  “Paradise 
Lost,”  which  Dryden  told  him  was  one  of 
the  greatest  poems  England  had  ever  pro¬ 
duced.  Still  he  waited  four  years  before 
he  ventured  to  publish,  and  then  only  by 
the  safe  method  of  subscription,  and  in 
1788  the  folio  edition  came  out,  and  by 
the  sale  of  this  and  future  editions  Ton- 
son  was,  according  to  Disraeli,  enabled  to 
keep  his  carriage. — CURWEN,  Henry, 
1873,  A  History  of  Booksellers ,  p.  25. 

Let  “Paradise  Lost,”  then,  be  called  a 
Vorstellung.  But  what  a  Vorstellung  it 
is!  That  World  of  Man,  the  world  of  all 
our  stars  and  starry  transparencies,  hung 
but  drop-like  after  all  from  an  Empyrean  ; 
the  great  Empyrean  itself,  “undetermined 
square  or  round,”  so  that,  though  we  do 
diagram  it  for  form’s  sake,  it  is  beyond 
all  power  of  diagram  ;  A  Hell,  far  beneath, 
but  still  measurably  far,  with  its  outcast 
infernal  Powers  tending  disastrously  up¬ 
wards  or  tugging  all  downwards;  finally, 
between  the  Empyrean  and  Hell,  a  blus¬ 
tering  blackness  of  unimaginable  Chaos, 
roaring  around  the  Mundane  Sphere  and 
assaulting  everlastingly  its  outermost 
bosses,  but  unable  to  break  through,  or 
to  disturb  the  serenity  of  the  golden  poise 
that  steadies  it  from  the  zenith — what 
phantasmagory  more  truly  all-significant 
than  this  has  the  imagination  of  poet  ever 
conceived?  What  expense  of  space  com¬ 
parable  to  this  for  vastness  has  any  other 
poet  presumed  to  fill  with  visual  symbol¬ 
isms,  or  to  occupy  with  a  coherent  story? 
The  physical  universe  of  Dante’s  great 
poem  would  go  into  a  nutshell  as  compared 


JOHN  MILTON 


265 


with  that  to  which  the  imagination  must 
stretch  itself  out  in  “Paradise  Lost.” 
In  this  respect — in  respect  of  the  extent 
of  physical  immensity  through  which  the 
poem  ranges,  and  which  it  orbs  forth  with 
soul-dilating  clearness  and  maps  out  with 
never-to-be-obliterated  accuracy  before 
the  eye — no  possible  poem  can  ever  over¬ 
pass  it.  And  then  the  story  itself! 
What  story  mightier  or  more  full  of 
meaning  can  there  ever  be  than  that  of 
the  Archangel  rebelling  in  Heaven,  de¬ 
graded  from  Heaven  into  Hell,  reascend¬ 
ing  from  Hell  to  the  Human  Universe, 
winging  through  the  starry  spaces  of  that 
Universe,  and  at, last  possessing  himself 
of  our  central  Earth,  and  impregnating 
its  incipient  history  with  the  spirit  of 
Evil?  Vastness  of  scene  and  power  of 
story  together,  little  wonder  that  the 
poem  should  have  so  impressed  the  world. 
Little  wonder  that  it  should  now  be  Mil¬ 
ton’s  Satan,  and  Milton’s  narrative  of  the 
Creation  in  its  various  transcendental 
connexions,  that  are  in  possession  of  the 
British  imagination,  rather  than  the  strict 
Biblical  accounts  from  which  Milton  so 
scrupulously  derived  the  hints  to  which 
he  gave  such  marvellous  expansion. 
Masson,  David,  1874,  ed..  The  Poetical 
lEortaf  of  John  Milton,  vol.  i,  p.  101. 

I  don’t  think  I’ve  read  him  these  forty 
years;  the  whole  Scheme  of  the  Poem, 
and  certain  Parts  of  it,  looming  as  grand 
as  anything  in  my  Memory ;  but  I  never 
could  read  ten  lines  together  without 
stumbling  at  some  Pedantry  that  tipped 
me  at  once  out  of  Paradise,  or  even  Hell, 
into  the  Schoolroom,  worse  than  either. 
— Fitzgerald,  Edward,  1876,  Letters, 
vol.  I,  p.  380. 

The  description  of  the  garden  of  Eden, 
in  the  fourth  book  of  ‘‘Paradise  Lost,”  is 
magnificent,  but  vague.  The  pomp  of 
language  and  profusion  of  images  leaves 
on  the  imagination  no  definite  picture. 
You  have,  it  is  true,  “in  narrow  room 
Nature’s  whole  wealth,”  but  it  does  not 
satisfy,  as  many  a  humbler  but  real  scene 
described  with  a  few  strokes  satisfies. 
Such  landscapes  in  poetry,  entirely  pro¬ 
jected  by  the  imagination  and  answering 
to  no  scene  on  earth,  are,  like  the  com¬ 
position  pictures,  which  some  painters  de¬ 
light  in,  only  splendid  failures. — Shairp, 
John  Campbell,  1877,  On  Poetic  Inter¬ 
pretation  of  Nature ,  p.  191. 


The  cosmogony  of  the  universe  as  con¬ 
ceived  by  Milton  in  “Paradise  Lost,” 
though  very  simple,  is  very  little  under¬ 
stood.  Nobody  confesses  to  not  reading 
the  poem.  Many  do  read  it ;  many  more 
to  their  own  loss,  begin  and  do  not  finish 
it ;  all  attempt  it.  And  yet  how  few  know 
the  simple  plan  of  creation  which  it  pre¬ 
supposes,  and  without  a  just  conception 
of  which  it  is  totally  impossible  to  under¬ 
stand  the  poem.  Indeed,  it  is  no  doubt 
in  large  part  the  want  of  this  conception 
which  induces  many  readers  to  forego  the 
further  perusal  of  the  work  after  having 
reached  the  third  book.  They  are  wearied 
by  the  very  peculiar  and  incomprehensi¬ 
ble  movements  of  Satan  on  his  journey 
earthward.  In  what  kind  of  a  world  is 
it  that  Satan,  Raphael,  Michael.  Uriel, 
and  the  rest  move  about?  How  does  it 
happen  that  Satan,  in  going  from  Hell  to 
Earth,  flies  downward  ?  and  how  is  it  that 
in  the  journey  he  is  compelled  to  pass  by 
the  gate  of  Heaven?  Where  is  the  Para¬ 
dise  of  Fools  through  which  the  poet,  in 
one  of  the  most  scornful  and  extraordi¬ 
nary  passages  in  the  book,  makes  him 
wander?  Where  is  the  throne  of  Chaos 
and  old  Night?  There  is  little  use  in  at¬ 
tempting  to  read  the  poem  without  under¬ 
standing  these  things.  They  are  very 
simple.  A  diagram  or  two  will  be  suffi¬ 
cient  to  explain  them. — Nadel,  E.  S., 
1877,  The  Cosmogony  of  “Paradise  Lost,” 
Harper's  Magazine,  vol.  56,  p.  137. 

The  triumph  of  the  Puritan  poet  was  as 
signal  as  the  triumph  of  the  Puritan  king. 
No  Anglican  minstrel  is  nearly  equal  to 
Milton  ;  neither  the  Temple  nor  the  Chris¬ 
tian  Year  will  compare  with  “Paradise 
Lost.”  We  naturally  place  it  side  by  side 
with  the  poem  in  which  Dante  enshrined 
Catholicism.  Dante  excels  Milton  in  ten¬ 
derness;  in  intimate  knowledge  of  the  hu¬ 
man  heart;  in  the  delineation  of  all  pas¬ 
sions,  except  revenge  and  ambition,  pride 
and  hatred.  Dante  has  the  infallible  Shake¬ 
spearian  touch  whenever  his  theme  is  love  ; 
Milton  in  the  like  case  paints  with  great 
literary  dexterity  and  with  a  frank  audacity 
of  sensuous  colour  which  would  fain  be 
passionate  and  tender ;  but  he  never  gets 
beyond  painted  love.  .  .  .  For  Eve’s  face 
he  has  not  a  word;  not  one  syllable  for 
the  crimson  of  the  lip,  for  the  ravishment 
of  the  smile.  Conventional  golden  tresses, 
slender  waist,  and  ringlets  “wanton,” 
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which  surely  they  had  no  call  to  be 
in  Eden  , — this  is  what  we  find  in  Milton's 
first  woman,  whom  Charlotte  Bronte  says 
he  never  saw.  Against  Dante,  on  the 
other  hand,  and  in  favour  of  Milton,  we 
have  to  put  the  traces  of  Middle-age 
childishness,  the  nursery  goblinism,  gro- 
tesquerie,  and  allegorical  wire-drawing, 
which  are  present  in  the  “Divine  Comedy,” 
The  sustained  grandeur  which  has  made 
“Miltonic’'  a  convertible  term  with 
“sublime"  is  far  above  all  that. — Bayne, 
Peter,  1878,  The  Chief  Actors  in  the  Fu- 
ritan  Revolution,  pp.  335,  36. 

How  resplendent  and  superb  was  the 
poetry  that  lay  at  the  heart  of  Puritanism, 
was  seen  by  the  sightless  eyes  of  John 
Milton,  whose  great  epic  is  indeed  the  epic 
of  Puritanism.  Tyler,  Moses  Coit,  1878, 
A  History  of  American  Literature ,  1607- 
1676,  t oL  i,  p.  266. 

Whatever  conclusion  may  be  the  true 
one  from  the  amount  of  the  public  de¬ 
mand,  we  cannot  be  wrong  in  asserting 
that  from  the  first,  and  now  as  then, 
“Paradise  Lost”  has  been  more  admired 
than  read.  The  poet’s  wish  and  expecta¬ 
tion  that  he  should  find  “fit  audience, 
though  few,”  has  been  fulfilled.  Partly 
this  has  been  due  to  his  limitation,  his  un¬ 
sympathetic  disposition,  the  deficiency  of 
the  human  element  in  his  imagination,  and 
his  presentation  of  mythical  instead  of 
real  beings.  But  it  is  also  in  part  a  trib¬ 
ute  to  his  excellence,  and  is  to  be  as¬ 
cribed  to  the  lofty  strain,  which  requires 
more  effort  to  accompany  than  an  average 
reader  is  able  to  make,  a  majestic  de¬ 
meanour  which  no  parodist  has  been  able 
to  degrade,  and  a  wealth  of  allusion  de¬ 
manding  more  literature  than  is  possessed 
by  any  but  the  few  whose  life  is  lived 
with  the  poets.  An  appreciation  of  Mil- 
ton  is  the  last  reward  of  consummated 
scholarship;  and  we  may  apply  to  him 
what  Quintilian  has  said  of  Cicero,  “Ille 
se  profecisse  sciat,  cui  Cicero  valdo  place- 
bit." — Pattison,  Mark,  1879,  Milton, 

( English  Men  of  Letters ),  p.  210. 

The  Style  is  always  great.  On  the 
whole  it  is  the  greatest  in  the  whole  range 
of  English  poetry,  so  great  that  when  once 
we  have  come  to  know  and  honour  and 
love  it,  it  so  subdues  the  judgment  that 
the  judgment  can  with  difficulty  do  its 
work  with  temperance.  It  lifts  the  low, 
gives  life  to  the  commonplace,  dignifies 


even  the  vulgar,  and  makes  us  endure  that 
which  is  heavy  and  dull.  We  catch  our¬ 
selves  admiring  things  not  altogether 
worthy  of  admiration,  because  the  robe 
they  wear  is  so  royal.  No  style,  when 
one  has  lived  in  it,  is  so  spacious  and  so 
majestic  a  place  to  walk  in.  .  .  . 

Fulness  of  sound,  weight  of  march,  com¬ 
pactness  of  finish,  fitness  of  words  to 
things,  fitness  of  pauses  to  thought,  a 
strong  grasp  of  the  main  idea  while  other 
ideas  play  round  it,  power  of  digression 
without  loss  of  the  power  to  return,  equal¬ 
ity  of  power  over  vast  spaces  of  imagina¬ 
tion,  sustained  splendour  when  he  soars 
"With  plume  so  strong,  so  equal  and  so  soft,’’ 
a  majesty  in  the  conduct  of  thought,  and 
a  music  in  the  majesty  which  fills  it  with 
solemn  beauty,  belong  one  and  all  to  the 
style  ;  and  it  gains  its  highest  influence  on 
us,  and  fulfils  the  ultimate  need  of  a 
grand  style  in  being  the  easy  and  neces¬ 
sary  expression  of  the  very  character  and 
nature  of  the  man.  It  reveals  Milton,  as 
much,  sometimes  even  more  than  his 
thought.  Brooke,  Stopford,  1879,  Mil- 
ton,  ( Classical  Writers),  p.  83. 

Who  now  reads  the  ancient  writers? 
Who  systematically  reads  the  great  writ¬ 
ers,  be  they  ancient  or  modern,  whom  the 
consent  of  ages  has  marked  out  as  classics  : 
typical,  immortal,  peculiar  teachers  of  our 
race?  Alas!  the  “Paradise  Lost’’  is  lost 
again  to  us  beneath  an  inundation  of 
graceful  academic  verse,  sugary  stanzas 
of  ladylike  prettiness,  and  ceaseless  ex¬ 
planations  in  more  or  less  readable  prose 
of  what  John  Milton  meant  or  did  not 
mean,  or  what  he  saw  or  did  not  see,  who 
married  his  great  aunt,  and  why  Adam  or 
Satan  is  like  that,  or  unlike  the  other. 
We  read  a  perfect  library  about  the  “Par¬ 
adise  Lost,"  but  the  “Paradise  Lost"  it¬ 
self  we  do  not  read. — Harrison,  Fred¬ 
eric,  1879,  The  Choice  of  Books  and  Other 
Literary  Pieces ,  p.  13. 

Klopstock  made  up  his  mind  to  fulfil 
the  prophecy  in  himself.  When  he  left 
school  in  1745,  he  had  already  conceived 
the  plan  of  the  “Messias, "  and  in  his 
farewell  speech  on  the  nature  and  office 
of  the  epic  poet,  he  distinctly  alludes  to 
the  great  work  which  he  contemplated. 

.  .  .  It  was  the  most  popular  subject 

that  he  could  choose,  and  as  yet  no  poet 
had  exhausted  it  or  brought  it  once  and 
for  all  into  definite  shape,  as  Milton  had 
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the  history  of  the  Fall,  to  the  exclusion 
of  all  possible  rivals  on  the  same  ground. 
It  was  the  vision  of  Milton  that  floated  be¬ 
fore  the  poet’s  eyes,  and  indeed  he  could 
not  have  had  a  better  model,  for  Milton 
had  achieved  the  highest  that  could  be 
done  for  the  Biblical  tradition.  Milton’s 
“Paradise  Lost”  stood  unrivalled  in 
grandeur  of  conception  and  effective  de¬ 
velopment  of  the  theme.  Amid  Klop- 
atock's  many  debts  to  Milton,  the  follow¬ 
ing  may  be  mentioned  :  the  detailed  de¬ 
scription  of  hell,  the  council  of  the  devils, 
the  differences  of  opinion  amongst  them, 
their  punishment  by  metamorphosis,  the 
paths  through  the  universe  along  which 
devils  and  angels  wander  and  fly,  and  the 
vision  of  the  Last  Judgment  at  the  close 
of  the  poem.  But  Klopstock  did  not 
profit  half  enough  by  Milton's  example. 
While  Milton  leads  us  from  hell  into  para¬ 
dise,  and  thus  relieves  a  gloomy  scene 
by  a  bright  one,  Klopstock,  on  the  con¬ 
trary,  begins  with  the  glories  of  heaven, 
and  then  keeps  us  in  his  irksome  limbo  of 
disembodied  spirits  till  we  long  for  a 
change  out  of  very  weariness.  Milton  ex¬ 
erts  himself  to  the  utmost  not  to  let  the 
interest  flag,  and  pays  particular  attention 
to  unity  of  composition,  steady  unfolding 
of  the  plot,  and  graphic  narration  ;  Klop¬ 
stock,  on  the  other  hand  lets  the  thread 
of  his  narrative  decidedly  drag,  and  ac¬ 
companies  each  step  of  the  gradual  de¬ 
nouement  with  the  sentiments  of  all  the 
spectators.  .  .  .  His  poetry  is  full 

of  the  very  faults  which  Milton  condemned, 
and,  however  much  Milton  may  have  been 
his  model,  yet  his  “Messias”  is  more 
closely  related  to  the  religious  oratorios 
than  to  “Paradise  Lost.” — Scherer, 
Wilhelm,  1883-86,  A  History  of  German 
Literature,  tr.  Conybeare,  vol.  II,  pp.  31, 
32,  33. 

The  imagination  of  Crndmon  may,  in 
some  respects,  vie  even  with  that  of  Mil- 
ton  ;  but  the  harsh  crudities  of  the  Anglo- 
Saxon  language  would  have  overpowered 
the  genius  of  Milton  himself.  Long  ages 
of  refinement  and  philosophy  were  wanted 
to  prepare  for  the  glories  of  “Paradise 
Lost.”  —  Courthope,  William  John, 
1885,  The  Liberal  Movement  in,  English 
Literature ,  p.  28. 

The  dust  of  the  conflict  had  fallen ;  and 
the  mountain  heights  shone  out  once  more 
from  the  serene  distance :  once  more  he 


confronted  the  mighty  works  of  ancient 
genius.  They  pleased  him  still,  from  their 
severity  and  their  simplicity ;  but  they  did 
not  satisfy  him — because  they  wanted  ele¬ 
vation.  In  his  “Paradise  Lost”  he  raised 
and  endeavoured  to  spiritualise  the  an¬ 
tique  epic.  There  are  many  who  will  al¬ 
ways  regard  St.  Peter’s  temple  in  the  air 
as  the  first  of  architectural  monuments. 
The  admirers  of  the  classic  will,  however, 
feel  that  the  amplitude  and  height  of  the 
wondrous  dome  are  no  sufficient  substitute 
for  that  massive  simplicity  and  breadth  of 
effect  which  belong  to  the  Parthenon ; 
while  those  who  revere  our  cathedrals 
will  maintain  that  it  lacks  the  variety, 
the  mystery,  the  aspiration,  and  the  in¬ 
finitude  which  characterise  the  Christian 
architecture  of  the  North.  On  analogous 
grounds  the  more  devoted  admirers  of 
Homer  and  of  Shakespeare  will  ever  be 
dissatisfied  with  Milton’s  work,  however 
they  may  venerate  his  genius.  It  is  ob¬ 
viously  composite  in  its  character — the 
necessary  result  of  its  uniting  a  Hebraic 
spirit  with  a  classic  form.  Dante,  like 
Milton,  uses  the  Greek  mythology  freely; 
considering  it,  no  doubt,  as  part  of  that 
“inheritance  of  the  Heathen,”  into  pos¬ 
session  of  which  Christendom  had  a  right 
to  enter;  but  he  uses  it  as  a  subordinate 
ornament,  and  in  matters  of  mere  detail. 
His  poem  is  a  Vision,  not  an  .Epic,  that 
vision  of  supernatural  truth,  of  Hell, 
Purgatory,  and  Paradise,  which  passed 
before  the  eyes  of  the  mediaeval  Church 
as  she  looked  up  in  nocturnal  vigil ;  not 
the  mundane  circle  of  life  and  experience, 
of  action  and  of  passion,  exhibited  in  its 
completeness,  and  contemplated  with  calm 
satisfaction  by  a  Muse  that  looks  down 
from  heaven. — De  Vere,  Aubrey,  1887, 
Essays,  Chiefly  on  Poetry,  vol.  II,  p.  112. 

How  to  speak  of  “Paradise  Lost”  I 
know  not.  To  call  it  a  master-work  is 
superfluous.  To  say  that  it  stands  abso¬ 
lutely  alone  and  supreme  is  both  true  and 
false.  Parts  of  it  are  like  other  poems, 
and  yet  there  is  no  poem  in  the  world  like 
it.  The  theme  is  old  ;  had  been  treated 
by  the  author  of  Genesis  in  brief,  by  Du 
Bartas  and  other  rhymers  at  length.  The 
manner  is  old,  inherited  from  Virgil  and 
Dante.  And  yet,  beyond  all  question, 
“Paradise  Lost”  is  one  of  the  most  unique, 
individual,  unmistakable  poems  in  the 
world’s  literature.  Imitations  of  it  have 
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been  attempted  by  Montgomery,  Pollok, 
Biekersteth,  and  other  pious  versifiers, 
but  they  are  no  more  like  the  original  than 
St.  Peter’s  in  Montreal  is  like  St.  Peter’s 
in  Rome,  or  than  the  pile  of  coarse¬ 
grained  limestone  on  New  York’s  Fifth 
Avenue  is  like  the  Cathedral  of  Milan. — 
Van  Dyke,  Henry,  1889-91,  The  Poetry 
of  Tennyson,  p.  92. 

I  cannot  stay  to  characterize  his  great 
poem ;  nor  is  there  need ;  immortal  in 
more  senses  than  one;  humanity  counts 
for  little  in  it;  one  pair  of  human  crea¬ 
tures  only,  and  these  looked  at,  as  it 
were,  through  the  big  end  of  the  telescope  ; 
with  gigantic.  Godlike  figures  around  one, 
or  colossal  demons  prone  on  fiery  floods. 
It  is  not  a  child’s  book;  to  place  it  in 
schools  as  a  parsing-book  is  an  atrocity 
that  I  hope  is  ended.  Not,  I  think,  till 
we  have  had  some  fifty  years  to  view  the 
everlasting  fight  between  good  and  evil 
in  this  world,  can  we  see  in  proper  per¬ 
spective  t^e  vaster  battle  which,  under 
Milton’s  imagination,  was  pictured  in 
Paradise  between  the  same  foes.  Years 
only  can  so  widen  one’s  horizon  as  to  give 
room  for  the  reverberations  of  that  mighty 
combat  of  the  powers  of  light  and  dark¬ 
ness.— Mitchell,  Donald  G.,  1890,  Eng¬ 
lish  Lands  Letters  and  Kings,  From  Eliza¬ 
beth  to  Anne,  p.  171. 

Much  of  the  perfection  of  the  verse  of 
the  “Paradise  Lost,”  both  in  respect  to 
its  music  and  its  rhythmical  movements, 
its  pause-melody,  and  the  melodious  dis¬ 
tribution  of  emphasis  was  due,  no  doubt, 
to  some  extent,  to  Milton’s  blindness, 
which,  in  the  first  place,  must  have  ren¬ 
dered  his  ear  more  delicate  than  it  would 
otherwise  have  been  (it  was  naturally  fine 
and  had  been  highly  cultivated  in  early 
life,  through  a  study  of  music),  and  which, 
in  the  second  place,  by  its  obliging  him  to 
dictate  his  poem  instead  of  writing  it 
silently  with  his  own  hand,  must  have 
been  one  cause  why  the  movement  of  the 
verse  so  admirably  conforms  to  its  proper 
elocution. — Corson,  Hiram,  1892,  A 
Primer  of  English  Verse,  p.  46. 

I  have  said  that  the  grandest  of  English 
supernatural  creations  is  Milton’s  Satan. 
No  other  personage  has  at  once  such  mag¬ 
nitude  and  definiteness  of  outline  as  that 
sublime,  defiant  archangel,  whether  in 
action  or  in  repose.  Milton,  like  Dante, 
has  to  do  with  the  unknown  world.  The 


Florentine  bard  soars  at  last  within  the 
effulgence  of  “the  eternal,  coeternal 
beam.”  Milton’s  imagination  broods  “in 
the  wide  womb  of  uncreated  night.  ”  We 
enter  that  “palpable  obscure,”  where 
there  is  “no  light,  but  rather  darkness 
visible,”  and  where  lurk  many  a  “grisly 
terror”  and  execrable  shape.”— Stedman, 
Edmund  Clarence,  1892,  The  Nature  and 
Elements  of  Poetry,  p.  245. 

Milton’s  description  of  hell  and  its  in¬ 
habitants  is  as  detailed  and  conscientious 
as  that  of  a  land-surveyor  or  a  natural 
philosopher.  — Nokdau,  Max,  1895,  De¬ 
generation,  p.  78. 

Long  after  I  had  thought  never  to  read 
it — in  fact  when  I  was  net  mezzo  del  cam- 
min  di  nostra  vita — I  read  Milton’s  “Par¬ 
adise  Lost,”  and  found  in  it  a  splendor 
and  majestic  beauty  that  justified  to  me 
the  fame  it  wears,  and  eclipsed  the  worth 
of  those  lesser  poems  which  1  had  stupidly 
and  ignorantly  accounted  his  worthiest. 
—Howells,  William  Dean,  1895,  My 
Literary  Passions,  p,  239. 

What  a  magnificent  opportunity  for  de¬ 
scribing  the  gradual  dawn  of  living  beauty 
was  in  the  hands  of  the  man  who  did  not 
hesitate  to  write  poetry  about  the  crea¬ 
tion !  Does  he  avail  himself  of  it?  Does 
he  give  us  any  suggestion  of  the  tender 
grace  of  the  young,  wondering  world,  the 
slow  awakening  and  unfolding  of  all  fair 
things  till  they  reach  the  perfection  of 
their  loveliness?  Oh  no!  There  is  chaos, 
void,  abyss,  emptiness.  We  wait  and 
watch.  Suddenly — hey!  presto!  The 
world  is  made,  there  it  whirls, — round, 
smooth,  neatly  finished.  There  are  the 
oceans  with  the  fishes,  the  mountains,  the 
trees,  yes,  and  the  flowers  and  beasts.-  * 
Scudder,  Vida  D.,  1895,  The  Life  of  the 
Spirit  in  the  Modem  English  Poets,  p.  19. 

In  reading  Milton  one  rarely  forgets 
that  the  hand  which  wrote  “Paradise 
Lost”  knew  the  secrets  of  the  organ  and 
could  turn  them  into  sound  at  will. — 
Mabie,  Hamilton  Wright,  1897,  My 
Study  Fire,  First  Series,  p.  113. 

“Paradise  Lost”  is  the  product  of  two 
great  movements — Puritanism  and  the 
Renaissance.  Or,  to  put  the  same 
thought  in  another  way,  the  conception 
of  the  poem  is  Hebraic,  its  form  and  im¬ 
agery  are  classical.  Within  the  limits  of 
the  sacred  narrative,  from  which  Milton 
would  not  allow  himself  to  deviate,  his 
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luxuriant  imagination  found  ample  scope 
for  all  its  stored  wealth  of  learning;  and 
the  issue  is  something  far  different  from 
the  Hebrew  original.  Few  of  us,  probably, 
realize  how  often  we  unconsciously  read 
into  the  Scriptural  narrative  of  the  Crea¬ 
tion  .and  the  Fall  ideas  instilled  by  Milton’s 
splendid  poem.  — Masterman,  J.  Howard 
B.,  1897,  The  Aye  of  Milton,  p.  54. 

Milton  never  forgets  himself  so  as  to 
contradict  what  he  has  written,  though 
he  is  often  charged  with  forgetfulness. 
Nothing  is  put  down  which  has  not  its 
most  intricate  relations  diligently  consid¬ 
ered  and  adjusted.  Nothing  is  left  iso¬ 
lated,  inarticulated,  disproportionate,  or 
unsymmetrical.  Things  easily  overlooked 
by  the  reader  often  have  far-reaching 
effects.  There  is  a  sort  of  vitality  and 
growth  in  the  ideas,  and  every  part  is  es¬ 
sential  to  the  life  and  vigor  of  the  whole. 
Herein  lies  the  reason  why  changes  or 
omissions  can  seldom  be  made  without 
serious  loss.  Landor’s  proposed  emended 
edition  of  “Paradise  Lost”  would  be  an 
intolerable  mutilation. — Himes,  John  A., 
1898,  cd..  Paradise  Lost,  .4  General  Sur¬ 
vey,  p.  xxxi. 

The  first  editions  of  Milton’s  works 
have  greatly  increased  in  price.  Not 
many  years  ago  a  copy  of  the  first  edition 
of  the  “Paradise  Lost”  could  be  obtained 
for  about  five  pounds,  but  now  a  good 
copy  is  worth  at  least  four  times  as  much. 
The  prices  vary  considerably  with  the  date 
of  the  title-page,  of  which  there  are  sev¬ 
eral  issues.  G.  Daniel’s  fine  copy  sold  in 
1864  for  £28,  10s. — Wheatley,  Henry 
B.,  1898,  Prices  of  Books,  p.  219. 

PARADISE  REGAINED 
1071 

After  I  had,  with  the  best  attention, 
read  it[“Faradise  Lost”]  through,  I  made 
him  another  visit,  and  returned  him  his 
book,  with  due  acknowledgement  of  the 
favour  he  had  done  me  in  communicating  it 
to  me.  He  asked  how  I  liked  it,  and  what 
I  thought  of  it;  which  I  modestly,  but 
freely,  told  him:  and,  after  some  further 
discourse  about  it,  I  pleasantly  said  to 
him,  “Thou  hast  said  much  here  of 
Paradise  Lost ;  but  what  hast  thou  to  say 
of  Paradise  Found?”  He  made  me  no 
answer,  but  sate  some  time  in  a  muse, 
then  brake  off  that  discourse  and  fell 
upon  another  subject.  After  the  sickness 


was  over,  and  the  city  well  cleansed  and 
become  safely  habitable  again,  he  returned 
thither.  And  when,  afterwards,  I  went 
to  wait  on  him  there  (which  I  seldom  failed 
of  doing,  whenever  my  occasions  drew 
me  to  London),  he  showed  me  his  second 
poem,  called  “Paradise  Regained,”  and 
in  a  pleasant  tone  said  to  me,  “This  is 
owing  to  you ;  for  you  put  it  into  my  head 
by  the  question  you  put  to  me  atChalfont, 
which  before  I  had  not  thought  of.” — 
Ellwood,  Thomas,  1714,  The  History  qf 
the  Life  of.  Written  by  his  own  Hand. 

Had  this  poem  been  written  not  by  Mil- 
ton,  but  by  some  imitator,  it  would  have 
claimed  and  received  universal  praise.— 
Johnson,  Samuel,  1779,  John  Milton , 
Lives  -of  the  English  Poets. 

Readers  would  not  be  disappointed  in 
this  latter  poem,  if  they  proceeded  to  a 
perusal  of  it  with  a  proper  preconception 
of  the  kind  of  interest  intended  to  be  ex¬ 
cited  in  that  admirable  work.  In  its  kind 
it  is  the  most  perfect  poem  extant,  though 
its  kind  may  be  inferior  in  interest— being 
in  its  essence  didactic — to  that  other  sort, 
in  which  instruction  is  conveyed  more 
effectively,  because  less  directly,  in  con¬ 
nection  with  stronger  and  more  pleasur¬ 
able  emotions,  and  thereby  in  a  closer 
affinity  with  acton.  But  might  we  not  as 
rationally  object  to  an  accomplished 
woman’s  conversing,  however  agreeably, 
because  it  has  happened  that  we  have  re¬ 
ceived  a  keener  pleasure  from  her  singing 
to  the  harp  ?— Coleridge,  Samuel  Taylor, 
1807-18,  Lectures  and  Notes  on  Shakspeare. 

That  Milton  was  mistaken  in  preferring 
this  work,  excellent  as  it  is,  to  the  “Para¬ 
dise  Lost,  ’  ’  we  readily  admit.  But  we  are 
sure  that  the  superiority  of  the  “Paradise 
Lost”  to  the  “Paradise  Regained”  is  not 
more  decided,  than  the  superiority  of  the 
“Paradise  Regained”  to  every  poem  which 
has  since  made  its  appearance.  But  our 
limits  prevent  us  from  discussing  the  point 
at  length.  We  hasten  on  to  that  extraor¬ 
dinary  production,  which  the  general 
suffrage  of  critics  has  placed  in  the 
highest  class  of  human  compositions. 
—Macaulay,  Thomas  Babington,  1825, 
Milton ,  Edinburgh  Review;  Critical  and 
Miscellaneous  Essays. 

The  neglect  which  “Paradise  Lost” 
never  experienced  seems  to  have  been  long 
the  lot  of  “Paradise  Regained.”  It  was 
not  popular  with  the  world :  it  was  long 
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believed  to  manifest  a  decay  of  the  poet’s 
genius ;  and,  in  spite  of  all  that  the  critics 
have  written,  it  is  still  but  the  favorite  of 
some  whose  predilections  for  the  Miltonic 
style  are  very  strong.  The  subject  is  so 
much  less  capable  of  calling  forth  the  vast 
powers  of  his  mind,  that  we  should  be  un¬ 
fair  in  comparing  it  throughout  with  the 
greater  poem:  it  has  been  called  a 
model  of  the  shorter  epic,  an  action  com¬ 
prehending  few  characters  and  a  brief 
space  of  time.  The  love  of  Milton  for 
dramatic  dialogue,  imbibed  from  Greece, 
is  still  more  apparent  than  in  “Paradise 
Lost:”  the  whole  poem,  in  fact,  may 
almost  be  accounted  a  drama  of  primal 
simplicity;  the  narrative  and  descriptive 
part  serving  rather  to  diversify  and  relieve 
the  speeches  of  the  actors,  than  their 
speeches,  as  in  the  legitimate  epic,  to  en¬ 
liven  the  narration.  ‘ 4  Paradise  Regained” 
abounds  with  passages  equal  to  any  of  the 
same  nature  in  “Paradise  Lost;”  but 
the  argumentative  tone  is  kept  up  till  it 
produces  some  tediousness  ;  and  perhaps, 
on  the  whole,  less  pains  have  been  exerted 
to  adorn  and  elevate  that  which  appeals 
to  the  imagination.— Hallam,  Henry, 
1837  -39,  Introduction  to  the  Literature  of 
Europe ,  pt.  iv,  ch.  v,  par.  35. 

“Paradise  Regained”  is  tedious, though 
calm  and  beautiful.— Chateaubriand, 
Francois  Ren6,  Vicomtede  1837,  Sketches 
of  English  Literature. 

Milton  has  no  idealism, — not  even  in 
the  “Paradise  Regained,”  where  there 
was  most  scope  for  it.  His  poetry  is  for 
the  most  part  quite  literal ;  and  the  objects 
he  describes  have  all  a  certain  definiteness 
and  individuality  which  separates  them 
from  the  infinite.  He  has  often  en¬ 
deavoured  to  present  images  where  every 
thing  should  have  been  lost  in  sentiment. 
—  Wilson,  John,  1854?  Essays,  Critical 
and  Imaginary. 

One  of  the  most  unread  epics  in  the 
English  language. — Howells,  William 
Dean,  1877,  Lives  of  Lord  Herbert  of 
Cherbury  and  Thomas  Ellwuod,  with  Es¬ 
says,  p.  169. 

In  this  poem  he  has  not  only  curbed  his 
imagination,  but  has  almost  suppressed  it. 
He  has  amplified,  but  has  hardly  introduced 
any  circumstance  which  is  not  in  the 
original.  “Paradise  Regained”  is  little 
more  than  a  paraphrase  of  the  Temptation 
as  found  in  the  synoptical  gospels.  It  is 


a  marvel  of  ingenuity  that  more  than  two 
thousand  lines  of  blank  verse  can  have 
been  constructed  out  of  some  twenty  lines 
of  prose,  without  the  addition  of  any  in¬ 
vented  incident,  or  the  insertion  of  any 
irrelevant  digression.  In  the  first  three 
books  of  “Paradise  Regained”  there  is  not 
a  single  simile.  Nor  yet  can  it  be  said 
that  the  version  of  the  gospel  narrative 
has  the  fault  of  most  paraphrases,  viz., 
that  of  weakening  the  effect,  and  ob¬ 
literating  the  chiselled  features  of  the 
original. — Pattison,  Mark,  1879,  Milton 
(English  Men  of  letters),  p.  187. 

Of  necessity  the  poem  is  rather  a  splen¬ 
did  fragment  than  a  complete  epic.  Satan 
and  his  angels  are  not  cast  out,  nor  is 
man  restored  to  the  forfeited  delights  of 
Paradise.  One  blow  is  struck  in  the  great 
contest :  the  obedience  of  Christ  baffles 
and  overcomes  the  tempter,  who  had  se¬ 
duced  our  first  parents  into  disobedience. 
Then  the  poem  closes  with  Christ’s  return 
to  his  mother’s  house,  brought  on  his  way 
with  joy  by  attendant  choirs  of  angels. — 
Masterman,  J.  Howard  B.,  1897,  The 
Age  of  Milton ,  p.  69. 

As  he  grew  older  the  taste  of  Milton 
grew  more  austere.  The  change  in  the 
character  of  his  ornament  is  deeply  marked 
when  we  ascend  from  the  alpine  meadows 
of  “Paradise  Lost”  to  the  peaks  of  “Para¬ 
dise  Regained,”  where  the  imaginative 
air  is  so  highly  rarefied  that  many  readers 
find  it  difficult  to  breathe.  — Gosse,  Ed¬ 
mund,  1897,  Short  History  qf  Modern  Eng¬ 
lish  Literature ,  p.  167. 

The  latter  epic  indubitably  shows  some 
falling  off  in  the  poet’s  powers  ;  the  super¬ 
natural  vein  has  already  yielded  the  best 
of  its  ore;  earth  must  now  be  the  main 
scene  of  the  drama  ;  the  piercing  splendors 
of  the  poet’s  earlier  verse  give  place  to 
something  more  like  grand  and  sonorous 
prose.  Yet  now  and  then  the  old  inspira¬ 
tion  seems  to  sieze  him. — Strong, 
Augustus  Hopkins,  1897,  The  Great  Poets 
and  Their  Theology ,  p.  252. 

In  this  poem  there  is  noticeable  a  dis¬ 
tinct  change  from  Milton’s  earlier  man¬ 
ner, — a  sudden  purging  away  of  ornament, 
a  falling  back  on  the  naked  concept,  a 
preference  for  language  as  slightly  as 
possible  tinctured  with  metaphoric  sug¬ 
gestion.  A  portion  of  this  change  may 
be  due  to  failing  vividness  of  imagina¬ 
tion  ;  certainly  the  abandonment  of  rapid 
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narrative  for  tedious  argumentation  marks 
the  increasing  garrulity  of  age.  Christ  and 
Satan  in  the  wilderness  dispute  with 
studied  casuistry,  until  the  sense  of  the 
spiritual  drama  in  which  they  are  protag¬ 
onists  is  almost  lost.  As  this  same 
weakness  is  apparent  also  in  the  later 
books  of  “Paradise  Lost,”  we  must  lay  it 
largely  to  the  score  of  flagging  creative 
energy.  Hut  in  still  greater  measure  the 
change  seems  to  be  a  deliberate  experi¬ 
ment  in  style,  or  perhaps  more  truly  a 
conscious  reproduction,  in  language,  of 
that  rarefied  mental  atmosphere  to  which 
the  author  had  climbed  from  the  rich 
valley  mists  of  his  youth.  —Moody,  Will¬ 
iam  Vaughn,  1899,  ed.,  Poetical  Works  of 
Milton ,  Cambridge  ed.,  Life,  p.  xxxi. 

SAMSON  AGONISTES 
1671 

In  this  tragedy  are  however  many  par¬ 
ticular  beauties,  many  just  sentiments  and 
striking  lines,  but  it  wants  that  power  of 
attracting  tho  attention  which  a  well- 
connected  plan  produces.  Johnson,  Sam¬ 
uel,  1779,  John  Milton,  Lives  of  the  English 
Poets . 

We  are  by  no  means  insensible  to  the 
merits  of  this  celebrated  piece,  to  the 
severe  dignity  of  the  style,  the  graceful 
and  pathetic  solemnity  of  the  opening 
speech,  or  the  wild  and  barbaric  melody 
which  gives  so  striking  an  effect  to  the 
choral  passages.  But  we  think  it,  we 
confess,  the  least  successful  effort  of  the 
genius  of  Milton.  -Macaulay,  Thomas 
Babington,  1825,  Milton,  Edinburgh  Re¬ 
view,  Critical  and  Miscellaneous  Essays . 

I  have  lately  read  his  “Samson,”  which 
has  more  of  the  antique  spirit  than  any 
production  of  any  other  modern  poet. 
He  is  very  great,  and  his  own  blindness 
enabled  him  to  describe  with  so  much 
truth  the  situation  of  Samson.  Milton 
was  really  a  poet;  one  to  whom  we  owe 
all  possible  respect. — Goethe,  Johann 
Wolfgang,  1830,  Conversations  with  Eck- 
ermann,  tr.  Oxenford,  vol.  II,  p.  220. 

The  tragedy  of  “Samson”  breathes  all 
the  energy  and  simplicity  of  the  antique. 
The  poet  himself  is  depicted  in  the  person 
of  the  Israelite,  blind,  a  prisoner,  and  un¬ 
fortunate.  A  noble  way  of  revenging 
himself  on  his  age.— Chateaubriand, 
Franqois  Ren6,Vicomte  de  1837,  Sketches 
of  English  Literature ,  vol .  n,  p.  106. 


Johnson  considered  the  versification  of 
these  choruses  “so  harsh  and  dissonant,  as 
scarce  to  preserve  (whether  the  lines  end 
with  or  without  rhime)  any  appearance  of 
metrical  regularity  and  it  must  be  con¬ 
fessed  there  are  lines  which  almost  seem 
to  merit  a  censure  thus  severe.  But 
modern  pronunciation  is  not  the  pronun¬ 
ciation  of  Milton.  Many  verses,  as  they 
are  now  read  by  some  of  Milton’s  admir¬ 
ers,  would  disgust  the  poet,  full  as  much 
as  his  critic. — Guest,  Edwin,  1838,  A 
History  of  English  Rhythms,  vol.  II,  p.  259. 

“Samson  Agonistes, ”  a  tragedy,  most 
elaborately  composed,  and  on  the  severest 
Greek  model,  is  uninviting  both  in  its 
theme  and  the  treatment  of  it;  yet  the 
dialogues  abound  with  sublime  and  pious 
sentiments;  while,  though  much  of  the 
versification  is  harsh,  and  scarcely  reduci¬ 
ble  to  metre,  the  diction  throughout  ex¬ 
emplifies  the  full  strength  and  affluence 
of  the  English  Language.  -Montgomery, 
James,  1843,  ed.,  The  Poetical  Works  of 
John  Milton,  Memoir,  vol.  i,  p.  xlviii. 

The  most  successful  attempt  at  repro¬ 
ducing  the  Greek  tragedy,  both  in  theme 
and  treatment,  is  the  “Samson  Agonis¬ 
tes,”  as  it  is  also  the  most  masterly  piece 
of  English  versification.  Goethe  admits 
that  it  alone,  among  modern  works,  has 
caught  life  from  the  breath  of  the  antique 
spirit.— Lowell,  James  Russell,  1871, 
Swinburne's  Tragedies,  My  Study  Win¬ 
dows,  p.  220. 

From  a  purely  literary  point  of  view 
the  tragedy  of  “Samson  Agonistes,” 
which,  as  the  Preface  needlessly  states, 
was  “  never  intended  to  the  stage,  ’ '  cannot 
be  said  to  possess  merits  commensurate 
with  its  historical  and  biographical  value. 
That  it  has  escaped  representation  under 
conditions  wholly  uncongenial  to  it,  may 
be  due  not  only  to  the  sacred  character 
of  the  source  of  the  subject,  but  also  to 
the  circumstance  that  by  composing 
music  to  it  as  an  oratorio  Handel  has  re¬ 
moved  it  for  ever  from  possible  contact 
with  the  play-house.— Ward,  Adolphus 
William,  1875-99,  A  History  of  English 
Dramatic  Literature,  vol.  ill,  p.  204. 

We  have  now  shown  that  the  two  most 
noticeable  characteristics  of  the  “Samson 
Agonistes,”  the  personal  element  which 
runs  through  it  and  its  dramatic  form, 
modelled  upon  that  of  the  ancient  Greek 
tragedy;  are  even  more  markedly  the 
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special  features  of  the  “Samson”  of  Von- 
del.  We  know,  further,  that  the  Dutch 
play  preceded  the  English  one  by  at  least 
five  years.  It  only  remains  for  us  to 
show  from  internal  evidence  that  Milton 
was  acquainted  with  the  language  of  Von- 
del’s  play  in  order  to  complete  the  chain 
of  evidence,  and  make  it  more  than  prob- 
able  that  the  one  is  the  direct  descendant 
of  the  other. — Edmundson,  George,  1885, 
Milton  and  Vondel,  p.  170. 

The  opinions  which  critics  have  ventured 
on  the  versification  of  the  choruses  in 
“Samson  Agonistes”  would  be  sufficient 
proof  that  they  had  met  with  something 
not  well  understood,  even  if  they  had 
never  misinterpreted  the  rhythm.  It  is 
not  less  than  an  absurdity  to  suppose  that 
Milton’s  carefully-made  verse  could  be  un¬ 
musical  :  on  the  other  hand  it  is  easy  to 
see  how  the  far  sought  effects  of  the 
greatest  master  in  any  art  may  lie  beyond 
the  general  taste. —Bridges,  Robert, 
1889-93,  Milton  Prosody,  p.  32. 

The  “Samson  Agonistes,”  the  most 
Greek-like  drama  ever  written  since  the 
death  of  Euripides,  gives  us  some  insight 
into  the  passion-seething  abysses  of  his 
soul,  whose  swelling  turbulence  was  only 
kept  down  by  a  sovereign  faith.  Pro¬ 
fessor  Seeley  finely  calls  it  “the  thunder¬ 
ing  reverberation  of  a  mighty'spirit  struck 
by  the  plectrum  of  disappointment;”  but 
though  that  plectrum  struck  the  rever¬ 
berant  chords  into  thunder,  it  was  the  last 
sob  of  the  retiring  storm  beyond  which 
we  already  see  the  gleam  of  blue. — 
Farrar,  Frederick  William,  1891,  Three 
Portraits  of  Milton,  The  English,  Illustrated 
Magazine ,  vol.  9,  p.  120. 

As  an  autobiographical  fragment,  the 
tragedy  is  invested  with  a  pecular  pathos. 
We  almost  forget  at  times  that  it  is  Sam¬ 
son  who  is  speaking,  so  unmistakably  does 
the  personality  of  the  poet  break  through 
the  conventional  setting  of  the  drama. — 
Mastermax,  J.  Howard  B.t  1897,  The 
Age  of  Milton ,  p.  70. 

SONNETS 

They  deserve  not  any  particular  criti¬ 
cism  ;  for  of  the  best  it  can  only  be  said, 
that  they  are  not  bad  ;  and  perhaps  only 
the  eighth  and  twenty-first  are  truly  en¬ 
titled  to  this  slender  commendation. — 
Johnson,  Samuel,  1779,  John  Milton , 
Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 


The  sonnets  of  Milton,  like  those  of 
Dante,  are  frequently  deficient  in  sweet¬ 
ness  of  diction  and  harmony  of  versifica¬ 
tion,  yet  they  possess,  what  seldom  is  dis¬ 
cernible  in  compositions  of  this  kind,  en¬ 
ergy  and  sublimity  of  sentiment.  The 
sonnets  to  Cyriac  Skinner,  to  Fairfax, 
Cromwell,  and  Vane,  are  remarkable  for 
these  qualities,  and  for  vigour  of  expres¬ 
sion,  whilst  those  addressed  to  the  Night¬ 
ingale  and  to  Mr.  Laurence,  can  boast,  1 
may  venture  to  assert,  both  of  melody  in 
language  and  elegance  in  thought.  It 
should  also  be  observed,  that  Milton  has 
altogether  avoided  the  quaint  and  meta¬ 
physic  concetti  of  Petrarch.  Drake, 
Nathan,  1798-1820,  Literary  Hours,  vol. 
i,  p.  80. 

The  sonnets  are  more  or  less  striking, 
according  as  the  occasions  which  gave 
birth  to  them  are  more  or  less  interesting. 
But  they  are,  almost  without  exception, 
dignified  by  a  sobriety  and  greatness  of 
mind  to  which  we  know  not  where  to  look 
for  a  parallel.  Macaulay,  Thomas  Bau- 
INGTON,  1825.  Milton,  Edinburgh  Review, 
Critical  and  Miscellaneous  Essays. 

Scorn  not  the  Sonnet ;  .  .  . 

.  .  .  when  a  damp 

Fell  round  the  path  of  Milton,  in  his  hand 
The  tiling  became  a  trumpet ;  whence  he  blew 
Soul-nniiuating  strains— tilos,  too  few  I 
Wordsworth,  William,  1827,  Sonnet. 

Our  author’s  Sonnets  are  of  very  un¬ 
equal,  and  some  of  very  indifferent  merit, 
though  the  principal  fault  of  the  least  ex¬ 
cellent  is  the  uncouth  intertexture  of  the 
lines,  the  ruggedness  of  the  rhythm,  and, 
in  some  instances,  the  barbarity  of  the 
rhymes. — MONTGOMERY,  James,  1843,  ed., 
The  Poetical  I  Forts  of  John  Milton, 
Memoir,  vol.  I,  p.  xxviii. 

Few  his  words,  but  strong, 

And  sounding  through  all  ages  and  all  climes. 
Ho  caught  the  Sonnet  from  the  dainty  hand 
Of  Love,  who  cried  to  lose  it;  and  lie  gave 
The  notes  to  Glory. 

— Landor,  Walter  Savage,  1853,  To 
Lamartine,  Last  Fruit  off  an  Old  Tree. 

Milton’s  English  Sonnets  are  only  seven¬ 
teen  in  all : 

“Soul-animating  strains,  alas!  too  few  ” 
They  are  so  far  beyond  all  question  the 
noblest  in  the  language  that  it  is  a  matter 
of  curious  interest  to  note  the  utter  inca¬ 
pacity  of  Johnson  to  recognize  any  great¬ 
ness  in  them  at  all.  The  utmost  which  he 


JOHN  MILTON 


273 


will  allow  is  that  “three  of  them  are  not 
bad  ;  ”  and  he  and  Hannah  More  once  set 
themselves  to  investigate  the  causes  of 
their  badness,  the  badness  itself  being 
taken  for  granted.  Johnson’s  explanation 
of  this  contains  a  lively  illustration : 
“Why,  Madam,”  he  said,  “Milton’s  was 
a  genius  that  could  hew  a  Colossus  out  of 
a  rock,  but  could  not  carve  heads  on  cher¬ 
rystones.”  —Trench,  Richard  Chenevil, 
1868,  A  Household  Book  of  English  Poetry. 

Even  when  Milton’s  matter  repels  or 
fails  to  interest,  there  is  always  some¬ 
thing  in  his  manner  which  compels  an  at¬ 
tentive  and  fascinated  hearing.  The  per¬ 
sonal  quality,  which  was  of  pure  and  high 
self-containedness  all  compact,  informs 
the  language  and  gives  it  a  magical  power. 
He  on  his  mountain-top  had  learned  from 
the  silent  stars  and  voiceful  winds  a 
speech  which  was  not  the  dialect  of  the 
crowd,  and,  whatever  be  the  burden  of 
the  saying,  there  is  a  spell  in  the  mere  in¬ 
tonation.  We  feel  the  spell  sometimes 
almost  humorously,  as  in  the  rough-hewn 
sonnet  with  its  harsh,  unpoetic,  bald, 
monosyllabic  rhymes — “clogs,”  “dogs.” 
“frogs,”  “hogs, ’’—which  leaves  almost 
the  same  sense  of  weight  and  mass  that 
we  derive  from  his  nobler  and  more  de¬ 
lightful  utterances.  Among  these,  it  is 
needless  to  say,  one  stands  apart  in  unap¬ 
proached  and  unapproachable  majesty. 
The  great  sonnet  “On  the  late  Massacres 
in  Piedmont”  is  one  of  those  achievements 
in  which  matter  of  the  noblest  order 
moulds  for  itself  a  form  of  the  highest 
excellence,  matter  and  form  being,  as  in 
music  and  in  all  supreme  art,  so  bound  up 
and  interfused  that,  though  we  know  both 
of  them  to  be  there,  we  cannot  know  them 
or  think  of  them  apart.  Much  has  been 
said  in  eulogy  of  this  sonnet,  and  said 
worthily  and  well ;  but  there  is  a  perfec¬ 
tion  which  mocks  praise,  and  it  is  this 
perfection  that  is  here  attained ;  not  the 
perfection  which  consists  in  this  quality 
or  in  that,  but  which  comes  when  all  qual¬ 
ities  which  may  be  displayed,  all  poten¬ 
tialities  which  can  be  exerted,  meet  in 
triumphant,  satisfying,  utter  accomplish¬ 
ment. —Noble.  James  Ashcroft,  1880- 
92,  The  Sonnet  in  England,  p.  33. 

They  differ  from  all  the  sonnets  of  the 
time,  in  that  they  are  simple  in  thought 
and  unstudied  in  expression,  and  that  they 
convince  us  of  the  entire  sincerity  of  the 


singer.  We  feel  that  they  were  not  writ¬ 
ten  because  other  poets  had  made  a  repu¬ 
tation  by  such  compositions,  but  because 
their  writer  had  something  to  say,  and 
knew  that  the  best  way  for  him  to  say  it 
was  in  this  form.  If  he  had  read  Shak- 
spere  and  Drummond,  or  Drayton  and 
Daniel,  he  forgot  them  in  his  remembrance 
of  Petrarch,  whose  form  he  mastered,  at 
the  age  of  twenty-three,  as  no  English 
poet  since  Sidney  had  done.  They  do  not 
read  like  the  productions  of  a  young  man. 
for  they  are  mature  in  conception  and 
severe  in  execution — demanding  our  deep¬ 
est  respect  as  well  as  our  highest  admira¬ 
tion.  The  credentials  of  a  strong  intel¬ 
lect,  which  knows  itself  and  the  work  it 
has  to  do,  their  gravity  is  Shaksperean. 
They  bear  a  weight  of  thought  which  had 
never  before  laid  upon  the  English  sonnet, 
and  they  bear  it  lightly  as  a  flower. — 
Stoddard,  Richard  Henry,  1881,  The 
Sonnet  in  English  Poetry ,  Scribner's 
Monthly,  vol.  22,  p.  915. 

Hallam  and  certain  other  writers  have 
declared  themselves  unable  to  reconcile 
their  judgment  to  the  frequent  violation 
of  the  legitimate  structure  in  Milton’s 
sonnets.  It  is  true  that  the  pause  be¬ 
tween  the  major  and  minor  portions  of  the 
sonnet  (so  uniformly  observed  in  the  best 
Italian  examples)  is  not  to  be  found  in 
Milton,  but  the  rhyme-scheme  is  always 
faultlessly  in  conformity  with  the  most 
rigid  rule,  and  the  sonnets,  even  where 
they  link  themselves  together — as  in  the 
cases  of  the  two  divorce  sonnets  and  the 
two  sonnets  on  his  blindness — stand  alone 
in  self-centered  unity,  and  never  become 
sonnet  stanzas.  The  serious  divergence 
favoured  by  Milton  in  his  practice  of  run¬ 
ning  octave  into  sestet  was  clearly  the  re¬ 
sult  of  a  deliberate  conviction  that  the 
sonnet  in  his  hands  was  too  short  a  poem 
to  be  broken  into  halves,  and  hence  his 
sonnets,  each  done  in  a  breath  as  to  met¬ 
rical  flow,  possess  the  intellectual  unity 
of  oneness  of  conception,  at  the  same 
time  that  they  are  devoid  of  the  twofold 
metrical  and  intellectual  unity  which 
comes  of  the  rounded  perfectness  of 
linked  and  contrasted  parts.  Much  may 
be  said  for  the  beauty  of  the  sonnet 
structure  adopted  by  Milton,  and  indeed 
the  model  has  been  so  much  in  requisition 
in  recent  years,  that  it  appears  to  merit 
the  distinct  nomenclature  which,  in  the 
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index  of  metrical  groups,  I  have  ventured 
to  give  it. — Caine,  Hall,  1882,  ed.t  Son¬ 
nets  of  Three  Centuries,  p.  280. 

Some  of  Milton’s  most  famous  sonnets 
were  never  published  in  his  lifetime.  They 
were  not  even  printed  until  1694,  and  then 
from  copies  which  had  been  circulating 
from  hand  to  hand  in  manuscript.  It  was 
not  until  1753  that  the  text  was  published 
from  the  originals.  These  at  once  made 
it  plain  that  the  variations  which  had  crept 
in  were,  with  one  possible  exception, 
variations  for  the  worse,  and,  in  some  in¬ 
stances,  grossly  for  the  worse. — Louns- 
bury,  Thomas  R.,  1892,  Studies  in 
Chaucer ,  vol.  I,  p.  232. 

His  sonnets  were  no  chamber  exercises : 
each  owed  its  inspiration  to  a  real  oc¬ 
casion,  and  that  inspiration  of  reality 
lifted  it  high  above  mere  simulation  of  the 
Horatian  mode. — Quiller-Couch,  A.  T., 
1897,  English  Sonnets,  Introduction,  p.  xvi. 

ON  THE  MORNING  OF  CHRIST'S 
NATIVITY 

1G29 

The  “Ode  on  the  Nativity,”  far  less 
popular  than  most  of  the  poetry  of  Milton, 
is  perhaps  the  finest  in  the  English  lan¬ 
guage.  A  grandeur,  a  simplicity,  a 
breadth  of  manner,  an  imagination  at 
once  elevated  and  restrained  by  the  sub¬ 
ject,  reign  throughout  it.  If  Pindar  is  a 
model  of  lyric  poetry,  it  would  be  hard 
to  name  any  other  ode  so  truly  Pindaric ; 
but  more  has  naturally  been  derived  from 
the  Scriptures.  Of  the  other  short  poems, 
that  on  the  death  of  the  Marchioness  of 
Westminister  deserves  particular  mention. 
— Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction 
to  the  Literature  of  Europe,  pt.  iii,  ch.  V, 
par.  63. 

The  most  distinct  foreshadowing  of 
Milton’s  great  epic  poem,  and  of  his  own 
independent  genius,  is  an  earlier  poem— 
“The  Hymn  of  the  Nativity”— which  gives 
the  poet  the  fame  of  having  composed 
almost  in  his  youth  the  earliest  of  the 
great  English  odes,  the  like  of  which  had 
not,  I  believe,  been  heard,  since  Pindar, 
two  thousand  years  before,  had  struck  the 
lyre  for  assembled  Greece.  It  is  a  lyric 
that  might  have  burst  from  that  religious 
bard  of  paganism,  could  he  have  had  pro¬ 
phetic  vision  of  the  Advent.  It  is  a  poem 
that  revealed  a  new  mastery  of  English 
versificaton,  disciplined  afterward  to  such 
power  in  the  blank  verse  of  “  Paradise 


Lost.”  Nothing  in  the  way  of  meter  can 
be  grander  than  some  of  the  transitions 
from  the  gentle  music  of  the  quiet  passages 
to  the  passionate  parts,  and  their  deep  re¬ 
verberating  lines  that  seem  to  go  echoing 
on,  spiritually  sounding,  long  after  they 
are  heard  no  more. — Reed,  Henry,  1855, 
Lectures  on  English  Literature ,  from 
Chaucer  to  Tennyson,  p.  193. 

Show  me  one  who  delights  in  the 
“Hymn  on  the  Nativity,”  and  I  will  show 
you  one  who  may  never  indeed  be  a  singer 
in  this  world,  but  who  is  already  a  listener 
to  the  best.— Macdonald,  George.  1868, 
England's  Antiphon,  p.  200. 

When,  at  the  close  of  1629,  Milton 
began  his  “Ode  on  the  Morning  of  Christ’s 
Nativity,”  he  was  still  closely  imitating 
the  form  of  these  favourites  of  his,  the 
Fletchers,  until  the  fifth  stanza  was 
reached,  and  then  he  burst  away  in  a 
magnificent  measure  of  his  own,  pouring 
forth  that  hymn  which  carried  elaborate 
lyrical  writing  higher  than  it  had  ever 
been  taken  before  in  England. — Gosse, 
Edmund,  1897,  Short  History  of  Modern 
English  Literature,  p.  143. 

The  “Hymn”  may  be  reckoned  the  first 
fully  opened  flower  of  Milton’s  poetic 
springtime.  ...  It  would  be  difficult  to 
find  a  poem  that  would  better  exemplify 
certain  of  the  characteristics  of  a  lyric 
poem  than  does  the  “Hymn  on  the  Nativ¬ 
ity.”  The  religious  fervor  of  the  young 
poet  informs  every  stanza  of  the  poem ; 
the  pictures  are  painted  for  their  dynamic 
emotional  value  only;  the  language  is 
adorned  with  “rich  and  various  gems”  of 
expression;  the  sentiment  is  elevated; 
the  metrical  form  is  graceful  and  har¬ 
monious  with  the  thought. — Walker, 
Albert  Perry,  1900,  ed.  Selections  from 
the  Poetical  Works  of  John  Milton,  p.  257. 

L'ALLEGRO  AND  IL  PENSEROSO 
IC33 

I  have  heard  a  very  judicious  critic  say, 
that  he  had  an  higher  idea  of  Milton’s 
style  in  poetry  from  the  two  following 
poems,  than  from  his  “Paradise  Lost.” 
It  is  certain  the  imagination  shewn  in 
them  is  correct  and  strong.  The  intro¬ 
duction  to  both  in  irregular  measure  is 
borrowed  from  the  Italians,  and  hurts  an 
English  ear. — Goldsmith,  Oliver,  1767, 
The  Beauties  of  English  Poetry. 

Of  all  the  English  poems  in  the 
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descriptive  stlye,  the  richest  and  most 
remarkable  are,  Milton’s  “Allegro”  and 
"Penseroso.’’  The  collection  of  gay  images 
on  the  one  hand,  and  of  melancholy  ones 
on  the  other,  exhibited  in  these  to  small, 
but  inimitably  fine  poems,  are  as  exquisite 
as  can  be  conceived.  They  are,  indeed, 
the  storehouse  whence  many  succeeding 
poets  have  enriched  their  descriptions  of 
similar  subjects;  and  they  alone  are  suf¬ 
ficient  for  illustrating  the  observations 
which  1  made,  concerning  the  proper 
selection  of  circumstances  in  descriptive 
writing.  —Blair,  Hugh,  1783,  Lectures 
on  Rhetoric  and  Belles-Lettres,  ed.  Mills, 
Lecture  xl,  p.  454. 

We  find  nowhere  in  his  writings  that 
whining  sensibility  and  exaggeration  of 
morbid  feeling,  which  makes  so  much  of 
modern  poetry  effeminating.  If  he  is 
not  gay,  he  is  not  spirit-broken.  His 
“L’ Allegro”  proves,  that  he  understood 
thoroughly  the  bright  and  joyous  aspects 
of  nature  ;  and  in  his 1 '  Penseroso,  ”  where 
he  was  tempted  to  accumulate  images  of 
gloom,  we  learn,  that  the  saddest  views 
which  he  took  of  creation,  are  such  as  in¬ 
spire  only  pensive  musing  or  lofty  con¬ 
templation.  — -C hanning,  William  Ell¬ 
ery,  1826,  Remarks  on  the  Character  and 
Writings  of  John  Milton. 

There  can  be  little  doubt  as  to  which  of 
the  two  characters  he  portrays  was  after 
Milton’s  own  heart.  He  portrays  “L’ Al¬ 
legro”  with  much  skill  and  excellence; 
but  he  cannot  feign  with  him  the  sympathy 
he  genuinely  feels  with  the  other;  into  his 
portrait  of  “11  Penseroso”  he  throws  him¬ 
self,  so  as  to  speak,  with  all  his  soul. — 
Hales,  John  W.,  1872,  Longer  English 
Poems ,  p.  231. 

He  strictly  meditated  the  Muse,  and 
she  was  not  thankless,  for  she  crystallized 
the  morning  dew  of  his  genius  into  those 
exquisite  jewels  in  the  ears  of  anti¬ 
quity,  “L’Allegro”  and  “II  Penseroso.” 
—Stoddard,  Richard  Henry,  1883,  Eng¬ 
lish  Verse :  Chaucer  to  Bums ,  Introduction , 
p.  xxxvii. 

As  for  “L' Allegro”  and  “II  Penser¬ 
oso,”  who  shall  praise  them  fitly?  They 
are  among  the  few  things  about  which 
there  is  no  difference  of  opinion,  which 
are  as  delightful  to  childhood  as  to  criti¬ 
cism,  to  youth  as  to  age.  To  dwell  on 
their  technical  excellences  (the  chief  of 
which  is  the  unerring  precision  with 


which  the  catalectic  and  acatalectic  lines 
are  arranged  and  interchanged)  has  a 
certain  air  of  impertinence  about  it. 
Even  a  critical  King  Alfonso  El  Sabio 
could  hardly  think  it  possible  that  Milton 
might  have  taken  a  hint  here,  although 
some  persons  have,  it  seems,  been  dis¬ 
turbed  because  skylarks  do  not  come  to 
the  window,  just  as  others  are  troubled  be¬ 
cause  the  flowers  in  “Lycidas”  do  not  grow 
at  Che  same  time,  and  because  they  think 
they  could  see  stars  through  the  “star- 
proof”  trees  of  the  “Arcades.  ” — Saints- 
huky,  George,  1887,  History  of  Eliza¬ 
bethan  Literature,  p.  320. 

Of  course  Milton’s  “II  Penseroso”  and 
“L’  Allegro”  have  far  more  value  even 
as  country  poems  than  hundreds  of  more 
literal  transcripts.  From  a  literary  point 
of  view  indeed  the  juxtapositions  of  half  a 
dozen  epithets  alone  would  prove  the 
genius  of  the  writer.  But  there  are  no 
sharp  outlines;  the  scholar  pauses  in  his 
walk  to  peer  across  the  watered  flat,  or 
raises  his  eyes  from  his  book  to  see  the 
quiver  of  leaves  upon  the  sunlit  wall ;  he 
notes  an  effect  it  may  be ;  but  his  images 
do  not  come  like  treasures  lavished  from 
a  secret  storehouse  of  memory. — Benson, 
Arthur  Christopher,  1896,  Essays,  p. 
71. 

At  the  time  these  two  poems  were 
written,  they  stood  at  the  high-water 
mark  of  English  poetry.  In  their  sphere 
they  have  never  been  excelled.  In  spite 
of  little  inaccuracies  of  description  (for 
Milton  was  too  much  in  love  with  books 
to  be  a  close  observer  of  nature),  we  find 
nowhere  else  such  an  exquisite  delineation 
of  country  life  and  country  scenes.  These 
idyls  are  the  more  remarkable  because 
their  light,  joyous  spirit  stands  in  strong 
contrast  with  the  elevation,  dignity,  and 
austerity  of  his  other  poems.— Painter, 
F.  V.  N.,  1899,  A  History  of  English 
Literature ,  p.  170. 

The  language  of  these  two  little  mas¬ 
terpieces  has  been  the  despair  of  poets. 
It  is  not  that  it  is  so  beautiful,  for  others 
have  equaled  or  excelled  it  in  the  mere 
conjuring  power  of  suggestion ;  but  that 
it  is,  as  a  French  critic  has  finely  said,  so 
just  in  its  beauty.  The  means  are  exquis¬ 
itely  proportioned  to  the  end.  The 
speech  incarnates  the  thought  as  easily, 
as  satisfyingly,  as  the  muscles  of  a  Phi- 
dian  youth  incarnate  the  motor-impulse 
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of  his  brain.  Always  -fruition  is  just 
gently  touched.  To  the  connoisseur  in 
language  there  is  a  sensation  of  almost 
physical  soothing  in  its  perfect  poise  and 
play. — Moody,  William  Vaughn,  1899, 
erf.,  Poetical  H’ori-s  of  Milton,  Cambridge 
erf.,  p.  26. 

LATIN  POEMS 

I  know  not  where  the  scholars  of  the 
continent  could  have  gone  for  more  beau¬ 
tiful  specimens  of  modern  poetry  than 
his  “First  Elegy,”  and  the  “Address  to 
his  Father.” — Mitford,  John,  1851-63, 
erf.,  Works  of  John  Milton,  Life,  vol.  i,  p. 
cxxiii. 

Milton,  like  most  of  the  learned  men  of 
the  age,  wrote  in  Latin  both  in  prose  and 
verse.  The  former  will,  we  believe,  bear 
a  comparison  with  any  Latin  prose  of  the 
time,  unless  we  should  think  that  of  the 
natives  of  the  countries  which  speak  lan¬ 
guages  derived  from  the  Latin  to  be 
excepted  ;  as  a  modern  Latin  poet,  critics 
are  disposed  to  assign  him  a  place  in  the 
first  rank.  It  is  not  unworthy  of  notice, 
that  while  in  English  prose  he  delighted 
in  long  and  involving  sentences,  his  l*atin 
periods  are  not  very  long  nor  much  in¬ 
volved.  — Keigijtley,  Thomas.  1855,  An 
Account  of  the  Life,  Opinions,  and  Writ¬ 
ings  of  John  Milton ,  p.  388. 

It  is  perhaps  sufficient  to  say  that 
critics  of  such  different  times,  tempers, 
and  attitude  towards  their  subject  as  John¬ 
son  and  the  late  Rector  of  Lincoln, — 
critics  who  agree  in  nothing  except 
literary  competence, — are  practically  at 
one  as  to  the  remarkable  excellence  of 
Milton's  Latin  verse  at  its  best.  It  is 
little  read  now,  but  it  is  a  pity  that  any 
one  who  can  read  Latin  should  allow  him¬ 
self  to  be  ignorant  of  at  least  the  beauti¬ 
ful  “Epitaphium  Damonis”  on  the  poet’s 
friend,  Charles  Diodati.  — Saintsbury, 
George,  1887,  History  of  Elizabethan 
Literature,  p.  318. 

The  “Epitaphium  Damonis”  is  the  best, 
and — except  for  a  few  fragments — the 
last  of  Milton’s  Latin  poems.  His  Latin 
verse  surpassed  that  of  his  contemporaries, 
not  so  much  in  scholarly  elegance  as  in 
force  of  expression.  To  him  Latin  is 
almost  a  living  language. — Masterman, 
J.  Howard  B.,  1897,  The  Age  of  Milton, 

p.  28. 

As  to  the  artistic  qualities  of  this 
poetry,  it  would  not  be  profitable  to  speak 


here  at  length.  In  the  main  they  are 
qualities  of  delicacy  and  felicitousness 
rather  than  of  strength.  They  bear  a  re¬ 
lation  to  Milton’s  later  English  poetry 
roughly  analogous  to  that  which  Tenny¬ 
son’s  early  lyrical  experiments  bear  to  his 
adult  work.  In  them  Milton  learned  his 
trade  of  poet,  at  least  on  its  technical  and 
imitative  side.  The  habit  of  assimilation, 
the  power  to  freight  his  lines  with  the 
accumulated  riches  of  past  thought,  we 
see  here  in  the  making,  and  we  see  also 
how  the  habit  of  conveying  commonplace 
thought  in  a  sonorous  and  magniloquent 
medium  fostered  that  large  Miltonic  dic¬ 
tion,  which  was  so  noble  in  Milton’s  own 
hands,  and  so  intolerably  hollow  in  the 
hands  of  his  eighteenth  century  imitators. 
It  would  be  wrong,  however,  to  think  of 
these  poems  as  consciously  disciplinary. 
When  they  were  written,  the  chances 
seemed  even  that  Milton’s  main  work  as  a 
poet  would  be  in  Latin  rather  than  in  Eng¬ 
lish  ;  they  represent  sincere  creative 
effort,  and  offer  many  rare  intrinsic  beau¬ 
ties  in  spite  of  their  immaturity.— Moody, 
William  Vaughn,  1899,  erf.,  Poetical 
IForArs  of  Milton,  Cambridge  erf.,  p.  320. 

PROSE  WRITINGS 

His  prose  writings  disagreeable,  though 
not  altogether  defective  in  genius. — Hume, 
David,  1762,  History  of  England,  The  Com¬ 
monwealth. 

“Our  language,”  says  Addison,  “sunk 
under  him.”  But  the  truth  is,  that,  both 
in  prose  and  verse,  he  had  formed  his  style 
by  a  perverse  and  pedantick  principle.  He 
was  desirous  to  use  English  words  with 
foreign  idiom.  This  in  all  his  prose  is  dis¬ 
covered  and  condemned  ;  for  there  judge¬ 
ment  operates  freely,  neither  softened  by 
the  beauty  nor  awed  by  the  dignity  of  his 
thoughts ;  but  such  i3  the  power  of  his 
poetry,  that  his  call  is  obeyed  without  re¬ 
sistance,  the  reader  feels  himself  in  cap¬ 
tivity  to  a  higher  and  nobler  mind,  and 
criticism  sinks  in  admiration. — Johnson, 
Samuel,  1779,  Milton,  Lives  of  the  Eng¬ 
lish  Poets. 

Dr.  Johnson  endeavoured  to  give  an  air 
of  dignity  and  novelty  to  his  diction  by 
affecting  the  order  of  words  usual  in 
poetry.  Milton’s  prose  has  not  only  this 
drawback,  but  it  has  also  the  disadvantage 
of  being  formed  on  a  classical  model.  It 
is  like  a  fine  translation  from  the  Latin ; 
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and,  indeed,  he  wrote  originally  in  Latin, 

.  .  .  Milton’s  prose-style  savours  too 

much  of  poetry,  and,  as  1  have  already 
hinted,  of  an  imitation  of  the  Latin. — 
Hazlitt,  William,  1821-2,  On  the  Prose 
Style  of  Poets,  Table-Talk. 

It  is  to  be  regretted  that  the  prose 
writings  of  Milton  should,  in  our  time,  be 
so  little  read.  As  compositions,  they  de¬ 
serve  the  attention  of  every  man  who 
wishes  to  become  acquainted  with  the 
full  power  of  the  English  language.  They 
abound  with  passages,  compared  with 
which  the  finest  declamations  of  Burke 
sink  into  insignificance.  They  are  a  perfect 
field  of  cloth  of  gold.  The  style  is  stiff, 
with  gorgeous  embroidery.  Not  even  in  the 
earlier  books  of  the  “Paradise  Lost”  has 
he  ever  risen  higher  than  in  those  parts 
of  his  controversial  works,  in  which  his 
feelings,  excited  by  conflict,  find  a  vent 
in  bursts  of  devotional  and  lyric  rapture. 
It  is,  to  borrow  his  own  majestic  lan¬ 
guage,  “a  sevenfold  chorus  of  hallelujahs 
and  harping  symphonies.” — Macaulay, 
Thomas  Babington,  1825,  Milton,  Edin¬ 
burgh  Review ;  Critical  and  Miscellaneous 
Essays. 

In  many  passages  of  his  polemics  there 
is  an  intensity  of  eloquence  that  seems  to 
fuse  the  multitude  of  his  thoughts,  and 
send  them  glowing  white,  from  the 
crucible  of  his  mind  into  the  mind  of  the 
reader,  scarcely  able  to  contain  them  in 
the  mould  of  his  narrower  conception. 
We  find  also  an  impetuosity  and  impatience 
in  Milton's  prose  which  never  occurs  in 
his  verse.  The  vehemence  of  his  argu¬ 
ment,  whether  as  an  advocate  or  an  ac¬ 
cuser,  carries  him  out  of  himself,  in 
acrimonious  invective  or  rapturous  pane¬ 
gyric.— Montgomery,  James,  1843,  ed., 
The  Poetical  Works  of  John  Milton, 
Memoir,  vol.  I.  p.  xv. 

His  prose  was  no  “cool  element most 
often  it  sparkles  and  scathes  like  liquid 
metal,  yet  softens  here  and  there,  and 
spreads  out  into  calmer,  milder  passages, 
stamped  with  an  inexpressible  poetic  love¬ 
liness. — Arnold,  Thomas,  1862-87,  A 
Manual  of  English  Literature ,  p.  180. 

The  Prose  Writings  of  Milton,  inspired 
by  stirring  events  amid  which  they  were 
written,  form  his  contribution  to  the 
literature  of  freedom.  To  them  were 
given  the  matured  powers  of  a  mind  en¬ 
riched  by  varied  studies,  and  ripened  by 


meditation.  They  form  the  labors  of  his 
life,  grand  in  thought  and  expression,  as 
the  poetic  recreations  of  his  earlier  and 
later  years  are  sublime  and  beautiful.  In 
them  his  opinions,  character,  motives  and 
conduct  are  portrayed  with  singular 
fidelity.— Hurd,  Fayette,  1865,  ed.,  The 
Milton  Anthology ,  Preface,  p.  i. 

The  expression  is  not  too  strong.  There 
are  moments  when,  shaking  from  him  the 
dust  of  his  arguments,  the  poet  bursts 
suddenly  forth,  and  bears  us  away  in  a 
torrent  of  incomparable  eloquence.  We 
get,  not  the  phrase  of  the  orator,  but  the 
glow  of  the  poet,  a  flood  of  images  poured 
around  his  arid  theme,  a  rushing  flight 
carrying  us  above  his  paltry  controversies. 
The  polemical  writings  of  Milton  are  filled 
with  such  beauties.  The  prayer  which 
concludes  the  treatise  on  Reformation  in 
England,  the  praise  of  zeal  in  the  “Apol¬ 
ogy  for  Smectymnus,”  the  portrait  of 
Cromwell  in  the  “Second  Defense  of  the 
English  People,”  and,  finally,  the  whole 
tract  on  the  “Liberty  of  Unlicensed  Print¬ 
ing”  from  beginning  to  end,  are  some  of 
the  most  memorable  pages  in  English 
literature,  and  some  of  the  most  charac¬ 
teristic  products  of  the  genius  of  Milton. 
— Scherer,  Edmond,  1868,  Milton,  Es¬ 
says  on  English  Literature,  tr.  Matthew 
Arnold. 

Marvellous  as  are  Milton’s  prose  works, 
they  are,  especially  the  treatise  on 
Divorce,  lacking  in  lofty  rationality  and 
consistency  of  argument.  The  poet  is  re¬ 
vealed  in  the  splendour  of  occasional 
thoughts  and  in  passages  of  noble  elo¬ 
quence;  but  the  imagination  has  not 
blended  with  the  understanding  so  as  to 
give  insight,  comprehension,  and  light  to 
the  general  train  of  reasoning. — Tulloch, 
John,  1872,  Rational  Theology  and  Chris¬ 
tian  Philosophy  in  England  in  the  Seven¬ 
teenth  Century,  vol.  I,  p.  350,  note. 

Concerning  Milton’s  style  the  most  di¬ 
verse  opinions  have  been  pronounced. 
Everything  depends  upon  the  point  of  view. 
Rich  and  powerful  it  is  undeniably,  com¬ 
ing  from  such  a  master  of  words,  and 
yields  in  the  hignest  degree  the  pleasure 
of  luxurious  expression.  But  the  student 
need  hardly  be  warned  that  Milton’s  prose 
is  to  be  enjoyed  without  being  imitated: 
for  modern  purposes  the  language  and 
idiom  are  too  stiffly  Latinised,  and  the 
imagery  too  fantastic.  Further,  for  a  work 
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of  controversy  the  style  is  too  ornate,  too 
unmethodical,  and  too  coarsely  vitupera¬ 
tive  to  have  much  convincing  or  convert¬ 
ing  power.  In  Milton  still  more  than  in 
Taylor  the  application  is  lost  in  the  gor¬ 
geous  splendour  of  words  and  imagery, 
and  all  but  decided  adherents  are  repelled 
by  the  unmeasured  discharge  of  abuse  and 
ridicule. — Mixto,  William,  1872-80, 
Manual  of  English  Prose  Literature,  p. 
308. 

Jeremy  Taylor’s  prose  is  poetical  prose. 
Milton’s  prose  is  not  poetical  prose,  but 
a  different  thing,  the  prose  of  a  poet; 
not  like  Taylor’s,  loaded  with  imagery  on 
the  outside;  but  coloured  by  imagination 
from  within.  Milton  is  the  first  English 
writer  who,  possessing  in  the  ancient 
models  a  standard  of  the  effect  which 
could  be  produced  by  choice  of  words,  set 
himself  to  the  conscious  study  of  our 
native  tongue  with  a  firm  faith  in  its  as 
yet  undeveloped  powers  as  an  instrument 
of  thought. — Pattison,  Mark,  1879,  Mil- 
ton,  ( English  Men  of  Letters),  p.  68. 

Looking  upon  the  life  of  Milton  the 
politician  merely  as  a  disastrous  and  hu¬ 
miliating  episode  in  the  life  of  Milton  the 
poet,  Mr.  Pattison  cannot  be  expected  to 
entertain  the  idea  that  the  poem  is  in  any 
sense  the  work  of  the  politician.  Yet  we 
cannot  help  thinking  that  the  tension  and 
elevation  which  Milton’s  nature  had  un¬ 
dergone  in  the  mighty  struggle,  together 
with  the  heroic  dedication  of  his  faculties 
to  the  most  serious  objects,  must  have  had 
not  a  little  to  do  both  with  the  final  choice 
of  his  subject  and  with  the  tone  of  his 
poem.  “The  great  Puritan  epic”  could 
hardly  have  been  written  by  any  one  but 
a  militant  Puritan. — Smith,  Goldwin, 
1880,  Pattison' s  Milton,  New  York  Nation, 
vol.  30,  p.  31. 

Milton,  when,  as  he  said,  he  wished 
“to  soar  a  little,"  had  a  magnificent 
abundance  of  words  at  his  command,  and 
at  times  he  broke  out  into  rich  poetical 
prose.  But  when  he  had  to  write  some 
plain  description,  his  prose  lumbered  as 
clumsily  as  a  heavy  cart  over  rough  paving- 
stones. — Perry,  Thomas  Sergeant,  1883, 
English  Literature  in  the  Eighteenth  Cen¬ 
tury,  p,  7. 

The  passages  which  diversify  and  re¬ 
lieve  his  prose  works  are  far  more  beauti¬ 
ful  in  their  kind  than  anything  to  be  found 
elsewere  in  English  prose.  .  .  .  There 


is  no  English  prose  author  whose  prose  is 
so  constantly  racy  with  such  a  distinct 
and  varied  savour  as  Milton’s.  It  is 
hardly  possible  to  open  him  anywhere 
after  the  fashion  of  the  Sortes  Virgiliance 
without  lighting  on  a  line  or  a  couple  of 
lines,  which  for  the  special  purpose  it  is 
impossible  to  improve.  And  it  might  be 
contended  with  some  plausibility  that  this 
abundance  of  jewels,  or  purple  patches, 
brings  into  rather  unfair  prominence  the 
slips  of  grammar  and  taste,  the  inequali¬ 
ties  of  thought,  the  deplorable  attempts 
to  be  funny,  the  rude  outbursts  of  bargee 
invective,  which  also  occur  so  numerously. 
One  other  peculiarity,  or  rather  one  re¬ 
sult  of  these  peculiarities,  remains  to  be 
noticed  ;  and  that  is  that  Milton’s  prose  is 
essentially  inimitable.  It  would  be  difficult 
even  to  caricature  or  to  parody  it;  and  to 
imitate  it  as  his  verse,  at  least  his  later 
verse,  has  been  so  often  imitated,  is 
simply  impossible.  -SaixTSBURY,  George, 
1887,  History  of  Elizabethan  Literature, 
p.  325. 

Were  Milton,  in  his  diction,  more  like 
Bunyan  and  less  like  Browne  and  Burton, 
the  inherent  worth  of  his  prose  would  at 
once  give  it  power  and  currency.  Instead 
of  this  we  note  harsh  inversions  and  cum¬ 
brous  constructions.  Our  attention  is 
called,  at  every  point,  rather  to  the 
earlier  and  cruder  forms  of  English  than  to 
its  more  modern  improvements.  It  is 
thus  that  Pattison  properly  speaks  of  “the 
absence  of  construction”  by  which  he 
means — of  clear  construction.  He  adds, 
“Milton  does  not  seem  to  have  any  notion 
of  what  a  period  means.  He  leaves  off, 
not  when  the  sense  closes  but  when  he  is 
out  of  breath.”  There  is  truth  in  this. 
Not  a  few  of  those  passages  so  often 
quoted  by  critics  as  examples  of  clear  and 
elegant  English,  are  hopelessly  involved 
and  must  be  annotated  and  explained  in 
order  to  be  readable.  Milton  would  have 
presented  a  clear  diction  and  structure 
had  he  known  “small  Latin”  and  given 
full  expression  to  his  English  speech. — 
Hunt,  Theodore  W.,  1887,  Representative 
English  Prose  and  Prose  Writers,  p.  252. 

The  incoherence  and  awkwardness  of 
humanistic  prose  in  England  reach  their 
climax  in  some  of  Milton’s  cumbrous 
periods.  Sentence,  sub-sentence,  paren¬ 
thesis,  qualifying  clause,  are  only  kept 
together  by  a  liberal  expenditure  of  what 
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may  be  described  as  verbal  hooks  and 
eyes.  — Symonds,  John  Addington,  1890, 
Essays  Speculative  and  Suggestive ,  vol.  i,  p. 
324. 

No  writings  are  more  unequal,  but  few 
will  deny  that  they  contain  some  of  the 
grandest  and  stateliest  passages  in  the 
English  language.  -Farrar,  Frederick 
William,  1890,  Formative  Influences,  The 
Forum,  vol.  10,  p.  381. 

To  Milton  prose  was  an  unnatural 
medium,  which  he  never  subdued  to  his 
purposes.  As  a  prose  writer  he  commands 
admiration  only  where  he  enlists  sympathy. 
Me  used  the  weapon  provided  for  him  by 
his  age  with  consummate  power;  but  it 
was  a  weapon  which  he  seized  as  he  found 
it,  which  owed  its  force  to  the  arm  that 
wielded  it,  and  which  he  left  with  no 
sharpness  added  to  its  temper,  no  new 
polish  to  its  surface,  no  new  facility  in 
its  contrivance.— Craik,  Henry,  1893, 
English  Prose,  Introduction ,  vol.  II,  p.  6. 

Milton’s  colloquial  sallies  are  at  times 
such  as  might  be  expected  from  an  ex¬ 
cessive  familiarity  with  epistolary  Latin, 
at  other  times  they  are  the  efforts  of  a 
forced  sportiveness  too  grim  to  be 
altogether  agreeable.  But  even  in  these, 
and  how  infinitely  more  in  the  wealth  of 
illustrations,  images,  and  ideas  lavished 
upon  any  subject  which  he  is  fain  to 
treat,  do  we  recognise  the  wealth  of  an 
imagination  which  seems  at  times,  within 
the  limits  of  a  single  sentence,  to  master 
diction  and  syntax  and  all  the  conditions 
of  written  speech!  To  decry  such  a  style 
as  composite  is  to  revive  the  short-sighted 
captiousness  of  an  obsolete  method  of 
criticism,  which  was  capable  of  analysing 
materials,  but  not  of  apprehending  the 
power  which  transfuses  what  it  has  ap¬ 
propriated.  Milton’s  prose,  all  excep¬ 
tions  taken,  and  all  cavils  allowed  their 
force,  remains  the  most  extraordinary  lit¬ 
erary  prose,  and  the  most  wonderful  poet’s 
prose,  embodied  in  English  literature. — 
Ward,  Adolphus  William,  1893,  English 
Prose,  cd.  Craik ,  II,  p.  462. 

In  truth,  the  influence  of  Milton’s  Eng¬ 
lish  prose  writings  seems  to  have  been 
very  slight.  In  his  attacks  upon  prelacy 
he  went  with  the  stream,  and  his  voice 
mingled  with  the  universal  shout.  When 
he  took  an  independent  line,  when  he 
pleaded  for  liberty  of  divorce,  or,  with  a 
heroism  of  which  even  he  might  not  have 


been  capable  if  his  infirmity  had  not  sev¬ 
ered  him  from  the  world,  launched  pam¬ 
phlets  against  monarchy  on  the  very  vigil 
of  the  Restoration,  he  produced  absolutely 
no  effect  whatever.  Nor  can  we  perceive 
that  his  “  Areopagitica”  hastened  the  lib¬ 
erty  of  the  press  by  a  day,  though,  when 
this  had  come  about  by  wholly  different 
agencies,  it  was  rightly  adopted  as  the 
gospel  of  the  new  dispensation:  as  the 
newly-discovered  Venus  of  Milo  might  be 
made  the  goddess  of  a  classical  revival  in¬ 
augurated  while  she  yet  slept  under  the 
sod.  The  only  prose  production  of  Milton 
to  which  a  considerable  contemporary 
effect  can  be  justly  ascribed  is  not  an 
English  but  a  Latin  one,  his  defence  of 
the  English  people  against  Salmasius. — 
Garnett,  Richard,  1894,  ed Prose  of 
Milton,  Introduction,  p.  viii. 

His  political  essays,  sometimes  coarse 
in  expression,  sometimes  harsh  with  pas¬ 
sion,  always  suggesting  the  partisan  and 
the  advocate,  and  seldom  the  philosopher, 
were  nevertheless  powerful  additions  to 
the  discussions  of  the  times.' — Church, 
Samuel  Harden,  1894,  Oliver  Cromwell, 
p.  326. 

Milton’s  prose  works  are  perhaps  not 
read,  at  the  present  day,  to  the  extent 
demanded  by  their  great  and  varied  mer¬ 
its,  among  which  may  be  named  their  un¬ 
compromising  advocacy  of  whatsoever 
things  are  true,  honest,  just,  pure,  lovely, 
and  of  good  report;  their  eloquent  asser¬ 
tion  of  the  inalienable  rights  of  men  to  a 
wholesome  exercise  of  their  intellectual 
faculties,  the  right  to  determine  for 
themselves,  with  all  the  aids  they  can 
command,  what  is  truth  and  what  is  error; 
the  right  freely  to  communicate  their 
honest  thoughts  from  one  to  another, — 
rights  which  constitute  the  only  sure  and 
lasting  foundation  of  individual,  civil, 
political,  and  religious  liberty;  the  ever- 
conscious  sentiment  which  they  exhibit, 
on  the  part  of  the  poet,  of  an  entire  de¬ 
pendence  upon  “that  Eternal  Spirit,  who 
can  enrich  with  all  utterance  and  knowl¬ 
edge,  and  sends  out  his  Seraphim  with 
the  hallowed  fire  of  his  altar,  to  touch  and 
purify  the  lips  of  whom  he  pleases;”  the 
ever-present  consciousness  they  exhibit  of 
that  stewardship  which  every  man  as  a 
probationer  of  immortality  must  render 
an  account,  according  to  the  full  measure 
of  the  talents  with  which  he  has  been 
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intrusted — of  the  sacred  obligation,  incum¬ 
bent  upon  every  one,  of  acting  throughout 
the  details  of  life,  private  or  public,  triv¬ 
ial  or  momentous,  “as  ever  in  his  great 
Task-Master’s  eye.” — Corson,  Hiram, 
1899,  An  Introduction  to  the  Prose  and 
Poetical  Works  of  John  Milton,  p .  xiii. 

DOCTRINE  AND  DISCIPLINE  OF 
DIVORCE 
1G43 

It  is  a  great  deal  easier  to  pass  by  Mil- 
ton,  or  to  sneer  at  him,  for  his  great 
work  on  “The  Doctrine  and  Discipline  of 
Divorce,”  than  to  answer  the  arguments 
therein  contained.  —  Helps,  Arthur, 
1851,  Companions  of  My  Solitude,  p.  147. 

If  the  early  date  of  the  pamphlet  be 
the  true  date;  if  the  “Doctrine  and  Dis¬ 
cipline”  was  in  the  hands  of  the  public 
on  August  1 ;  if  Milton  was  brooding  over 
this  seething  agony  of  passion  all  through 
July,  with  the  young  bride,  to  whom  he 
had  been  barely  wedded  a  month,  in  the 
house  where  he  was  writing,  then  the  only 
apology  for  this  outrage  upon  the  chari¬ 
ties,  not  to  say  decencies,  of  home  is  that 
which  is  suggested  by  the  passage  referred 
to.  Then  the  pamphlet,  however  impru¬ 
dent,  becomes  pardonable.  It  is  a  pas¬ 
sionate  cry  from  the  depths  of  a  great  de¬ 
spair  ;  another  evidence  of  the  noble 
purity  of  a  nature  which  refused  to  con¬ 
sole  itself  as  other  men  would  have  con¬ 
soled  themselves ;  a  nature  which,  instead 
of  an  egotistical  whine  for  its  own  deliv¬ 
erance,  sets  itself  to  plead  the  common 
cause  of  man  and  of  society.  He  gives 
no  intimation  of  any  individual  interest, 
but  his  argument  throughout  glows  with 
a  white  heat  of  concealed  emotion,  such 
as  could  only  be  stirred  by  the  sting  of 
some  personal  and  present  misery. — Pat- 
tison,  Mark,  1879,  Milton  ( English  Men 
of  Letters ),  p,  55. 

Of  Milton’s  pamphlet  it  is  everyone’s 
duty  to  speak  with  profound  respect.  It 
is  a  noble  and  passionate  cry  for  a  high 
ideal  of  married  life,  which,  so  he  argued, 
had  by  inflexible  laws  been  changed  into  a 
drooping  and  disconsolate  household  cap¬ 
tivity,  without  refuge  or  redemption. 

.  .  .  This  pamphlet  on  divorce  marks 

the  beginning  of  Milton’s  mental  isolation. 
Nobody  had  a  word  to  say  for  it.  Epis¬ 
copalian,  Presbyterian,  and  Independent 
held  his  doctrine  in  as  much  abhorrence 


as  did  the  Catholic,  and  all  alike  regarded 
its  author  as  either  an  impracticable 
dreamer  or  worse.— Birrell,  Augustine, 
1887,  Obiter  Dicta ,  Second  Series,  pp. 
22,  23. 

What  gross  injustice  the  world  has 
done  him  on  this  point!  Married  at  an 
age  when  a  man  who  has  preserved  the 
lofty  ideals  and  personal  purity  of  youth 
is  peculiary  liable  to  deception,  to  a 
woman  far  below  him  in  character  and  in¬ 
tellect,  a  pretty  fool  utterly  unfitted  to 
take  a  sincere  and  earnest  view  of  life  or 
to  sympathize  with  him  in  his  studies;  de¬ 
serted  by  her  a  few  weeks  after  the 
wedding-day ;  met  by  stubborn  refusal 
and  unjust  reproaches  in  every  attempt 
to  reclaim  and  reconcile  her;  accused  by 
her  family  of  disloyalty  in  politics,  and 
treated  as  if  he  were  unworthy  of  honour¬ 
able  consideration ;  what  wonder  that  his 
heart  experienced  a  great  revulsion,  that 
he  began  to  doubt  the  reality  of  such 
womanhood  as  he  had  described  and  im¬ 
mortalized  in  “Comus,”  that  he  sought 
relief  in  elaborating  a  doctrine  of  divorce 
which  should  free  him  from  the  unworthy 
and  irksome  tie  of  a  marriage  which  was 
in  truth  but  an  empty  mockery?  That 
divorce  doctrine  which  he  propounded  in 
the  heat  of  personal  indignation,  disguised 
even  from  himself  beneath  a  mask  of  pro¬ 
fessedly  calm  philosophy,  was  surely  false, 
and  we  cannot  but  condemn  it.  But  can 
we  condemn  his  actual  conduct,  so  nobly 
inconsistent  with  his  own  theory? — Van 
Dyke,  Henry,  1889-98,  The  Poetry  of 
Tennyson,  p.  80. 

OF  EDUCATION 
1644 

Milton  was  then  a  reformer  “for  his 
own  hand;”  and  notwithstanding  his 
moral  and  intellectual  elevation  and  his 
superb  power  of  rhetoric,  he  seems  to  me 
a  less  useful  writer  on  education  than  the 
humble  Puritans  whom  he  probably  would 
not  deign  to  read.  In  his  haughty  self- 
reliance,  he,  like  Carlyle  with  whom  See¬ 
ley  has  well  compared  him,  addressed  his 
contemporaries  de  haul  en  bas,  and  though 
ready  to  teach  could  learn  only  among  the 
old  renowned  authors  with  whom  he  asso¬ 
ciated  himself  and  we  associate  him. 
Judged  from  our  present  standpoint  the 
Tractate  is  found.jvith  many  weaknesses 
to~be^stroTigTn  this,  that  it  co-ordinates 
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physical,  moral,  menial  and  aesthetic 
training. — Quick,  Robert  H.,  1868-90, 
Essays  on  Educational  Reformers ,  p.  218. 

There  was  in  Milton^s  time  in.  London  a 
well-known  gentleman  by  the  name  of 
Samuel  Ilartlib.  He  was  the  son  of  a 
Polish  merchant,  who  had  married  an  Eng¬ 
lish  lady  and  settled  himself  in  England. 
He  seems  to  have  had  a  fresh,  bright, 
kindly  mind.  Everybody  knew  him ;  he 
interested  himself  in  everything  that  was 
live  and  good ;  he  talked  with  everybody 
who  had  anything  to  say.  Every  great 
city  has  just  such  men — we  know  such 
men  in  ours.  /This  gentleman  had  often 
talked  with  the  great  schoolmaster  about 
education,  and  was  very  much  interested 
in  what  Milton  said ;  and  he  had  begged 
Milton  often,  as  they  sat  together  talking, 
to  writedown  what  he  was  saying,  so  that 
it  might  not  be  lost.  The  busy  Milton  at 
last  complied,  and  the  result  is  that  we 
have  a  dozen  pages  of  his  stately  prose, 
in  which  he  pictures /his  ideal  of  school¬ 
teaching  and  gives  us,  it  is  safe  to  say,  a 
prospectus  of  philosophic  education  within 
which  almost  all  the  progress  of  our  mod¬ 
ern  schools  has  been  included,  and  which 
it  is  very  far  yet  from  outgrowing. 
Surely  it  will  be  interesting  to  look  at  his 
ideas  in  the  light  of  modern  developments. 

I  know  how  often  practical  teachers  are 
impatient  of  new  theories.  They  do  not 
love  to  listen  to  a  mere  philosopher  who 
sits  in  his  study  and  tells  them  what  a 
school  ought  to  be.  But  remember,  Mil¬ 
ton’s  ideas  were  not  wholly  theories.  He 
had  seen  some  practice.  And  remember, 
too.  that  if  the  teacher’s  art  be  in  any 
high  sense  an  art  at  all,  it  must  have  a 
philosophy  behind  it.  If  we  would  not 
allow  it  to  sink  into  a  mere  set  of  rules, 
and  depend  for  its  success  on  certain  mere 
tricks  or  knacks,  it  must  forever  refresh 
itself  out  of  the  fountain  of  first  principles 
and  inspire  itself  with  the  contemplation 
of  even  unattainable  ideals.  This  leads  us 
to  a  brief  sketch  of  the  main  thoughts 
which  this  essay  of  the  great  Englishman 
contains.  I  am  surprised,  when  1  enumer¬ 
ate  them,  to  see  how  thoroughly  they  are 
the  thoughts  which  all  our  modern  educa¬ 
tion  has  tried  to  realize.  Here  they  are 
fully  conceived  in  the  rich  mind  of  the 
representative  man  of  two  centuries  ago. 
— Brooks,  Phillips,  1874-94,  Essays  and 
Addresses,  p.  308. 


This  tract,  often  reproduced  and  re¬ 
garded,  along  with  one  of  Locke’s,  as  a 
substantial  contribution  to  the  subject, 
jnust.  .of ten_have  grievously  disappointed 
those  who  have  eagerly  consulted  it  for 
practical  hints  or  guidance  of  any  kind, 
its  interest  is  wholly  biographical.  It 
cannot  be  regarded  as  a  valuable  contri¬ 
bution  to  educational  theory,  but  it  is 
strongly  marked  with  the  Miltonic  individ¬ 
uality.  We  find  in  it  the  same  lofty  con¬ 
ception  of  the  aim  which  Milton  carried 
into  everything  he  attempted  ;  the  same 
disdain  of  the  beaten  routine,  and  proud 
reliance  upon  his  own  resources. — Path- 
son,  Mark,  1879,  Milton  ( English  Men  of 
Letters),  p.  44. 

AREOPAGITICA 

1G44 

It  would  not  be  easy  to  discover,  in  the 
whole  stream  and  succession  of  literary 
productions  any  thing  more  cogent  and 
forcible  than  this  tract. — Godwin,  Will¬ 
iam,  1824,  History  of  the  Commonwealth  of 
England,  voL  I,  p.  352. 

He  attacked  the  licensing  system  in 
that  sublime  treatise  which  every  states¬ 
man  should  wear  as  a  sign  upon  his  hand, 
and  as  frontlets  between  his  eyes. — Mac¬ 
aulay,  Thomas  Babington,  1825,  Milton, 
Edinburgh  Review;  Critical  and  Miscel¬ 
laneous  Essays. 

Many  passages  in  this  famous  tract  are 
admirably  eloquent;  an  intense  love  of 
liberty  and  truth  flows  through  it;  the 
majestic  soul  of  Milton  breathes  such  high 
thoughts  as  had  not  been  uttered  before. 
— Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39,  Introduc¬ 
tion  to  the  Literature  of  Europe,  pt.  iii, 
ch.  vii,  par.  35. 

The  most  splendid  argument  perhaps 
the  world  had  then  witnessed  on  behalf  of 
intellectual  liberty. — Prescott,  William 
HiCKLING,  1845,  History  of  Ferdinand  and 
Isabella,  vol.  in,  p.  391. 

The  “Paradise  Lost”  is,  indeed, 
scarcely  a  more  glorious  monument  of  the 
genius  of  Milton  than  that  “Areopagi- 
tica.”  If,  even  at  the  present  day,  when 
the  cause  for  which  it  was  written  has 
long  since  triumphed,  it  is  impossible  to 
read  it  without  emotion,  we  can  hardly 
doubt  that  when  it  first  appeared  it  exer¬ 
cised  a  mighty  influence  over  the  awaken¬ 
ing  movement  of  liberty.— Lecky,  Will¬ 
iam  Edward  Hartpole,  1865,  Spirit  of 
Rationalism  in  Europe,  vol.  II. 
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All  who  care  for  English  literature 
have  read  the  “  Areopagitica.  ”  It  is  the 
most  literary  of  Milton’s  pamphlets,  elo¬ 
quent,  to  the  point,  and  full  of  noble 
images  splendidly  wrought  and  fitted  to 
their  place.  Its  defence  of  books  and  the 
freedom  of  books  will  last  as  long  as  there 
are  writers  and  readers  of  books.  Its 
scorn  of  the  censorship  of  writing  is  only 
excelled  by  its  uplifted  praise  of  true 
writing. — Brooke,  Stopford,  1879,  Mil- 
ton  ( Classical  Writers ),  p.  45. 

Milton’s  one  enduringly  popular  prose 
work.  Ward,  Adolphus  William,  1893, 
English  Prose,  ed.  Craik,  vol.  n,  p.  451. 

The  right  of  the  “Areopagitica”  to 
rank  as  best,  as  it  is  clearly  the  most 
popular,  of  Milton’s  prose  works,  has  been 
disputed  by  the  jealous  admirers  of  others. 
The  popularity,  no  doubt  due  in  part  to 
the  subject,  is  also  to  be  ascribed  to  the 
greater  equability  and  clearness  of  style. 
If  he  does  not  soar  to  quite  such  heights, 
there  are  fewer  descents  and  contortions, 
and  it  remains  at  a  high  level  of  lofty  elo¬ 
quence. —Stephen,  Leslie,  1894,  Diction¬ 
ary  of  National  Biography,  vol .  xxxvm, 
p.  29. 

The  “Areopagitica”  is  the  high-water 
mark  of  Milton’s  prose  writings.  Never 
again  in  the  years  that  follow  could  he 
write  with  the  same  strong  assurance  of 
the  ultimate  triumph  of  freedom,  the 
same  dominant  and  invincible  trust  in  the 
divinely  appointed  destiny  of  England. — 
Masterman,  J.  Howard  B.,  1897,  The 
Age  of  Milton,  p.  40. 

EIKQNOKLASTES 

1649 

Milton’s  ready  pen  completed  the  an¬ 
swer,  Eikonoklastes,  a  quarto  of  242  pages, 
before  October,  1649.  It  is,  like  all 
answers,  worthless  as  a  book.  Eikonok¬ 
lastes,  the  Image-breaker,  takes  the 
Image,  Eikon,  paragraph  by  paragraph, 
turning  it  round,  and  asserting  the  nega¬ 
tive.  To  the  Royalist  view  of  the  points 
in  dispute  Milton  opposes  the  Independent 
view.  A  refutation,  which  follows  each 
step  of  an  adverse  book,  is  necessarily  de¬ 
void  of  originality.  But  Milton  is  worse 
than  tedious ;  his  reply  is  in  a  tone  of  rude 
railing  and  insolent  swagger,  which  would 
have  been  always  unbecoming,  but  which 
at  this  moment  was  grossly  indecent. 
Milton  must,  however,  be  acquitted  of  one 


charge  which  has  been  made  against  him, 
viz.,  that  he  taunts  the  King  with  his 
familiarity  with  Shakspeare.  The  charge 
rests  on  a  misunderstanding.  In  quoting 
“Richard  III.”  in  illustration  of  his  own 
meaning, Milton  says,  “I  shall  not  instance 
an  abstruse  author,  wherein  the  King 
might  be  less  conversant,  but  one  whom 
we  well  know  was  the  closet  companion  of 
these  his  solitudes,  William  Shakspeare.” 
Though  not  an  overt  gibe,  there  certainly 
lurks  an  insinuation  to  Milton's  Puritan 
readers,  to  whom  stage  plays  were  an 
abomination  -an  unworthy  device  of  rhet¬ 
oric,  as  appealing  to  a  superstition  in 
others  which  the  writer  himself  does  not 
share.  In  Milton’s  contemptuous  refer¬ 
ence  to  Sidney’s  “Arcadia”  as  a  vainama- 
torious  poem,  we  feel  that  the  finer  sense 
of  the  author  of  “L’ Allegro”  has  suffered 
from  immersion  in  the  slough  of  religious 
and  political  faction.  — Pattison,  Mark, 
1879,  Milton  ( English  Men  of  Letters), 
p .  98. 

It  was  of  no  use  to  retort  point  by  point 
against  the  piteous  meditations  of  the  im¬ 
prisoned  King;  pathos  is  not  answered  by 
invective,  and  the  vulgar  railing  of  the 
great  poet  was  forgotten,  as  it  deserved 
to  be. — Hutton,  William  I-Iolden,  1895, 
Social  England ,  ed.  Traill,  vol.  IV,  p.  288. 

DEFENCES  OF  THE  ENGLISH  PEOPLE 

I 651-55 

That  Mr.  Milton  doe  prepare  something 
in  answer  to  the  book  of  Salmasius,  and 
when  he  hath  done  itt  bring  itt  to  the 
CouncilL-  Order-Book  of  the  Council 
of  State,  1649-50,  Jan.  8. 

When  I  consider  how  equally  it  teems 
and  rises  with  so  many  figures,  it  seems 
to  me  a  Trojan’s  column,  in  whose  wind¬ 
ing  ascent  we  see  embossed  the  several 
monuments  of  your  learned  victories. — 
Marvell,  Andrew,  1654,  To  Cromwell, 
p.  99. 

Perhaps  the  King  could  have  wrote 
better,  but  I  think  no  man  else  in  the 
three  Kingdoms.  What  a  venomous  spirit 
is  in  that  serpent  Milton,  that  black¬ 
mouthed  Zoilus,  that  blows  his  viper’s 
breath  upon  those  immortal  devotions, 
from  the  beginning  to  the  end !  This  is 
he  that  wrote  with  all  irreverence  against 
the  Fathers  of  our  Church,  and  showed  as 
little  duty  to  his  father  that  begat  him. 
The  same  that  wrote  for  the  Pharisees, 
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that  it  was  lawful  for  a  man  to  put  away 
his  wife  for  every  cause ;  and  against 
Christ,  for  not  allowing  divorces.  The 
same,  0  horrid !  that  defended  the  law¬ 
fulness  of  the  greatest  crime  that  was 
ever  committed,  to  put  our  thrice-excel- 
lent  King  to  death.  A  pretty  schoolboy 
scribbler,  that  durst  grapple  in  such  a 
cause  with  the  prince  of  the  learned  men 
of  his  age — Salmasius  “the  delight,  the 
musick  of  all  knowledge,”  who  would 
have  scorned  to  drop  a  pen  full  of  ink 
against  so  base  an  adversary,  but  to  main¬ 
tain  the  honour  of  so  good  a  King,  whose 
merits  he  adorns  with  this  praise — De  quo 
si  quis  dixcr  it  omnia  bona,  vix  pro  suis 
merits  salis  ilium  ornarct  (Contr.  Milton, 
p.  237).  Get  thee  behind  me,  Milton, 
thou  savourest  not  the  things  that  be  of 
truth  and  loyalty,  but  of  pride,  bitterness 
and  falsehood.  -Hacket,  John,  1093, 
The  Life  of  Archbishop  Williams. 

The  celebrated  controversy  of  Salma - 
sius,  continued  by  Moruswith  Milton — the 
first  the  pleader  of  King  Charles,  the  lat¬ 
ter  the  advocate  of  the  people— was  of 
that  magnitude,  that  all  Europe  took  a 
part  in  the  paper-war  of  these  two  great 
men.  The  answer  of  Milton,  who  per¬ 
fectly  massacred  Salmasius,  is  now  read 
but  by  the  few.  Whatever  is  addressed 
to  the  times,  however  great  may  be  its 
merits,  is  doomed  to  perish  with  the  times ; 
yet  on  these  pages  the  philosopher  will  not 
contemplate  in  vain  -Disraeli,  Isaac, 
1791  1824,  Milton,  Curiosities  of  Litera¬ 
ture. 

The  “Defence  of  the  People  of  Eng¬ 
land,"  on  which  his  contemporary  fame 
was  founded,  is,  when  divested  of  its  pure 
Latinity,  the  worst  of  his  works.  Only 
its  general  aim,  and  a  few  elevated  pas¬ 
sages,  can  save  it.  We  could  be  well 
content,  if  the  flames  to  which  it  was  con¬ 
demned  at  Paris,  at  Toulouse,  and  at  Lon¬ 
don,  had  utterly  consumed  it.  Tho  lover 
of  his  genius  will  always  regret  that  he 
should  not  have  taken  counsel  of  his  own 
lofty  heart  at  this,  as  at  other  times,  and 
have  written  from  the  deep  convictions  of 
love  and  right,  which  are  the  foundations 
of  civil  liberty.  There  is  little  poetry  or 
prophecy  in  this  mean  and  ribald  scolding. 
To  insult  Salmasius,  not  to  acquit  England, 
is  the  main  design.  What  under  heaven 
had  Madame  de  Saumaise.  or  the  manner 
of  living  of  Saumaise,  or  Salmasius,  or 


his  blunders  of  grammar,  or  his  niceties 
of  diction,  to  do  with  the  solemn  question 
whether  Charles  Stuart  had  been  rightly 
slain?  Though  it  evinces  learning  and 
critical  skill,  yet,  as  an  historical  argu¬ 
ment,  it  cannot  be  valued  with  similar 
disquisitions  of  Robertson  and  Hallam,  and 
even  less  celebrated  scholars.  Rut,  when 
he  comes  to  speak  of  the  reason  of  the 
thing,  then  lie  always  recovers  himself. 
The  voice  of  the  mob  is  silent,  and  Milton 
speaks.  And  the  peroration,  in  which  he 
implores  his  countrymen  to  refute  this  ad¬ 
versary  by  their  great  deeds,  is  in  a  just 
spirit. — Emerson,  Ralph  Waldo,  1838, 
Milton,  p.  147. 

Controversies  like  these  are  pitiful 
sights.  It  is  sad  to  see  a  magnificent 
genius  like  Milton  stooping  to  fling  those 
paving-stones  of  abuse — “rogue,  puppy, 
foul-mouthed  wretch”— which  come  ready 
to  the  hand  of  every  sot  and  shrew  in 
England.— Collier,  William  Francis, 
1861,  A  History  of  English  Literature,  p. 
201. 

We  fancy  we  are  listening  to  the  bel¬ 
lowing  of  two  bulls. — Taine,  H.  A.,  1871, 
History  of  English  Literature,  Ir.  Van 
Laun .  vol.  I,  bk.  ii,  ch.  vi,  p.  423. 

Milton's  “Defences  of  the  English 
People"  are  rendered  provoking  by  his 
extraordinary  language  concerning  his  op¬ 
ponents.  “Numskull,”  “beast, ”  “fool,” 
“puppy,”  “knave,”  “ass,”  “mongrel- 
cur,”  are  but  a  few  of  the  epithets  that 
may  be  selected  for  this  dsecriptive  cata¬ 
logue.  This  is  doubtless  mere  matter  of 
pleading,  a  rule  of  the  forum  where  con¬ 
troversies  between  scholars  are  conducted ; 
but  for  that  very  reason  it  makes  the 
pamphlets  as  provoking  to  an  ordinary 
reader  as  an  old  bill  of  complaint  in 
Chancery  must  have  been  to  an  impatient 
suitor  who  wanted  his  money. — Birrell, 
Augustine,  1887,  Obiter  Dicta ,  Second 
Series,  p.  34. 

The  “Defence”  is  not  wanting  in  pow¬ 
erful  expression,  as  indeed,  being  Milton’s, 
it  could  hardly  be ;  but  it  bears  on  the  face 
of  it  the  obvious  signs  of  a  work  written 
to  order.  It  has  no  complete  study  of 
government  or  scheme  of  political  philos¬ 
ophy.  It  is  a  robust,  but  not  profound  or 
convincing,  answer  to  a  powerful  attack. 
Politics  were  merged  in  personalities,  and 
most  men  must  needs  admit  that  it  was 
an  ill  cause  that  was  driven  to  accuse 
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Charles  I.  of  poisoning  his  father,  and  to 
twit  Salmasius  with  being  governed  by  his 
wife.— Hutton,  William  Holden,  1895, 
Social  England,  ed.  Traill ,  vol.  iv,  p.  289. 

THE  HISTORY  OF  BRITAIN 
1670 

“The  historie  of  Great  Britannie,  de¬ 
claring  the  successe  of  times  and  affaires 
in  that  Hand,  from  the  Romans  first  en¬ 
trance  until  the  reign  of  Egbert  &c.  ” 
London,  printed  by  Valentine  Simmes 
1606,  4to.  was  wrote  by  John  Clapham, 
no  very  noted  author.  John  Milton  (who 
takes  in  that  period)  I  believe  is  more 
read  ;  and  yet  even  Milton  was  infinitely 
better  at  poetry  than  history. — Hearne, 
Thomas,  1731,  Reliquiae  Hearniance ,  ed. 
Bliss,  Nov.  16,  vol.  Ill,  p.  77. 

It  would  be  impossible  to  preserve  the 
charm  of  the  original  in  a  translation. 
The  narrator  renders  his  style  as  antique 
as  those  of  the  chronicles  whence  he 
draws  the  recital.  —  Chateaubriand, 
Francois  Ren£,  Vicomte  de,  1837, 
Sketches  of  English  Literature,  vol.  ii,  p.  89. 

In  truth  the  style  of  this  “History"  is 
dry  and  uninteresting,  and  conveys  to  my 
mind  the  impression  that,  though  “re¬ 
vised"  by  the  author  in  his  old  age,  its 
effectiveness  would  have  been  enhanced, 
had  opportunity  so  served,  by  further 
touches  from  his  younger  hand. — Ward, 
Adolphus  William,  1893,  English  Prose, 
ed.  Craik,  vol.  II,  p.  454. 

GENERAL 

It  is  not  any  private  respect  of  gain, 
Gentle  Reader  (for  the  slightest  Pamphlet 
is  nowadays  more  vendible  than  the  works 
of  learnedest  men),  but  it  is  the  love  I 
have  to  our  own  Language  that  hath  made 
me  diligent  to  collect  and  set  forth  such 
Pieces,  both  in  Prose  and  Verse,  as  may 
renew  the  wonted  honour  and  esteem  of 
our  English  tongue ;  and  it’s  the  worth  of 
these  both  English  and  Latin  Poems,  not 
the  flourish  of  any  prefixed  encomions, 
that  can  invite  thee  to  buy  them — though 
these  are  not  without  the  highest  com¬ 
mendations  and  applause  of  the  learnedest 
Academicks,  both  domestic  and  foreign, 
and,  amongst  those  of  our  own  country, 
the  unparalleled  attestation  of  that  re¬ 
nowned  Provost  of  Eton,  Sir  Henry  Woot- 
ton.  .  .  .  The  Author’s  more  pecul¬ 

iar  excellency  in  those  studies  was  too 
well  known  to  conceal  hia  Papers,  or  to 


keep  me  from  attempting  to  solicit  them 
from  him.  Let  the  event  guide  itself 
which  way  it  will,  1  shall  deserve  of  the 
age  by  bringing  into  the  light  as  true  a 
birth  as  the  Muses  have  brought  forth 
since  our  famous  Spenser  wrote;  whose 
Poems  in  these  English  ones  are  as  rarely 
imitated  as  sweetly  excelled.  Reader,  if 
thou  art  eagle-eyed  to  censure  their  worth, 
I  am  not  fearful  to  expose  them  to  thy 
exactest  perusal.  -  -  Moseley,  Humph., 
1645,  Milton's  Poems,  The  Stationer  to  the 
Reader. 

John  Milton  was  one  whose  natural 
parts  might  deservedly  give  him  a  place 
amongst  the  principal  of  our  English 
Poets,  having  written  two  Heroick  Poems 
and  a  Tragedy,  namely  “Paradice  Lost,” 
“Paradice  Regain'd,”  and  “Sampson 
Agonista.”  But  his  Fame  is  gone  out 
like  a  Candle  in  a  Snuff,  and  his  Memory 
will  always  stink,  which  might  have  ever 
lived  in  honourable  Repute,  had  not  he 
been  a  notorious  Traytor,  and  most  im¬ 
piously  and  villanously  bely’d  that  blessed 
Martyr,  King  Charles  the  First. — WlN- 
stanley,  William,  1668,  The  Lives  of  the 
Most  Famous  English  Poets. 

A  rough,  unhewn  fellow,  that  a  mnn  must 
sweat  to  read  him. 

—Prior,  Matthew,  1687,  The  Hind  and 
the  Panther  Transversed. 

Three  Poets,  in  three  distant  ages  born, 
Greece,  Italy,  and  England  did  adorn. 

The  first  in  loftiness  of  thonglit  surpass'd; 
The  next  in  majesty  ;  in  both  the  last. 

The  force  of  Nature  could  no  further  go ; 

To  mako  a  third  she  joiu’d  the  former  two. 

— Dryden,  John,  1688,  Under  Mr.  Mil¬ 
ton's  Picture  Before  his  Paradise  Lost. 

But  Milton  next,  with  high  and  haughty 
stalks, 

Unfetter’d  in  majestic  numbers  walks: 

No  vulgar  hero  can  his  muse  engage ; 

Nor  earth’s  wide  scene  confine  his  hallow'd 
rage. 

Seel  see  I  he  upward  springs,  and  towering 
high 

Spurns  the  dull  province  of  mortality, 

Shakes  heaven's  eternal  throne  with  dire 
alarms, 

And  sets  the  Almighty  thunderer  in  arms. 
Whate’er  his  pen  describes  I  more  than  see, 
"Whilst  every  verse,  array’d  in  majesty, 

Bold  and  sublime,  my  whole  attention  draws, 
And  seems  above  the  critic's  nicer  laws. 

— Addison,  Joseph,  1694,  An  Account  of 
the  Greatest  English  Poets. 


JOHN  MILTON 


285 


Had  his  education,  and  first  display’d 
his  Parts  in  Christ -Colledgc  in  Cambridge , 
which  he  improv’d  by  his  Travels  and  his 
indefatigable  Industry  to  that  Degree, 
that  he  became  the  Wonder  of  the  Age, 
tho’  always  affecting  uncommon  and  het- 
erodoxical  Opinions.  He  was  made  Lutint 
Secretary  to  the  long  Parliament,  and 
afterwards  to  Cromwell  Himself;  in  which 
Stations  he  shew’d  himself  a  most  inveter¬ 
ate  and  unexampled  Enemy  to  the  Memory 
of  the  Murder’d  and  Martyr’d  King;  in¬ 
somuch  that  at  the  Restoration  some  of 
his  Rooks  were  order’d  to  be  burnt,  and  he 
himself  was  in  great  Danger.  He  was  cer¬ 
tainly  a  Man  of  prodigious  Parts,  and  wrot 
many  Rooks  ;  but  what  did  most,  and  most 
justly  distinguish  him  was  his  Poetry, 
particularly  his  “Paradise  lost,"  in 
which  he  manifested  such  a  wonderful 
sublime  Genius,  as  perhaps  was  never  ex¬ 
ceeded  in  any  Age  or  Nation  in  the 
World.—  Echard,  Laurence,  1718,  The 
History  of  England ,  vol.  ill,  p.  369. 

Is  not  each  great,  each  amiable  Muso 

Of  classic  ages  in  thy  Milton  met? 

A  genius  universal  as  his  theme , 

Astonishing  as  Chaos,  as  the  bloom 

Of  blowing  Edcu  fair,  as  Heaven  sublime! 

— Thomson,  James,  1727,  The  Seasons, 
Summer . 

Verse  without  rhyme  I  never  could  endure, 
Uncouth  in  numbers,  and  in  sense  obscure. 
To  him  as  nature,  when  he  ceased  to  see, 
Milton’s  an  universal  blank  to  me. 

— Bramstox,  James,  1731,  The  Man  of 
Taste. 

I  have  nothing  to  say  for  rhyme,  but 
that  I  doubt  whether  a  poem  can  support 
itself  without  it,  in  our  language;  unless 
it  be  stiffened  with  such  strange  words, 
as  are  likely  to  destroy  our  language  it¬ 
self.  The  high  style,  that  is  affected  so 
much  in  blank  verse,  would  not  have  been 
borne,  even  in  Milton,  had  not  his  subject 
turned  so  much  on  such  strange  out-of- 
the-world  things  as  it  does. — Pope,  Alex¬ 
ander,  1737-39,  Spence's  Anecdotes,  ed. 
Singer,  p.  151. 

He  was  both  a  perfect  master  of  rime 
and  could  also  express  something  by  it 
which  nobody  else  ever  thought  of. — - 
Peck,  Francis,  1740,  New  Memoirs  of  the 
Life  and  Poetical  Works  of  Mr.  John  Mil- 
ton. 

I  have  dwelt  chiefly  on  this  ode  as  much 
less  celebrated  than  “L’Allegro”  and  “11 


Penseroso,”  which  are  now  universally 
known ;  but  which,  by  a  strange  fatality, 
lay  in  a  sort  of  obscurity,  the  private  en¬ 
joyment  of  a  few  curious  readers,  till  they 
were  set  to  admirable  music  by  Mr.  Han¬ 
del.  And  indeed  this  volume  of  Milton’s 
miscellaneous  poems  has  not  till  very 
lately  met  with  suitable  regard.  Shall  I 
offend  any  rational  admirer  of  Pope,  by 
remarking  that  these  juvenile  descriptive 
poerris  of  Milton,  as  well  as  his  Latin  ele¬ 
gies,  are  of  a  strain  far  more  exalted 
than  any  the  former  author  can  boast? — 
Warton,  Joseph,  1756,  Essay  on  Pope. 

Milton  was  forced  to  wait  till  the  world 
had  done  admiring  Quarles. —Walpole, 
Horace,  1757,  Letters,  ed.  Cunningham , 
Aug.  25,  vol.  ill,  p.  99. 

The  best  example  of  an  exquisite  ear 
that  I  can  produce.  .  .  .  The  more 

we  attend  to  the  composition  of  Milton’s 
harmony,  the  more  we  shall  be  sensible 
how  he  loved  to  vary  his  pauses,  his  meas¬ 
ures,  and  his  feet,  which  gives  that  en¬ 
chanting  air  of  freedom  and  wildness  to 
his  versification,  unconfined  by  any  rules 
but  those  which  his  own  feeling  and  the 
nature  of  his  subject  demanded.  Thus  he 
mixes  the  line  of  eight  syllables  with  that 
of  seven,  the  Trochee  and  the  Spondee 
with  the  Iambic  foot,  and  the  single  rhyme 
with  the  double. — Gray,  Thomas,  1761? 
Observations  on  English  Metre,  Essays, 
Works,  vol.  i,  p.  332. 

It  is,  however,  remarkable,  that  the 
greatest  genius  by  far  that  shone  out  in 
England  during  this  period  was  deeply  en¬ 
gaged  with  these  fanatics,  and  even  pros¬ 
tituted  his  pen  in  theological  controversy 
in  factious  disputes,  and  in  justifying  the 
most  violent  measures  of  the  party.  This 
was  John  Milton,  whose  poems  are  admir¬ 
able,  though  liable  to  some  objections; 
his  prose  writings  disagreeable,  though 
not  altogether  defective  in  genius.  Nor 
are  all  his  poems  equal;  his  “Paradise 
Lost,”  his  “Comus, ”  and  a  few  others, 
shine  out  amidst  some  flat  and  insipid 
compositions;  even  in  the  “Paradise 
Lost,”  his  capital  performance,  there  are 
very  long  passages,  amounting  to  near  a 
third  of  the  work,  almost  wholly  destitute 
of  harmony  and  elegance,  nay  of  all  vigour 
of  imagination.  This  natural  inequality 
in  Milton’s  genius  was  much  increased  by 
the  inequalities  in  his  subject;  of  which 
some  parts  are  of  themselves  the  moat 
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lofty  that  can  enter  into  human  concep¬ 
tion,  others  would  have  required  the  most 
laboured  elegance  of  composition  to  sup¬ 
port  them.  It  is  certain,  that  this  author, 
when  in  a  happy  mood,  and  employed  on 
a  noble  subject,  is  the  most  wonderfully 
sublime  of  any  poet  in  any  language, 
Homer  and  Lucretius  and  Tasso  not  ex¬ 
cepted.  More  concise  than  Homer,  more 
simple  than  Tasso,  more  nervous  than  Lu¬ 
cretius;  had  he  lived  in  a  later  age,  and 
learned  to  polish  some  rudeness  in  his 
verses ;  had  he  enjoyed  better  fortune, 
and  possessed  leisure  to  watch  the  returns 
of  genius  in  himself,  he  had  attained  the 
pinnacle  of  perfection,  and  borne  away 
the  palm  of  epic  poetry. — Hume,  David, 
1762,  The  History  of  England,  The  Com¬ 
monwealth. 

Milton, — the  most  perfect  scholar,  as 
well  as  the  sublimest  poet,  that  our 
country  has  ever  produced. — Jones,  Sir 
William,  1769,  Letter  to  Lady  Spencer . 
Sept.  7. 

Through  all  his  greater  work  there  pre¬ 
vails  an  uniform  peculiarity  of  Diction,  a 
node  and  cast  of  expression  which  bears 
.ittle  resemblance  to  that  of  any  former 
writer;  and  which  is  so  far  removed  from 
common  use,  that  an  unlearned  reader, 
when  he  first  opens  his  book,  finds  himself 
surprised  by  a  new  language. — JOHNSON, 
Samuel,  1779,  John  Milton ,  Lives  of  the 
English  Poets. 

Milton  had  such  superior  merit,  that  I 
will  only  say,  that  if  his  angels,  his  Satan, 
and  his  Adam  have  as  much  dignity  as  the 
Apollo  Belvidere,  his  Eve  has  all  the  deli¬ 
cacy  and  graces  of  the  Venus  of  Medicis ; 
as  his  description  of  Eden  has  the  colour¬ 
ing  of  Albano.  Milton's  tenderness  im¬ 
prints  ideas  as  graceful  as  Guido’s  Ma¬ 
donnas  :  and  the  “Allegro,”  “Penseroso,  ” 
and  “Comus”  might  be  denominated  from 
the  three  Graces;  as  the  Italians  gave 
similar  titles  to  two  or  three  of  Petrarch’s 
best  sonnets. — Walpole,  Horace,  1785, 
Letters,  ed.  Cunningham,  vol.  VIII,  p.  564. 

Of  all  English  poets  that  ever  lived, 
had  certainly  the  finest  ear. — Cowper, 
William,  1786,  Letter  to  Lady  Hesketh, 
March  6. 

In  Homer’s  croft  Jock  Milton  thrives. 

— Burns,  Robert,  1796?  Poem  on  Pastor¬ 
al  Poetry. 

The  reader  of  Milton  must  be  always 
on  his  duty :  he  is  surrounded  with  sense ; 


it  rises  in  every  line ;  every  word  is  to  the 
purpose.  There  are  no  lazy  intervals ; 
all  has  been  considered,  and  demands  and 
merits  observation.  If  this  be  called  ob¬ 
scurity,  let  it  be  remembered  that  it  is 
such  an  obscurity  as  is  a  compliment  to 
the  reader ;  not  that  vicious  obscurity, 
which  proceeds  from  a  muddled  head. — 
Coleridge,  Samuel  Taylor,  1796,  Com¬ 
mon-Place  Book. 

The  fact  seems  to  be,  that  Milton  was 
dissatisfied  with  the  shapeless  chaos  in 
which  our  language  appeared  in  former 
writers  and  set  himself,  with  that  ardour 
which  always  distinguished  him,  to  reform 
it.  His  success  indeed  is  not  entitled  to 
unlimited  encomium.  The  gigantic  struc¬ 
ture  of  his  genius  perhaps  somewhat  mis¬ 
led  him.  He  endeavoured  to  form  a  lan¬ 
guage  of  too  lofty  and  uniform  a  port. 
The  exuberance  of  his  mind  led  him  to 
pour  out  his  thoughts  with  an  impetuosity, 
that  often  swept  away  with  it  the  laws  of 
simplicity  and  even  the  rules  of  grammat¬ 
ical  propriety.  His  attempt  however  to 
give  system  to  the  lawless  dialect  of  our 
ancestors,  was  the  mark  of  a  generous 
spirit,  and  entitles  him  to  our  applause. 
If  we  compare  the  style  of  Milton  to  that 
of  later  writers,  and  particularly  to  that 
of  our  own  days,  undoubtedly  nothing  but 
a  very  corrupt  taste  can  commend  it.  But 
the  case  is  altered,  if  we  compare  it  with 
the  writings  of  his  predecessors.  An  im¬ 
partial  critic  would  perhaps  find  no  lan¬ 
guage  in  any  writer  that  went  before 
Milton,  of  so  much  merit  as  that  of  Milton 
himself. —Godwin,  William,  1797,  Milton 
and  Clarendon,  The  Enquirer,  p.  405. 
Milton !  thou  shouldst  bo  living  at  this  hoar 
England  hatli  need  of  thee :  she  is  a  fen 
Of  stagnant  waters  :  altar,  sword  and  pen, 
Fireside,  the  heroic  wealth  of  hall  and  bower, 
Have  forfeited  their  ancient  English  dower 
Of  inwnrd  happiness.  We  are  selfish  men ; 
Oil  I  raise  us  up,  return  to  us  again; 

And  give  us  manners,  virtue,  freedom,  power. 
Thy  soul  was  like  a  Star,  and  dwelt  apart : 
Thou  liadst  n  voice  whose  sound  was  like  the 

sea: 

Pure  as  the  naked  heavens,  majestic,  free, 

So  didst  thou  travel  on  life’s  common  way, 

In  cheerful  godliness ;  nud  yet  thy  heart 
The  lowliest  duties  on  herself  did  lay. 

— Wordsworth,  William,  1802,  Milton. 

What  an  extraordinary  being  was  this 
man,  whether  we  view  him  in  his  moral, 
religious,  or  poetical  character!  It  is 
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almost  impossible  for  an  unprejudiced, 
good,  and  susceptible  mind,  which  is 
powerfully  actuated  with  the  love  of  poetry 
and  virtue;  it  is  almost  impossible  for 
such  a  mind  to  recollect  the  full  memory 
of  Milton,  without  paying  to  that  memory 
an  enthusiastic  homage ,  a  kind  of  infe¬ 
rior  adoration. — Stockdale,  Percival, 
1807,  Lectures  on  the  Truly  Eminent  Eng¬ 
lish  Poets,  p.  222. 

Chief  of  organic  numbers! 

Old  Scholar  of  the  Spheres! 

Thy  spirit  uevor  slumbers, 

But  rolls  about  our  cars, 

For  over,  and  for  ever ! 

O  what  a  mad  oudeuvour 
Workotli  lie, 

Who  to  tliy  sacred  and  ennobled  liearso 

Would  offer  a  burnt  sacrifice  of  Verse 
And  melody 

—Keats,  John,  1818,  On  a  Lock  of  Mil¬ 
ton's  Hair . 

Milton’s  works  are  a  perpetual  invoca¬ 
tion  to  the  Muses;  a  hymn  to  Fame.  .  .  . 
Milton  has  borrowed  more  than  any  other 
writer,  and  exhausted  every  source  of  im¬ 
itation,  sacred  and  profane ;  yet  he  :s  per¬ 
fectly  distinct  from  every  other  writer. 
He  is  a  writer  of  centos,  and  yet  in  origi¬ 
nality  scarce  inferior  to  Homer.  The 
power  of  his  mind  is  stamped  on  every 
line.  The  fervour  of  his  imagination 
melts  down  and  renders  malleable,  as  in  a 
furnace,  the  most  contradictory  materials. 
In  reading  his  works,  we  feel  ourselves 
under  the  influence  of  a  mighty  intellect, 
that  the  nearer  it  approaches  to  others, 
becomes  more  distinct  from  them.  The 
quantity  of  art  in  him  shows  the  strength 
of  his  genius;  the  weight  of  his  intellec¬ 
tual  obligations  would  have  oppressed  any 
other  writer.  Milton’s  learning  has  all 
the  effect  of  intuition.  He  describes  ob¬ 
jects,  of  which  he  could  only  have  read  in 
books,  with  the  vividness  of  actual  ob¬ 
servation.  His  imagination  has  the  force 
of  nature.  He  makes  words  tell  as  pic¬ 
tures.  ...  It  has  been,  indeed, 
objected  to  Milton,  by  a  common  perver¬ 
sity  of  criticism,  that  his  ideas  were 
musical  rather  than  picturesque,  as  if, 
because  they  were  in  the  highest  de¬ 
gree  musical,  they  must  be  (to  keep  the 
sage  critical  balance  even,  and  to  allow 
no  one  man  to  possess  two  qualities  at 
the  same  time)  proportionally  deficient  in 
other  respects.  But  Milton’s  poetry  is  not 
cast  in  any  such  narrow,  commonplace 


mould ;  it  is  not  so  barren  of  resources. 
His  worship  of  the  Muse  was  not  so 
simple  or  confined.  A  sound  arises 
“Like  a  steam  of  rich  distilled  perfumes;” 
we  hear  the  pealing  organ ;  but  the  in¬ 
cense  on  the  altars  is  also  there,  and  the 
statues  of  the  gods  are  ranged  around. 
The  ear,  indeed,  predominates  over  the 
eye,  because  it  is  more  immediately 
affected,  and  because  the  language  of 
music  blends  more  immediately  with,  and 
forms  a  more  natural  accompaniment  to, 
the  variable  and  indefinite  associations  of 
ideas  conveyed  by  words.  But  where  the 
associations  of  the  imagination  are  not 
the  principal  thing  the  individual  object 
is  given  by  Milton  with  equal  force  and 
beauty. — Hazlitt,  William,  1818,  Lec¬ 
tures  on  the  English  Poets,  Lecture  iii. 

If,  fallen  in  evil  days  on  evil  tongues, 

Milton  appeal’d  to  the  Avenger,  Time, 

If  Time,  the  Avenger,  execrates  his  wrongs, 
And  makes  tho  word  “Miltonic”  mean 
sublime, 

lie  deign’d  not  to  belie  his  soul  in  songs. 

Nor  turn  his  very  talent  to  a  crime  ; 
lie  did  not  loathe  tho  Sire  to  laud  tho  Son, 
But  closed  the  tyrant-hater  ho  begun. 

— Byron.  Lord,  1818,  Don  Juan,  Dedica¬ 
tion. 

With  other  emotion 

Milton’s  severer  shado  I  saw,  and,  in  rever¬ 
ence  humbled, 

Gazed  on  that  soul  sublime;  of  passion  now 
ns  of  blindness 

Healed,  and  no  longer  here  to  Kings  nnd  to 
Hierarchs  hostile, 

He  was  nssoiled  from  taint  of  the  fatal  fruit ; 
and  in  Eden 

Not  again  to  l>0  lost,  consorted  nn  equal  with 
augols. 

— Southey,  Robert,  1821,  A  Vision  of 
Judgment,  ix. 

He  died, 

Who  was  the  Sire  of  au  immortal  strain, 
Blind,  old,  and  lonely,  when  liis  country’s 
pride 

The  priest,  tho  slave,  and  the  liber tici do, 
Trampled  and  mocked  with  many  a  loath  bd 
rite 

Of  lust  and  blood.  He  wont,  untorrified, 
Into  the  gulf  of  death ;  but  bis  clear  sprite 
Yet  reigns  o’er  earth,  the  third  among  the 
Sous  of  Light. 

—Shelley,  Percy  Bysshe,  1821,  Adon- 
ais ;  An  Elegy  on  the  death  of  John  Keats,  iv. 

The  works  of  Milton  cannot  be  compre¬ 
hended  or  enjoyed,  unless  the  mind  of  the 
reader  co-operate  with  that  of  the  writer. 
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He  does  not  paint  a  finished  picture,  or 
play  for  a  mere  passive  listener.  He 
sketches,  and  leaves  others  to  fill  up  the 
outline.  He  strikes  the  key-note,  and  ex¬ 
pects  his  hearer  to  make  out  the  melody. 
— Macaulay,  Thomas,  Babington,  1825, 
Milton ,  Edinburgh  Review ;  Critical  and 
Miscellaneous  Essays. 

This  character  of  power  runs  through 
all  Milton’s  works.  His  descriptions  of 
nature  show  a  free  and  bold  hand.  He 
has  no  need  of  the  minute,  graphic  skill 
which  we  prize  in  Cowper  or  Crab  be. 
With  a  few  strong  or  delicate  touches,  he 
impresses,  as  it  were,  his  own  mind  on  the 
scenes  which  he  would  describe,  and  kin¬ 
dles  the  imagination  of  the  gifted  reader 
to  clothe  them  with  the  same  radiant  hues 
under  which  they  appeared  to  his  own. 
This  attribute  of  power  is  universally  felt 
to  characterize  Milton.  His  sublimity  is 
in  every  man’s  mouth.  Is  it  felt  that  his 
poetry  breathes  a  sensibility  and  tender¬ 
ness  hardly  surpassed  by  its  sublimity? 
We  apprehend  that  the  grandeur  of  Mil¬ 
ton’s  mind  has  thrown  some  shade  over 
his  milder  beauties;  and  this  it  has  done, 
not  only  by  being  more  striking  and  im¬ 
posing,  but  by  the  tendency  of  vast  men¬ 
tal  energy  to  give  a  certain  calmness  to 
the  expression  of  tenderness  and  deep 
feeling.  — Channing,  William  Ellery, 
826,  Remarks  on  the  Character  and  Writ- 
ngs  of  John  Milton. 

Of  Milton’s  mind  the  leading  character¬ 
istic  is  its  unity.  He  has  the  thoughts  of 
all  ages  at  his  command  ;  but  he  has  made 
them  his  own.  He  sits  “high  on  a  throne 
of  royal  state,  adorned  With  all  the  wealth 
of  Ormus  and  of  Ind,  And  where  the  gor¬ 
geous  East  with  richest  hand  Has  showered 
barbaric  pearl  and  gold.”  There  are  no 
false  gems  in  him,  no  tinsel.  It  seems 
as  if  nothing  could  dwell  in  his  mind,  but 
what  was  grand  and  sterling. — Hare,  A. 
W.  and  J.  C.,  1827-48,  Guesses  at  Truth. 

In  Milton,  again,  the  harmony  of  the 
verse  is  but  the  echo  of  the  inward  music 
which  the  thoughts  of  the  poet  breathe. 
— Newman,  John  Henry,  1829-71,  Poetry 
with  Reference  to  Aristotle's  Poetics ;  Essays 
Critical  and  Historical,  vol.  I,  p.  26. 

Milton  was  abundantly  skilled  in  the 
dialectic  art ;  he  had  a  divine  intuition  into 
the  logic  of  poetry ;  but  he  was  not  par¬ 
ticularly  remarkable,  among  men  of 
genius,  for  penetrating  and  comprehensive 


intellect.  This  is  very  clear  from  his 
political  and  theological  writings.  His 
scheme  of  Government  is  that  of  a  purely 
ideal  commonwealth,  and  has  the  fault 
common  to  the  greater  number  of  such 
conceptions,  that  it  never  could  be  prac¬ 
tised,  except  among  beings  for  whom  no 
government  at  all  would  bo  necessary. 
His  opinions  as  to  a  Church  Establishment 
are  of  an  exactly  similar  description;  and 
no  imagination  less  powerful  than  his 
could  have  realized  such  visions  to  any 
mind.  Nor  could  these  phantom  plans 
have  obtained,  in  the  thoughts  of  a  nation, 
the  living  force  necessary  to  their  action, 
unless  every  man  had  been  able  to  breathe 
into  them  from  himself  a  breath  of  ex¬ 
istence  as  powerful  as  that  with  which 
they  were  imbued  by  their  creator.— 
Sterling,  John,  1829,  Shades  of  the 
Dead,  Essays  and  Tales ,  ed.  Hare,  vol.  i, 
p.  76. 

Perhaps  the  subtle  genius  of  Greece 
was  in  part  withheld  from  indulging  itself 
in  ethical  controversy  by  the  influence  of 
Socrates,  who  was  much  more  a  teacher 
of  virtue  than  even  a  searcher  after  truth. 
Whom  well  iuspired,  the  oracle  pronounced 
Wisest  of  men. 

It  was  doubtless  because  he  chose  that 
better  part  that  he  was  thus  spoken  of 
by  the  man  whose  commendation  was 
glory,  and  who,  from  the  loftiest  emi¬ 
nence  of  moral  genius  ever  reached  by  a 
mortal,  was  perhaps  alone  worthy  to  place 
a  new  crown  on  the  brow  of  the  Martyr  of 
virtue. — Mackintosh,  Sir  James,  1830, 
A  General  View  of  the  Progress  of  Ethical 
Philosophy,  sec.  ii. 

Milton  frequently  innovates  upon  the 
high  harmonies  of  his  accented  verse  with 
the  substitution  of  quantities ;  sometimes 
difficult  at  first  sight  to  master,  but  gener¬ 
ally  admirable  in  effect,  and  heightening, 
— -even  when  harshest,  the  majesty  of  his 
strains  like  a  momentary  crash  of  discord, 
thrown  by  the  skilful  organist,  into  the 
full  tide  of  instrumental  music,  which 
gives  intenser  sweetness  to  what  follows. 
— Montgomery,  James,  1833,  Lectures  on 
General  Literature ,  p.  92. 

Milton  was  not  an  extensive  or  dis¬ 
cursive  thinker,  as  Shakspeare  was ;  for 
the  motions  of  his  mindwere  slow,  solemn, 
sequacious,  like  those  of  the  planets ;  not 
agile  and  assimilative ;  not  attracting 
all  things  within  its  own  sphere;  not 
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multiform :  repulsion  was  the  law  of  his 
intellect — he  moved  in  solitary  grandeur. 
Yet,  merely  from  this  quality  of  grandeur, 
unapproachable  grandeur,  his  intellect 
demanded  a  larger  infusion  of  Latinity 
into  his  diction.  For  the  same  reason 
(and  without  such  aids  he  would  have  had 
no  proper  element  in  which  to  move  his 
wings)  he  enriched  his  diction  with  Hell¬ 
enisms  and  with  Hebraisms;  but  never, 
as  could  be  easy  to  show,  without  a  full 
justification  in  the  result.  Two  things 
may  be  asserted  of  all  his  exotic  idioms — 
1st,  That  they  express  what  could  not 
have  been  expressed  by  any  native  idiom ; 
2nd,  That  they  harmonize  with  the  Eng¬ 
lish  language,  and  give  a  colouring  of  the 
antique,  but  not  any  sense  of  strangeness, 
to  the  diction.  -L)e  Quince y,  Thomas. 
1835,  Autobiography  from,  1803  to  1808, 
Collected  Writings,  ed.  Masson,  vol.  II,  p. 
69. 

It  will  not  be  easy  to  acquit  Milton, 
altogether,  of  injustice  towards  his  coun¬ 
tryman  ;  but  if  he  disdained  to  mention 
Surrey,  he  also  disdained  to  copy  from 
him— both  the  merits  and  the  faults  of 
Milton’s  versification  are  his  own  !  .  .  . 
Perhaps  no  man  ever  paid  the  same  at¬ 
tention  to  the  quality  of  his  rhythm  as 
Milton.  What  other  poets  affect,  as  it 
were,  by  chance,  Milton,  achieved  by  the 
aid  of  science  and  of  art;  he  studied  the 
aptness  of  his  numbers,  and  diligently 
tutored  an  ear,  which  nature  had  gifted 
with  the  most  delicate  sensibility.  In  the 
flow  of  his  rhythm,  in  the  quality  of  his 
letter-sounds,  in  the  disposition  of  his 
pauses,  his  verse  almost  ever  Jits  the  sub¬ 
ject;  and  so  insensibly  does  poetry  blend 
with  this — the  last  beauty  of  exquisite 
versification,  that  the  reader  may  some¬ 
times  doubt  whether  it  be  the  thought  it¬ 
self,  or  merely  the  happiness  of  its  expres¬ 
sion,  which  is  the  source  of  a  gratification 
so  deeply  felt. — Guest,  Edwin,  1838,  A 
History  of  English  Rhythms,  vol.  II,  pp. 
240,  242. 

He  must  not  be  ranked  with  Shake¬ 
speare.  He  stands  relative  to  Shakespeare 
as  Tasso  or  Ariosto  does  to  Dante,  as 
Virgil  to  Homer.  He  is  conscious  of  writ¬ 
ing  an  epic,  and  of  being  the  great  man 
he  is.  No  great  man  ever  felt  so  great  a 
consciousness  as  Milton.  That  conscious¬ 
ness  was  the  measure  of  his  greatness  ;  he 
was  not  one  of  those  who  reach  into  actual 


contact  with  the  deep  fountain  of  great¬ 
ness.  His  “Paradise  Lost”  is  not  an 
epic  in  its  composition  as  Shakespeare’s 
utterances  are  epic.  It  does  not  come 
out  of  the  heart  of  things;  ho  hadn’t  it 
lying  there  to  pour  it  out  in  one  gush;  it 
seems  rather  to  have  been  welded  together 
afterward.  His  sympathies  with  things 
are  much  narrower  than  Shakespeare’s — 
too  sectarian.  In  universality  of  mind 
there  is  no  hatred;  it  doubtless  rejects 
what  is  displeasing,  but  not  in  hatred  for 
it.  Everything  has  a  right  to  exist. 
Shakespeare  was  not  polemical :  Milton 
was  polemical  altogether. — Carlyle, 
Thomas,  1838,  Lectures  on  the  History  of 
Literature,  p.  165. 

There  is  no  name  in  English  literature 
between  his  age  and  ours  that  rises  into 
any  approach  to  his  own.  .  .  .  Leaving 
out  of  view  the  pretensions  of  our  con¬ 
temporaries  (always  an  incalculable  in¬ 
fluence),  we  think  no  man  can  be  named 
whose  mind  still  acts  on  the  cultivated 
intellect  of  England  and  America  with  an 
energy  comparable  to  that  of  Milton.  As 
a  poet,  Shakspeare  undoubtedly  tran¬ 
scends,  and  far  surpasses  him  in  his  popu¬ 
larity  with  foreign  nations;  but  Shak¬ 
speare  is  a  voice  merely ;  who  and  what  he 
was  that  sang,  that  sings,  we  know  not. 
Milton  stands  erect,  commanding,  still 
visible  as  a  man  among  men,  and  reads 
the  laws  of  the  moral  sentiment  to  the 
new-born  race.  There  is  something  pleas¬ 
ing  in  the  affection  with  which  we  can 
regard  a  man  who  died  a  hundred  and 
sixty  years  ago  in  the  other  hemisphere, 
who,  in  respect  to  personal  relations,  is 
to  us  as  the  wind,  yet  by  an  influence 
purely  spiritual  makes  us  jealous  for  his 
fame  as  for  that  of  a  near  friend.  He  is 
identified  in  the  mind  with  all  select  and 
holy  images,  with  the  supreme  interests 
of  the  human  race. — Emerson,  Ralph 
Waldo,  1838,  Milton. 

Milton’s  immortal  verse  never  flowed 
between  the  autumnal  and  vernal  equi¬ 
nox,  but,  mute  in  winter,  his  song  was 
awakened  by  the  temperature  that  made 
the  groves,  too,  vocal. — Brougham, Henry 
Lord,  1S39-56,  Contributions  to  the  Edin¬ 
burgh  Review,  vol.  i,  p.  251 

The  invectives  of  this  great  poet  against 
prelates  and  Presbyterians  will  perfectly 
astonish  those,  who  as  yet  are  con¬ 
versant  only  with  his  immortal  work,  his 
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He  does  not  paint  a  finished  picture,  or 
play  for  a  mere  passive  listener.  He 
sketches,  and  leaves  others  to  fill  up  the 
outline.  He  strikes  the  key-note,  and  ex¬ 
pects  his  hearer  to  make  out  the  melody. 
— Macaulay,  Thomas,  Babixgton,  1825, 
Milton ,  Edinburgh.  Review;  Critical  and 
Miscellaneous  Essays. 

This  character  of  power  runs  through 
all  Milton’s  works.  His  descriptions  of 
nature  show  a  free  and  bold  hand.  He 
has  no  need  of  the  minute,  graphic  skill 
which  we  prize  in  Cowper  or  Crabbe. 
With  a  few  strong  or  delicate  touches,  he 
impresses,  as  it  were,  his  own  mind  on  the 
scenes  which  he  would  describe,  and  kin¬ 
dles  the  imagination  of  the  gifted  reader 
to  clothe  them  with  the  same  radiant  hues 
under  which  they  appeared  to  his  own. 
This  attribute  of  power  is  universally  felt 
to  characterize  Milton.  His  sublimity  is 
in  every  man’s  mouth.  Is  it  felt  that  his 
poetry  breathes  a  sensibility  and  tender¬ 
ness  hardly  surpassed  by  its  sublimity? 
We  apprehend  that  the  grandeur  of  Mil¬ 
ton’s  mind  has  thrown  some  shade  over 
his  milder  beauties ;  and  this  it  has  done, 
not  only  by  being  more  striking  and  im¬ 
posing,  but  by  the  tendency  of  vast  men¬ 
tal  energy  to  give  a  certain  calmness  to 
the  expression  of  tenderness  and  deep 
feeling.— Channing,  William  Ellery, 
1826,  Remarks  on  the  Character  and  Writ¬ 
ings  of  John  Milton. 

Of  Milton’s  mind  the  leading  character¬ 
istic  is  its  unity.  He  has  the  thoughts  of 
all  ages  at  his  command;  but  he  has  made 
them  his  own.  He  sits  4 1  high  on  a  throne 
of  royal  state,  adorned  With  all  the  wealth 
of  Ormus  and  of  Ind,  And  where  the  gor¬ 
geous  East  with  richest  hand  Has  showered 
barbaric  pearl  and  gold.”  There  are  no 
false  gems  in  him,  no  tinsel.  It  seems 
as  if  nothing  could  dwell  in  his  mind,  but 
what  was  grand  and  sterling.— Hare,  A. 
W.  and  J.  C.,  1827-48,  Guesses  at  Truth. 

In  Milton,  again,  the  harmony  of  the 
verse  is  but  the  echo  of  the  inward  music 
which  the  thoughts  of  the  poet  breathe. 
— Newman,  John  Henry,  1829-71,  Poetry 
with  Reference  to  Aristotle's  Poetics  ;  Essays 
Critical  and  Historical,  vol.  I,  p.  26. 

Milton  was  abundantly  skilled  in  the 
dialectic  art ;  he  had  a  divine  intuition  into 
the  logic  of  poetry ;  but  he  was  not  par¬ 
ticularly  remarkable,  among  men  of 
genius,  for  penetrating  and  comprehensive 


intellect.  This  is  very  clear  from  his 
political  and  theological  writings.  His 
scheme  of  Government  is  that  of  a  purely 
ideal  commonwealth,  and  has  the  fault 
common  to  the  greater  number  of  such 
conceptions,  that  it  never  could  be  prac¬ 
tised,  except  among  beings  for  whom  no 
government  at  all  would  be  necessary. 
His  opinions  as  to  a  Church  Establishment 
are  of  an  exactly  similar  description  ;  and 
no  imagination  less  powerful  than  his 
could  have  realized  such  visions  to  any 
mind.  Nor  could  theso  phantom  plans 
have  obtained,  in  the  thoughts  of  a  nation, 
the  living  force  necessary  to  their  action, 
unless  every  man  had  been  able  to  breathe 
into  them  from  himself  a  breath  of  ex¬ 
istence  as  powerful  as  that  with  which 
they  were  imbued  by  their  creator. — 
Sterling,  John,  1829,  Shades  of  the 
Dead,  Essays  and  Talcs,  cd.  Hare,  vol  I, 
p.  76. 

Perhaps  the  subtle  genius  of  Greece 
was  in  part  withheld  from  indulging  itself 
in  ethical  controversy  by  the  influence  of 
Socrates,  who  was  much  more  a  teacher 
of  virtue  than  even  a  searcher  after  truth. 
Whom  well  inspired,  the  oraclo  pronounced 
Wisest  of  men. 

It  was  doubtless  because  he  chose  that 
better  part  that  he  was  thus  spoken  of 
by  the  man  whose  commendation  was 
glory,  and  who,  from  the  loftiest  emi¬ 
nence  of  moral  genius  ever  reached  by  a 
mortal,  was  perhaps  alone  worthy  to  place 
a  new  crown  on  the  brow  of  the  Martyr  of 
virtue.— Mackintosh,  Sir  James,  1830, 
A  General  View  of  the  Progress  of  Ethical 
Philosophy,  sec.  ii. 

Milton  frequently  innovates  upon  the 
high  harmonies  of  his  accented  verse  with 
the  substitution  of  quantities ;  sometimes 
difficult  at  first  sight  to  master,  but  gener¬ 
ally  admirable  in  effect,  and  heightening, 
—even  when  harshest,  the  majesty  of  his 
strains  like  a  momentary  crash  of  discord, 
thrown  by  the  skilful  organist,  into  the 
full  tide  of  instrumental  music,  which 
gives  intenser  sweetness  to  what  follows. 
—Montgomery,  James,  1833,  Lectures  on 
General  Literature,  p.  92. 

Milton  was  not  an  extensive  or  dis¬ 
cursive  thinker,  as  Shakspeare  was ;  for 
the  motions  of  his  mindlwere  slow,  solemn, 
sequacious,  like  those  of  the  planets ;  not 
agile  and  assimilative ;  not  attracting 
all  things  within  its  own  sphere;  not 
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multiform :  repulsion  was  the  law  of  his 
intellect — he  moved  in  solitary  grandeur. 
Yet,  merely  from  this  quality  of  grandeur, 
unapproachable  grandeur,  his  intellect 
demanded  a  larger  infusion  of  Latinity 
into  his  diction.  For  the  same  reason 
(and  without  such  aids  he  would  have  had 
no  proper  element  in  which  to  move  his 
wings)  he  enriched  his  diction  with  Hell¬ 
enisms  and  with  Hebraisms;  but  never, 
as  could  be  easy  to  show,  without  a  full 
justification  in  the  result.  Two  things 
may  bo  asserted  of  all  his  exotic  idioms  - 
1st,  That  they  express  what  could  not 
have  been  expressed  by  any  native  idiom ; 
2nd,  That  they  harmonize  with  the  Eng¬ 
lish  language,  and  give  a  colouring  of  the 
antique,  but  not  any  sense  of  strangeness, 
to  the  diction. — Ue  Quince y,  Thomas, 
1835,  Autobiography  from  1803  to  1808, 
Collected  Writings ,  cd.  Masson,  vol.  II,  p. 
69. 

It  will  not  be  easy  to  acquit  Milton, 
altogether,  of  injustice  towards  his  coun¬ 
tryman ;  but  if  he  disdained  to  mention 
Surrey,  he  also  disdained  to  copy  from 
him — both  the  merits  and  the  faults  of 
Milton’s  versification  are  his  own  !  .  .  . 
Perhaps  no  man  ever  paid  the  same  at¬ 
tention  to  the  quality  of  his  rhythm  as 
Milton.  What  other  poets  affect,  as  it 
were,  by  chance,  Milton,  achieved  by  the 
aid  of  science  and  of  art ;  he  studied  the 
aptness  of  his  numbers,  and  diligently 
tutored  an  ear,  which  nature  had  gifted 
with  the  most  delicate  sensibility.  In  the 
flow  of  his  rhythm,  in  the  quality  of  his 
letter-sounds,  in  the  disposition  of  his 
pauses,  his  verse  almost  ever  Jits  the  sub¬ 
ject;  and  so  insensibly  does  poetry  blend 
with  this — the  last  beauty  of  exquisite 
versification,  that  the  reader  may  some¬ 
times  doubt  whether  it  be  the  thought  it¬ 
self,  or  merely  the  happiness  of  its  expres¬ 
sion,  which  is  the  source  of  a  gratification 
so  deeply  felt.— Guest,  Edwin,  1838,  A 
History  of  English  Rhythms,  vol.  II,  pp. 
240,  242. 

He  must  not  be  ranked  with  Shake¬ 
speare.  He  stands  relative  to  Shakespeare 
as  Tasso  or  Ariosto  does  to  Dante,  as 
Virgil  to  Homer.  He  is  conscious  of  writ¬ 
ing  an  epic,  and  of  being  the  great  man 
he  is.  No  great  man  ever  felt  so  great  a 
consciousness  as  Milton.  That  conscious¬ 
ness  was  the  measure  of  his  greatness ;  he 
was  not  one  of  those  who  reach  into  actual 


contact  with  the  deep  fountain  of  great¬ 
ness.  His  “Paradise  Lost”  is  not  an 
epic  in  its  composition  as  Shakespeare’s 
utterances  are  epic.  It  does  not  come 
out  of  the  heart  of  things ;  he  hadn’t  it 
lying  there  to  pour  it  out  in  one  gush;  it 
seems  rather  to  have  been  welded  together 
afterward.  His  sympathies  with  things 
are  much  narrower  than  Shakespeare’s — 
too  sectarian.  In  universality  of  mind 
there  is  no  hatred ;  it  doubtless  rejects 
what  is  displeasing,  but  not  in  hatred  for 
it.  Everything  has  a  right  to  exist. 
Shakespeare  was  not  polemical :  Milton 
was  polemical  altogether. — Carlyle, 
Thomas,  1838,  Lectures  on  the  History  of 
Literature,  p .  165. 

There  is  no  name  in  English  literature 
between  his  age  and  ours  that  rises  into 
any  approach  to  his  own.  .  .  -  Leaving 
out  of  view  the  pretensions  of  our  con¬ 
temporaries  (always  an  incalculable  in¬ 
fluence),  we  think  no  man  can  be  named 
whose  mind  still  acts  on  the  cultivated 
intellect  of  England  and  America  with  an 
energy  comparable  to  that  of  Milton.  As 
a  poet,  Shakspeare  undoubtedly  tran¬ 
scends,  and  far  surpasses  him  in  his  popu¬ 
larity  with  foreign  nations;  but  Shak¬ 
speare  is  a  voice  merely;  who  and  what  he 
was  that  sang,  that  sings,  we  know  not. 
Milton  stands  erect,  commanding,  still 
visible  as  a  man  among  men,  and  reads 
the  laws  of  the  moral  sentiment  to  the 
new-born  race.  There  is  something  pleas¬ 
ing  in  the  affection  with  which  we  can 
regard  a  man  who  died  a  hundred  and 
sixty  years  ago  in  the  other  hemisphere, 
who,  in  respect  to  personal  relations,  is 
to  us  as  the  wind,  yet  by  an  influence 
purely  spiritual  makes  us  jealous  for  his 
fame  as  for  that  of  a  near  friend.  He  is 
identified  in  the  mind  with  all  select  and 
holy  images,  with  the  supreme  interests 
of  the  human  race.— -Emerson,  Ralph 
Waldo,  1838,  Milton. 

Milton’s  immortal  verse  never  flowed 
between  the  autumnal  and  vernal  equi¬ 
nox,  but,  mute  in  winter,  his  song  was 
awakened  by  the  temperature  that  made 
the  groves,  too,  vocal.— Brough  am,  Henry 
Lord,  1839-56,  Contributions  to  the  Edin¬ 
burgh  Review ,  vol.  I,  p.  251 

The  invectives  of  this  great  poet  against 
prelates  and  Presbyterians  will  perfectly 
astonish  those,  who  as  yet  are  con¬ 
versant  only  with  his  immortal  work,  his 
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descriptions  of  the  Garden  of  Eden,  and 
the  piety  and  innocence  of  our  first 
parents.— Smyth,  William,  1840,  Lec¬ 
tures  on  Modern  History,  Lecture  xvi. 

His  verse  is  the  most  difficult  to  read 
properly  of  all  verse  in  the  language  (ob¬ 
solete  or  modern).  Horne,  R.  H.,  1841, 
Chaucer's  Poems  Modernized ,  Introduction, 
p.  lix. 

The  consideration  occurs  to  us  that  a 
person  of  historical  ignorance  in  respect 
to  this  divine  poet,  would  hesitate  and  be 
at  a  loss  to  which  era  of  our  poetry  to  at¬ 
tach  him  through  the  internal  evidence 
of  his  works.  He  has  not  the  tread  of  a 
contemporary  of  Dryden ;  and  Rochester’s 
nothingness  is  a  strange  accompaniment 
to  the  voice  of  his  greatness.  Neither 
can  it  be  quite  predicated  of  him  that  he 
walks  an  Elizabethan  man ;  there  is  a  cer¬ 
tain  fine  bloom  or  farina,  rather  felt  than 
seen,  upon  the  old  poems,  unrecognized 
non  his.  But  the  love  of  his  genius 
int  backward  to  those  olden  oracles; 
1  it  is  pleasant  to  think  that  he  was 
aially  born  before  Shakespeare’s  death  ; 
it  they  too  looked  upwardly  to  the  same 
jaylight  and  stars ;  and  that  he  might 
have  stretched  his  baby  arms  (“animosus 
infans”)  to  the  faint  hazel  eyes  of  the 
poet  of  po«ts.  Let  us  think  in  anywise 
that  he  drew  in  some  living  subtle  Shake- 
sperian  benediction,  providing  for  great¬ 
ness. — Browning,  Elizabeth  Barrett, 
1842-63,  The  Book  of  the  Poets. 

Glorious  John  Milton,  upon  whom  rested 
an  after-glow  of  the  Holy  Inspiration  of 
the  sacred  writers,  like  the  twilight  be¬ 
queathed  by  a  midsummer  sun. — Hood, 
Thomas,  1843,  Memorials,  vol.  ii,  p.  280. 

Milton  was  a  very  great  poet,  second 
only  (if  second)  to  the  very  greatest,  such 
as  Dante  and  Shakspeare;  and,  like  all 
great  poets,  equal  to  them  in  particular 
instances.  He  had  no  pretensions  to 
Shakspeare’s  universality;  his  wit  is 
dreary;  and  (in  general)  he  had  not  the 
faith  in  things  that  Homer  and  Dante  had, 
apart  from  the  intervention  of  words. 
He  could  not  let  them  speak  for  them¬ 
selves  without  helping  them  with  his  learn¬ 
ing.  In  all  he  did,  after  a  certain  period 
of  youth  (not  to  speak  it  irreverently), 
something  of  the  schoolmaster  is  visible; 
and  a  gloomy  religious  creed  removes  him 
still  farther  from  the  universal  gratitude 
and  delight  of  mankind.  He  is  understood, 


however,  as  I  have  just  intimated,  to 
have  given  this  up  before  he  died.  He 
had  then  run  the  circle  of  his  knowledge, 
and  probably  come  round  to  the  wiser, 
more  cheerful,  and  more  poetical  beliefs 
of  his  childhood.  -Hunt,  Leigh,  1844, 
Imagination  and  Fancy,  p.  211. 

Those  who  sit  at  his  feet  obtain  every 
hour  glimpses  in  all  directions.  The  con¬ 
stant  perception  of  principles,  richness  in 
illustrations  and  fullness  of  knowledge, 
make  him  the  greatest  Master  we  have  in 
the  way  of  giving  clues  and  impulses. 
His  plan  tempts  even  very  timid  students 
to  hope  they  may  thread  the  mighty  maze 
of  the  Past. — Ossou,  Margaret  Fuller, 
1846,  Papers  on  Literature  and  Art. 

No  one  can  fitly  reverence  Milton  who 
has  not  studied  the  character  of  the  age 
of  Charles  II.,  in  which  his  later  fortunes 
were  cast.  He  was  Dryden’s  contempo¬ 
rary  in  time,  but  not  his  master  or  disci¬ 
ple  in  slavishness.  He  was  under  the 
anathema  of  power  ;  a  republican,  in  days 
of  abject  servility;  a  Christian,  among 
men  whom  it  would  be  charity  to  call  in¬ 
fidels;  a  man  of  pure  life  and  high  princi¬ 
ple,  among  sensualists  and  renegades. 
On  nothing  external  could  he  lean  for 
support.  In  his  own  domain  of  imagina¬ 
tion  perhaps  the  greatest  poet  that  ever 
lived,  he  was  still  doomed  to  see  such  pit¬ 
iful  and  stupid  poetasters  as  Shadwell  and 
Settle  bear  away  the  shining  rewards  of 
letters.  Well  might  he  declare  that  he 
had  fallen  on  evil  times!  .  .  The 

genius  of  Milton  is  indeed  worthy  all  the 
admiration  we  award  marvellous  intellec¬ 
tual  endowment;  but  how  much  more  do 
we  venerate  the  whole  man,  when  we  find 
it  riveted  to  that  high  and  hardy  moral 
courage  which  makes  his  name  thunder 
rebuke  to  all  power  that  betrays  freedom, 
to  all  genius  that  is  false  to  virtue! — 
Wiiipple,  Edwin  P.,  1846,  Authors  in 
Their  Relations  to  Life,  Literature  and 
Life,  pp.  24,  25. 

No  species  of  literature,  no  language, 
no  book,  no  art  or  science  seems  to  have 
escaped  his  curiosity,  or  resisted  the 
combined  ardour  and  patience  of  his  in¬ 
dustry.  His  works  may  be  considered  as 
a  vast  arsenal  of  ideas  drawn  from  every 
region  of  human  speculation,  and  either 
themselves  the  condonsed  quintessence  of 
knowledge  and  wisdom,  or  dressing  and 
adoring  the  fairost  and  most  majestic 
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conceptions.— Shaw.  Thomas  B.,  1847, 
Outlines  of  English  Literature,  p.  162. 

Like  to  some  deep-chested  organ  whose  grand 
inspiration, 

Sercuely  majestic  in  utterance,  lofty  and 
calm, 

Intcqirots  to  mortals  with  melody  great  as  its 
burthen, 

The  mystical  harmonies  chiming  for  ever 
throughout  the  bright  spheres. 
—Meredith,  George,  1851,  Works,  i ml. 
xxxi,  p.  139. 

Was  the  stair  or  high  table-land  to  let 
down  the  English  genius  from  the  summits 
of  Shakspeare.— Emerson,  Ralph  Wal¬ 
do,  1856-84,  English  Traits;  Works, 
Riverside  cd.,  vol.  v,  p.  232. 

Ho  was  the  most  learned  of  all  our 
poets,  the  one  who  from  his  childhood  up¬ 
wards  was  a  devourer  of  Greek  and  Latin 
books,  of  the  romances  of  the  Middle  Ages, 
of  French  and  Italian  poetry,  above  all  of 
the  Hebrew  Scriptures.  All  these  became 
his  friends;  for  all  of  them  connected 
themselves  with  the  thoughts  that  occu¬ 
pied  men  in  his  own  time,  with  the  deep 
religious  and  political  controversies  which 
were  about  to  bring  on  a  civil  war.  Many 
persons  think  that  the  side  which  he  took 
in  that  war  must  hinder  us  from  making 
his  books  our  friends ;  that  we  may  es¬ 
teem  him  as  a  great  poet,  but  that  we  can¬ 
not  meet  him  cordially  as  a  man.  No  one 
is  more  likely  to  entertain  that  opinion 
than  an  English  clergyman,  for  Milton 
dealt  his  blows  unsparingly  enough,  and 
we  come  in  for  at  least  our  full  share  of 
them.  I  know  all  that,  and  yet  I  must 
confess  that  I  have  found  him  a  friend, 
and  a  very  valuable  friend,  even  when  I 
have  differed  from  him  most  and  he  has 
made  me  smart  most. — Maurice,  Fred¬ 
erick  Denison,  1856-74,  The  Friendship 
of  Books  and  Other  Lectures,  cd.  Hughes, 
p.  14. 

Graced  with  every  intellectual  gift,  he 
was  personally  so  comely  that  the  romantic 
woods  of  Vallambrosa  are  lovelier  from 
their  association  with  his  youthful  figure 
sleeping  in  their  shade.  He  had  all  the 
technical  excellences  of  the  scholar.  At 
eighteen  he  wrote  better  Latin  verses 
than  have  been  written  in  England.  He 
replied  to  the  Italian  poets  who  compli¬ 
mented  him  in  Italian  pure  as  their  own. 
He  was  profoundly  skilled  in  theology,  in 
science,  and  in  the  literature  of  all  lan¬ 
guages.  These  were  his  accomplishments. 


but  his  genius  was  vast  and  vigorous. 
While  yet  a  youth  he  wrote  those  minor 
poems  which  have  the  simple  perfection 
of  productions  of  nature;  and  in  the  ripe¬ 
ness  of  his  wisdom  and  power  he  turned 
his  blind  eyes  to  heaven,  and  sang  the 
lofty  song  which  has  given  him  a  twin 
glory  with  Shakespeare  in  English  renown. 
It  is  much  for  one  man  to  have  exhausted 
the  literature  of  other  nations  and  to  have 
enriched  his  own.  But  other  men  have 
done  this  in  various  degrees.  Milton 
went  beyond  it  to  complete  the  circle  of 
his  character  as  the  scholar.  You  know 
the  culmination  of  his  life.  The  first 
scholar  in  England  and  in  the  world  at 
that  time  fulfilled  his  office.  His  vocation 
making  him  especially  the  representative 
of  liberty,  he  accepted  the  part  to  which 
he  was  naturally  called,  and,  turning  away 
from  all  the  blandishments  of  ease  and 
fame,  he  gave  himself  to  liberty  and  im¬ 
mortality.  —Curtis,  George  William, 
1856-93,  The  Duty  of  the  American 
Scholar ,  Orations  and  Addresses,  vol.  I,  p. 
12. 

These  are  the  two  contrasts  which 
puzzle  us  at  first  in  Milton,  and  which  dis¬ 
tinguish  him  from  other  poets  in  our  re¬ 
membrance  afterwards.  We  have  a 
superficial  complexity  in  illustration  and 
imagery  and  metaphor;  and  in  contrast 
with  it  we  observe  a  latent  simplicity  of 
idea,  an  almost  rude  strength  of  concep¬ 
tion.  The  underlying  thoughts  are  few, 
though  the  flowers  on  the  surface  are  so 
many.  We  have  likewise  the  perpetual 
contrast  of  the  soft  poetry  of  the  memory, 
and  the  firm— as  it  were,  fused — and 
glowing  poetry  of  the  imagination.  His 
words,  we  may  half  fancifully  say,  are  like 
his  character :  there  is  the  same  austerity 
in  the  real  essence,  the  same  exquisiteness 
of  sense,  the  same  delicacy  of  form  which 
we  know  that  he  had,  the  same  music 
which  we  imagine  there  was  in  his  voice. 
In  both  his  character  and  his  poetry  there 
was  an  ascetic  nature  in  a  sheath  of 
beauty. — Bagehot,  Walter,  1859,  John 
Milton,  Works,  cd.  Morgan,  vol.  I,  p.  336. 

Take  any,— the  most  hackneyed  passage 
of  “Comus,”  the  “L' Allegro,”  the  “Pen- 
seroso, ”  the  “Paradise  Lost,”  and  see 
the  freshness,  the  sweetness,  and  the  sim¬ 
plicity,  which  is  strangely  combined  with 
the  pomp,  the  self-restraint,  the  earnest¬ 
ness  of  every  word ;  take  him  even,  as  an 
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cipcrimcntum  crucus,  when  he  trenches 
upon  ground  heathen  and  questionable, 
and  tries  the  court  poets  at  their  own 
weapons, — 

“Or  whether  (os  some  sagos  sing), 

The  frolic  wind  thnt  brent  lies  the  spring, 
Zephyr  with  Aurora  ploying, 

As  he  met  her  odcc  a- moving, 

There  on  beds  of  violets  blue. 

And  fresh-blown  roses  washed  in  dew.” 
but  why  quote  what  all  the  world  knows? 
— Where  shall  we  find  such  real  mirth, 
ease,  sweetness,  dance  and  song  of  words 
in  any  thing  written  for  five-and-twenty 
years  before  him?  True,  he  was  no  great 
dramatist.  He  never  tried  to  be  one :  but 
there  was  no  one  in  his  generation  who 
could  have  written  either  “Comus”  or 
“Samson  Agonistes.”  And  if,  as  is  com¬ 
monly  believed,  and  as  his  countenance 
seetns  to  indicate,  he  was  deficient  in  hu¬ 
mour,  so  were  his  contemporaries,  with  the 
sole  exception  of  Cartwright.  Witty  he 
would  be,  and  bitter :  but  he  did  not  live  in 
really  humorous  age ;  and  if  he  has  none 
f  the  rollicking  fun  of  the  fox-hound 
puppy,  at  least  he  has  none  of  the  obscene 
gibber  of  the  ape. —Kincsley,  Charles, 
1859,  Plays  and  Puritans,  Miscellanies,  p. 
111. 

Milton  does  not  appear  to  have  derived 
any  pecuniary  advantage  from  his  labours 
as  a  Poet.  His  juvenile  productions,  and 
a  few  other  minor  pieces,  were  published 
for  the  first  time  in  1645.  His  Poems 
were  evidently  at  that  period  not  more  es¬ 
teemed  than  many  of  the  contemporaneous 
poetical  volumes  of  similar  character. 
If  we  may  judge  from  the  fact  of  those 
poems  being  issued  without  any  of  those 
commendatory  verses. — the  tribute  of 
praise  so  generally  accorded  by  way  of  in¬ 
troduction  to  the  effusions  of  a  brother 
poet, — we  may  fairly  come  to  the  conclu¬ 
sion  that  Milton  was,  at  that  period,  com¬ 
paratively  little  known  in  the  poetical 
world.  Unlike  also  the  works  of  other 
poets  of  the  day,  those  of  Milton  are  not 
inscribed  to  any  patron,  but  are  merely 
introduced  to  the  public  by  an  address 
from  Humphrey  Moseley  the  publisher. 
The  volume  bears  no  indication  that  it 
had  been  even  published  under  the  super¬ 
intendence  of  the  author.  The  Poems  are 
arranged  without  much  attention  to  their 
chronological  order;  and  some  of  the 
Sonnets  are  without  the  headings  that  oc¬ 
cur  in  the  originals  in  the  Trinity  College 


.Manuscript,  besides  this,  several  of  the 
Sonnets  written  before  1645,  are  omitted, 
as  also  other  of  his  early  poetical  produc¬ 
tions. — Sotheuy,  Samuel  Leigh,  1801, 
Rambling  s  in  the  Elucidation  of  the  Auto¬ 
graph  of  Milton,  p.  12. 

O  mighty- mouth'd  inventor  of  harmonies, 

O  skill’d  to  sing  of  Time  or  Eternity, 

God -gifted  organ -voice  of  England, 

Milton,  a  name  to  rcsouud  for  ages; 
Whose  Titan  angels,  Gabriel,  Abdiel, 

Sturr’d  from  Jehovah's  gorgeous  armouries. 
Tower,  ns  the  deep-domed  empyrean 
Rings  to  the  roar  of  nil  angel  onset — 

Me  rather  all  that  bowery  loneliness. 

The  brooks  of  Eden  mazily  murmuring, 

And  bloom  profuse  and  cedar  arches 
Cliann,  as  a  wanderer  out  in  ocean, 
Where  some  refulgent  sunset  of  India 
Streams  o’er  a  rich  ambrosial  ocenii  isle, 

And  crimson- hued  the  stately  pnlin- woods 
Whisper  in  odorous  heights  of  even. 
—Tennyson,  Alfred  Lord,  1863,  Alcaics. 

The  finest  and  the  most  complex  poetic 
genius  of  England.  —  Sainte  -  IJeuve, 
Charles- Augustin,  1864,  English  Por¬ 
traits,  p.  271. 

Milton  put  off  his  singing  robes  to 
labour  for  the  State,  and  between  the 
springtime  of  his  genius  and  the  glorious 
harvest  of  its  autumn,  gave  the  summer 
of  his  life  to  direct  service  of  the  country. 
He  was  then  the  pen  of  the  Commonwealth, 
the  voice  of  England  to  the  outer  world. 
And  in  his  earlier  and  later  verse,  not  less 
than  in  the  middle  period  of  his  prose 
writing,  Milton’s  genius  was  rich  with  the 
life  of  his  own  time,  although  he  thought 
apart  from  the  crowd,  and  spoke  for  him¬ 
self,  royally,  with  independent  power. 
No  poet  is  for  all  time  who  is  not  also  for 
his  age,  reflecting  little  or  much  of  its  out¬ 
ward  manner,  but  a  part  of  its  best  mind. 
— Morley,  Henry,  1868,  ed .,  The  King 
and  the  Commons,  Introduction,  p.  xx. 

If  George  Herbert’s  utterance  is  like 
the  sword-play  of  one  skilful  with  the 
rapier,  that  of  Milton  is  like  the  sword¬ 
play  of  an  old  knight,  flashing  his  huge 
but  keen-cutting  blade  in  lightnings  about 
his  head.  Compared  with  Herbert,  Milton 
was  a  man  in  health.  He  never  shows ,  at 
least,  any  diseased  regard  of  himself. 
His  eye  is  fixed  on  the  truth,  and  he 
knows  of  no  illfaring.  While  a  man  looks 
thitherward,  all  the  movements  of  his 
spirit  reveal  themselves  only  in  peace. 

.  .  .  The  unity  of  his  being  is  the 
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strength  of  Milton.  He  is  harmony, 
sweet  and  bold,  throughout.  Not  Philip 
Sidney,  not  George  Herbert  loved  words 
and  their  melodies  more  than  he  ;  while  in 
their  use  he  is  more  serious  than  either, 
and  harder  to  please,  uttering  a  music 
they  have  rarely  approached  -Macdon¬ 
ald,  George,  1868,  England's  Antiphon, 
pp.  194,  195. 

Milton  was  a  pamphleteer,  only  a 
pamphleteer  of  original  genius.  Had  he 
less  originality,  with  the  same  power  of 
language,  he  would  probably  have  figured 
more  in  the  history  of  the  time,  because 
he  would  have  become  more  distinctly  the 
mouthpiece  of  a  party.  But  because  the 
weight  of  his  mind  always  carries  him  be¬ 
low  the  surface  of  the  subject,  because 
in  these  pamphlets  he  appeals  constantly 
to  first  principles,  opens  the  largest  ques¬ 
tions,  propounds  the  most  general  maxims, 
we  are  not  therefore  unfairly  to  compare 
them  with  complete  treatises  on  politics, 
or  to  forget  that  they  are  essentially 
pamphlets  still. — Seeley,  John  Robert, 
1868,  Milton's  Political  Opinions,  Mac¬ 
millan's  Magazine,  vol.  17,  p.  302. 

John  Milton  was  not  one  of  those  fevered 
souls,  void  of  self-command,  whose  rapture 
takes  them  by  fits,  whom  a  sickly  sensi¬ 
bility  drives  for  ever  to  the  extreme  of 
sorrow  or  joy,  whose  pliability  prepares 
them  to  produce  a  variety  of  characters, 
whose  inquietude  condemns  them  to  paint 
the  insanity  and  contradictions  of  passion. 
Vast  knowledge,  close  logic,  and  grand 
passion :  these  were  his  marks.  His  mind 
was  lucid,  his  imagination  limited.  He 
was  incapable  of  disturbed  emotion  or  of 
transformation.  He  conceived  the  loftiest 
of  ideal  beauties,  but  he  conceived  only 
one.  He  was  not  born  for  the  drama, 
but  for  the  ode.  He  does  not  create  souls, 
but  constructs  aguments  and  experiences 
emotions.  Emotions  and  arguments,  all 
the  forces  and  actions  of  his  soul,  assemble 
and  are  arranged  beneath  a  unique  senti¬ 
ment,  that  of  the  sublime ;  and  the  broad 
river  of  lyric  poetry  streams  from  him, 
impetuous,  with  even  flow,  splendid  as  a 
cloth  of  gold.  ...  He  was  speculative 
and  chimerical.  Locked  up  in  his  own 
ideas,  he  sees  but  them,  is  attracted  but 
by  them.  ...  He  lived  complete  and 
untainted  to  the  end,  without  loss  of  heart 
or  weakness;  experience  could  not  in¬ 
struct  nor  misfortune  depress  him ;  he 


endured  all,  and  repented  of  nothing.  .  .  . 
When  Milton  wishes  to  joke,  he  looks  like 
one  of  Cromwell’s  pikemen,  who,  entering 
a  room  to  dance,  should  fall  upon  the  floor, 
and  that  with  the  extra  momentum  of  his 
armour.— Taine,  H.  A.,  1871,  History  of 
English  Literature,  tr.  Van  Laun,  vol.  1, 
bk.  ii,  ch.  vi,  pp.  409,  417,  418,  422. 

I  pace  the  so un ding  sea^  beach  aud  behold, 
How  the  voluminous  billows  roll  and  run. 
Upheaving  and  subsiding,  while  the  sun 
Shines  through  their  sheeted  emerald  far  un¬ 
rolled, 

And  the  ninth  wave,  slow  gathering  fold  by 
fold 

All  its  loose -folding  garments  into  one, 
Plunges  upon  the  shore,  and  floods  the  dan 
Palo  reach  of  sands,  and  changes  them  to 
gold. 

So  in  majestic  cadence  rise  and  fall 
The  mighty  undulations  of  thy  song, 

O  sightless  bard,  England’s  McconidesI 
And  ever  aud  anon,  high  over  nil 

Uplifted,  a  ninth  wave  superb  and  strong, 
Floods  all  the  soul  with  its  melodious  seas. 

— Longfellow,  Henry  Wadsworth, 

1873,  A  Book  of  Sonnets. 

Milton  was  the  poet  of  revealed  religion 
under  its  Puritanic  type.  The  style  and 
thought  of  Milton  are  native  to  this 
earnest  and  extended  insight  of  his  mind. 
From  the  beginning  he  manifested  the 
same  scope  and  majesty.  He  always 
spread  a  broad  wing,  and  floated  serenely ; 
moving  at  ease  from  peak  to  peak. — 
BasCOM,  John,  1874,  Philosophy  of  Eng¬ 
lish  Literature ,  p.  129. 

Milton  fills,  supreme,  alone. 

The  Poet- patriot’ s  shrine  aud  throne, 
With  renown  each  year  increased.  .  .  . 

— Domett,  Alfred,  1877?  Cripplegate. 

With  Milton,  Nature  was  not  his  first 
love,  but  held  only  a  secondary  place  in 
his  affections.  He  was  in  the  first  place 
a  scholar,  a  man  of  letters,  with  the  theo¬ 
logian  and  polemic  latent  in  him.  A 
lover  of  all  artistic  beauty  he  was,  no 
doubt,  and  of  Nature  mainly  as  it  lends 
itself  to  this  preception.  And  as  is  his 
mode  of  apprehending  Nature,  such  is  the 
language  in  which  he  describes  her. 
Shairp,  John  Campbell,  1877,  On  Poetic 
Interpretation  of  Nature,  p.  186. 

He  left  the  upland  lawns  aud  serene  air 
Wherefrom  his  soul  her  noble  nurture  drew. 
And  reared  his  helm  among  the  unquiet  crew 
Battling  beneath  ;  the  morning  radiance  rare 
Of  his  young  brow  amid  the  tumult  there 
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Grew  grim  with  sulphurous  dust  and  san¬ 
guine  dew ; 

Yet  through  all  soilure  they  who  marked  him 
knew 

The  signs  of  his  life's  dayspring,  calm  and 
fair. 

But  when  peace  came,  peace  fouler  far  than 
war, 

And  mirth  more  dissonant  than  battle’s  tone. 
He,  with  a  Bcomful  sigh  of  his  clear  60ul, 
Back  to  his  mountain  clomb,  now  fcleak  and 
fro  re, 

And  with  the  awful  Night  he  dwelt  alone, 

Iu  darkness,  listening  to  the  thunder’s  roll 

— Myers,  Ernest,  1877,  Milton ,  Poems. 

An  ordinary  mind  contemplating  Milton 
can  realize  to  itself  the  feeling  of  the 
Athenian  who  resented  hearing  Aristides 
for  ever  staled  “the  Just.  ”  Such  a  mind 
feels  a  little  and  excusably  provoked  at 
the  serene  and  severe  loftiness  of  a  Milton, 
and  casts  about  to  find  him  blame-worthy 
in  his  very  superiority— an  exacting  hus¬ 
band  and  father,  an  over-learned  writer, 
cumbrous  or  stilted  in  prose  and  scholas¬ 
tically  accoutred  in  verse,  a  political  and 
religious  extremist.  There  may  be  some¬ 
thing  in  these  objections,  or  the  smaller 
kind  of  souls  will  please  themselves  by 
supposing  there  is  something  in  them. 
Honour  is  the  predominant  emotion  natur¬ 
ally  felt  towards  Milton — hardly  enthu¬ 
siasm — -certainly  not!  sympathy.  Perhaps 
a  decided  feeling  of  unsympathy  would 
affect  many  of  us,  were  it  not  for  the  one 
great  misfortune  of  the  poet.  Nature 
has  forbidden  him  to  be  infirm  in  himself, 
but  gave  him  a  crown  of  accidental  or 
physical  infirmity,  and  bowed  him  some¬ 
what— a  little  lower  than  the  angels — 
towards  sympathy. — Rossetti,  William 
Michael,  1878,  Lives  of  Famous  Poets,  p. 
76. 

Admire  as  we  may  “Paradise  Lost ;” 
try  as  we  may  to  admire  “Paradise  Re¬ 
gained;”  acknowledge  as  we  must  the 
splendour  of  the  imagery  and  the  stately 
march  of  the  verse — there  comes  upon  us 
irresistibly  a  sense  of  the  unfitness  of  the 
subject  for  Milton’s  treatment  of  it.  If 
the  story  which  he  tells  us  is  true,  it  is 
too  momentous  to  be  played  with  in 
poetry.  We  prefer  to  hear  it  in  plain 
prose,  with  a  minimum  of  ornament  and 
the  utmost  possible  precision  of  statement. 
Milton  himself  had  not  arrived  at  thinking 
it  to  be  a  legend,  a  picture,  like  a  Greek 
Mythology.  His  poem  falls  between  two 
modes  of  treatment  and  two  conceptions 


of  truth;  we  wonder,  we  recite,  we  ap¬ 
plaud,  but  something  comes  in  between 
our  minds  and  a  full  enjoyment,  and  it 
will  not  satisfy  us  better  as  time  goes  on. 
— Froude,  James  Anthony,  1880,  Bun- 
yan  ( English  Men  of  Letters),  p.  116. 

In  the  treasure-house  of  that  great 
poet’s  mind  were  gathered  memories  and 
associations  innumerable,  though  the  sub- 
limest  flights  of  his  genius  soared  aloft 
into  regions  whither  the  imagination  of 
none  of  our  earlier  poets  had  preceded 
them. — Ward,  Adolphus  William,  1880, 
Chaucer,  ( English  Men  of  Letters),  p.  196. 

Milton  is  the  most  sublime  of  our  poets, 
and  next  to  Wordsworth,  he  is  perhaps 
the  most  intense.  I  mean  that  every  line 
he  utters,  every  scene  he  describes,  is 
felt  and  seen  by  the  writer ;  that  his 
poetry  is  the  expression  of  his  innermost 
life,  and  that  his  individuality  pervades  it. 
Unlike  Spenser  and  Shakespeare,  Milton 
can  seldom  escape  from  himself,  but  his 
egotism  is  of  the  noblest  order.  We  see 
this  egotism  in  the  earliest  poems,  in  the 
sonnets  written  in  middle  age,  and  again 
in  his  latest  work,  the  “Samson  Agonis- 
tes,”  in  which,  as  in  a  mirror,  may  be 
witnessed  the  struggles  of  his  soul  and 
the  sorrows  of  his  life. — Dennis,  John, 
1883,  Heroes  of  Literature,  p.  127. 

The  greatness  of  the  man  was  conspic¬ 
uous  in  his  blindness,  for  though  he  was 
fallen  on  evil  days  and  evil  tongues,  he 
was  unchanged,  and  though  he  was  in  sol¬ 
itude  he  was  not  alone.  Urania  visited 
his  slumbers  nightly,  and  governed  his 
song,  and  found  an  audience — fit  audience 
though  few.  The  Spirit  of  Heavenly  Song 
attained  its  greatest  height  with  “Para¬ 
dise  Lost”  in  1667,  and,  slowly  wheeling 
through  the  firmament  of  English  Verse, 
began  to  descend  in  1671  with  “Paradise 
Regained”  and  “Samson  Agonistes.”  It 
reached  the  lowest  deep  in  the  next  half 
century  in  the  Psalms  and  Hymns  of 
Watts.— Stoddard,  Richard  Henry, 
1883,  English  Verse,  Chaucer  to  Burns , 
Introduction,  p.  xxxviii. 

When  he  talked  of  the^ grand  style” 
of  poetic  diction  he  would  emphasize  his 
opinion  that  he  considered  that  of  Milton 
even  finer  than  that  of  Virgil,  “the  lord 
of  language.  ” — Tennyson,  Alfred  Lord, 
1883,  Some  Criticisms  on  Poets,  Memoir  by 
His  Son,  vol.  II,  p.  284. 

The  essence  of  the  Greek  pastoral  elegy 
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is  the  contrast  of  man’s  individual  life  with 
Nature’s  apparent  eternity — a  melancholy 
sentiment  becoming  the  lisp  of  a  modern 
materialist,  but  in  the  author  of  “Lyci- 
das,  ”  the  poetical  champion  of  a  faith  be¬ 
fore  which  the  material  universe  is  but 
dust  and  ashes  compared  with  the  soul  of 
the  veriest  wretch  who  wears  the  form  of 
man,  almost  grotesquely  out  of  place. 
Why  should  Nature  lament  the  escape  of  a 
divinity  greater  than  herself  from  its  clay 
prison?  The  Greek  chorus  in  the  social 
life  of  the  Hebrews  speaking  the  Puritan¬ 
ism  of  England  in  “Samson  Agonistes’’  is 
not  a  stranger  union  of  incongruities 
than  the  poet  of  individual  immortality 
repeating  the  materialism  of  the  Greek  in 
lamentations  for  Edward  King.  Plainly 
the  individualism  of  the  sixteenth  and 
seventeenth  centuries  did  not  know 
whether  it  was  of  earth  or  the  infinite; 
and  this  confused  judgment  made  it  willing 
to  look  on  Nature  partially  as  a  beautiful 
machine,  its  exquisite  mechanism  worthy 
of  such  word-pictures  as  “L’Allegro”  and 
“11  Penseroso”  contain,  partially  as  a 
pagan  god  to  be  duly  invoked  only  in  good 
old  pagan  fashion,  and  partially  as  a  per¬ 
ishable  nullity  destined  to  be  “rolled  to¬ 
gether  as  a  scroll”— in  any  case  con¬ 
nected  by  no  profoundly  real  links  with 
man’s  social  and  individual  life. — Posnett, 
Hutcheson  Macaulay,  1886,  Comparative 
Literature,  p.  384. 

The  first  great  English  poet  who  is 
above  all  things  musical  is  Milton.  The 
distinction  of  musical  from  picturesque 
qualities  has  indeed  been  used  as  a  means 
of  defending  Milton’s  claim  to  be  placed 
in  the  first  order  of  poets  against  those 
critics  who  have  complained  that  he  does 
not  suggest  many  subjects  for  pictures. 
And  we  must  place  Milton  among  poets 
whose  genius  is  of  the  lyrical  kind,  though 
most  of  his  work  is  not  technically  lyrical 
—especially  if  we  accept  as  universal 
among  the  greater  poets  the  distinction 
of  lyric  from  dramatic  genius. — Whit¬ 
taker,  Thomas,  1886,  The  Musical  and 
the  Picturesque  Elements  in  Poetry ,  Essays 
and  Notices,  p.  102. 

Oh,  Miltou,  singing  thy  great  hymn 
And  quiring  with  the  cherubim, 

Thou  art  not  blind,  or  sad,  or  old, 

Thou  hast  no  part  in  dork  grave-mould, 
Forever  fair  and  blithe  and  young 
And  deathless  as  thy  golden  tongue  I 
The  nightingale  upon  thy  bough 


Snug  never  half  so  sweet  as  thou, 

And  could’st  thou  only  sing  to  me 

I  would  be  blind  that  thou  might’st  see  f 

— Spofford,  Harriet  Prescott,  1887, 
Blind  Milton ,  Ballads  about  Authors. 

In  calling  up  Milton’s  memory  we  call 
up,  let  me  say,  a  memory  upon  which,  in 
prospect  of  the  Anglo-Saxon  contagion 
and  of  its  dangers  supposed  and  real,  it 
may  be  well  to  lay  stress  even  more  than 
upon  Shakespere’s.  If  to  our  English 
race  an  inadequate  sense  for  perfection  of 
work  is  a  real  danger,  if  the  discipline  of 
respect  for  a  high  and  flawless  excellence 
is  peculiarly  needed  by  us,  Milton  is  of  all 
our  gifted  men  the  best  lesson,  the  most 
salutary  influence.  In  the  sure  and  flaw¬ 
less  perfection  of  his  rhythm  and  diction 
he  is  as  admirable  as  Virgil  or  Dante,  and 
in  this  respect  he  is  unique  amongst  us. 
No  one  else  in  English  Literature  and  art 
possesses  the  like  distinction. — Arnold, 
Matthew,  1888,  Milton ,  The  Century ,  voL 
36,  p.  54. 

O  Milton,  thou  hast  only  half  thy  praise 
In  having  lowered  the  heavens  within  man'? 
ken ; 

Thine  other,  equal  labor  was  to  raise 
The  human  spirit  np  to  heaven  again; 

So,  underneath  thy  forehead’s  aureole  blaze, 
Thine  awful  eyes  are  mild  with  love  to  men. 
— Koopman,  Harry  Lyman,  1888,  Milton , 
Orestes  and  Other  Poems ,  p.  148. 

If  we  were  to  discuss  the  influence  of 
Milton  in  the  English  poetry  of  the  nine¬ 
teenth  century,  we  should  have  to  an¬ 
alyse  large  portions  of  the  works  of  re¬ 
cent  and  living  English  poets.  Words¬ 
worth’s  blank  verse,  when  it  is  truly 
verse,  is  at  times  almost  an  echo  of  Milton  ; 
and  Lord  Tennyson,  far  too  exquisite  an 
artist  to  be  ever  a  mere  imitator,  has  in 
his  perfection  of  form  been  a  true  follower 
of  Milton’s  spirit.  Neither  has  Milton’s 
prose  been  fruitless  in  the  latter  days ; 
for  something  of  its  majestic  reverbera¬ 
tions  may  be  heard  in  Landor,  a  master 
of  English  prose  if  ever  there  wa^.one, 
from  whom  Milton  received  most  loyal 
and  yet  unconstrained  homage.  Johnson’s 
rooted  loyalty  to  letters  had  constrained 
him,  too,  to  do  homage ;  the  last  paragraph 
of  his  life  of  Milton  redeems  all  the  rest, 
effacing  mistakes  and  prejudices  in  the 
fellow-feeling  of  a  true  scholar.  He 
must  be  an  exceedingly  bold  or  an  exceed¬ 
ingly  fastidious  Englishman  who  does  not 
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worship  where  Johnson  and  Landor  have 
alike  bowed  the  knee.— Pollock,  Fred¬ 
erick,  1890,  John  Milton,  The  Fortnightly 
Review,  vol.  54,  p.  519. 

Our  amiable  Dr.  Channing,  with  excel¬ 
lent  data  before  him,  demonstrated  his 
good  Unitarian  faith ;  but  though  Milton 
might  have  approved  his  nice  reasonings, 
I  doubt  if  he  would  have  gone  to  church 
with  him.  He  loved  liberty;  he  could  not 
travel  well  in  double  harness,  not  even  in 
his  household  or  with  the  elders.  His  ex¬ 
alted  range  of  vision  made  light  of  the  lit¬ 
tle  aids  and  lorgnettes  which  the  conven¬ 
tional  teachers  held  out  to  him.  Creeds 
and  dogmas  and  vestments  and  canons, 
and  all  humanly  consecrated  helps,  were 
but  Jack-o’-lanterns  to  him,  who  was 
swathed  all  about  with  the  glowing  clouds 
of  glory  that  rolled  in  upon  his  soul  from 
the  infinite  depths. — Mitchell,  Donald 
G.,  1890,  Fnglisk  Lands  Letters  and 
Kings,  From  Elizabeth  to  Anne,  p.  179. 

Where  Milton’s  style  is  fine  it  is  very 
fine,  but  it  is  always  liable  to  the  danger 
of  degenerating  into  mannerism.  Nay, 
where  the  imagination  is  absent  and  the 
artifice  remains,  as  in  some  of  the  theo¬ 
logical  discussions  in  “Paradise  Lost,”  it 
becomes  mannerism  of  the  most  weari¬ 
some  kind.  Accordingly,  he  is  easily 
parodied  and  easily  imitated.  Philips,  in 
his  “Splendid  Shilling,”  has  caught  the 
trick  exactly.  .  .  .  Philips  has  caught, 
I  say,  Milton’s  trick ;  his  real  secret  he 
could  never  divine,  for  where  Milton  is 
best,  he  is  incomparable.  But  all  authors 
in  whom  imagination  is  a  secondary  qual¬ 
ity,  and  whose  merit  lies  less  in  what  they 
say  than  in  the  way  they  say  it,  are  apt 
to  become  mannerists,  and  to  have  imita¬ 
tors,  because  manner  can  be  easily  imita¬ 
ted.  Milton  has  more  or  less  colored  all 
blank  verse  since  his  time,  and,  as  those 
who  imitate  never  fail  to  exaggerate,  his 
influence  has  in  some  respects  been  mis¬ 
chievous.  Thomson  was  well-nigh  ruined 
by  him.  In  him  a  leaf  cannot  fall  without 
a  Latinism,  and  there  is  circumlocution  in 
the  crow  of  a  cock.  Cowper  was  only 
saved  by  mixing  equal  proportions  of 
Dryden  in  his  verse,  thus  hitting  upon  a 
kind  of  cross  between  prose  and  poetry. 
In  judging  Milton,  however,  we  should 
not  forget  that  in  verse  the  music  makes 
a  part  of  the  meaning,  and  that  no  one  be¬ 
fore  or  since  has  been  able  to  give  to  simple 


pentameters  the  majesty  and  compass 
of  the  organ.  He  was  as  much  composer 
as  poet.  -Lowell,  James  Bussell,  1891, 
Fragments,  The  Century,  vol.  48,  pp.  24, 
25. 

No  other  blank  verse  in  the  language 
exhibits  such  a  masterly  skill  in  the  varia¬ 
tion  of  its  pauses — pauses,  I  mean,  where 
periodic  groups,  or  logical  sections  of 
groups,  terminate,  after,  or  within,  it 
may  be,  the  first,  second,  third,  or  fourth 
foot  of  a  verse.  There  are  five  cases 
where  the  termination  is  within  the  fifth 
foot.— Corson,  Hiram.  1892,  A  Primer 
of  English  Verse,  p.  193. 

It  might  at  first  sight  seem  strange 
enough  that  even  in  such  a  cursory  ac¬ 
count  of  those  times  as  this  is,  the  name 
of  Milton  should  have  hardly  occured  at 
all.  And  when  it  is  further  remembered 
that  Dryden  revered  and  admired  the  great 
epic  poet  of  England  at  a  time  when  very 
few  were  found  to  do  so,  it  might  have 
been  expected  that  something  should  be 
said  of  him  beyond  the  mere  reference  to 
Dryden’s  rather  dubious  adaptation  from 
the  “Paradise  Lost,”  and  to  a  few  scat¬ 
tered  Miltonian  expressions  of  his,  which 
it  would  of  course  be  possible  to  make. 
The  truth  is,  that  in  our  literary  history 
both  Shakespeare  and  Milton  stand  apart 
by  themselves,  too  inimitable  and  too 
spontaneous  either  to  found  a  critical 
school  or  to  carry  with  them  any  long 
train  of  followers.  And  as  regards  Mil- 
ton,  he  may  be  viewed  as  a  gigantic  sur¬ 
vival  of  the  Elizabethan  period,  more  Ital¬ 
ianised  than  Spenser,  more  of  the  Puritan 
Englishman  than  was  Shakespeare.  “His 
soul  was  like  a  star,  and  dwelt  apart.” — 
Evans,  John  Amphlett,  1892,  Dryden  and 
Ben  Jonson,  Temple  Bar,  vol.  95,  p.  109. 

Milton  is  a  sublime  Gothic  genius  in 
most  respects,  though  tethered  to  the 
heavy  learning  of  his  century.  In  his 
larger  aspects  he  is  no  classic  poet,  in  his 
smaller,  as  in  form  and  perspective,  he 
falls  far  short  of  Dante’s  standard.  He 
was  as  full  of  Gothic  inspiration  as  the 
twelfth-century  cathedral  architects,  and 
in  his  great  poem  strove  like  them  to  im¬ 
prison  grandeur.  He  chose  to  be  vague 
that  he  might  be  vast, — to  surround  his 
celestial  battlements  with  fog  that  the 
mind  of  his  reader  might  infer  still  loftier 
proportions. — Sherman,  L.  A.,  1893, 

Analytics  of  Literature ,  p.  143. 
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Admittedly  and  indisputably  our  highest 
summit  in  Style.  .  .  .  He  best  proves 

the  truth  that  in  poetry  Style  is  the  par¬ 
amount  and  invincible  force.  What  else 
is  the  secret  of  his  supremacy  among  our 
poets — a  supremacy  which  no  poet  can 
doubt,  and  no  true  critic  of  poetry?  For 
pure  poetic  endowment  he  sits  unap¬ 
proached  on  England’s  Helicon ;  yet,  in 
comparison  with  Shakespeare,  it  cannot 
be  said  that  his  is  a  very  rich  or  large 
nature  uttering  itself  through  literature. 
He  has  no  geniality,  he  has  no  humour; 
he  is  often  pedantic,  sometimes  pedagogic. 
Although  his  Invention  was  stupendous, 
in  the  quite  distinct  and  finer  quality  of 
Imagination,  or  contagious  spiritual  vis¬ 
ion,  he  has  superiors;  his  human  sympa¬ 
thies  were  neither  warm  nor  broad  ;  Shake¬ 
speare’s  contempt  for  the  mass  of  man¬ 
kind  may  be  hesitatingly  inferred  from 
casual  evidences,  but  Milton’s  is  every¬ 
where  manifest.— Watson,  William, 
1893,  Excursions  in  Criticism,  pp.  105, 
110. 

So  fair  thy  vision  that  the  night 

Abided  with  thee,  lest  the  light, 

A  flaming  sword  before  thine  eyes, 

Hnd  shut  theo  out  from  Paradise, 

— Tabd,  John  B.,  1894,  Milton,  Poems. 

In  one  respect  Milton  stands  alone  in 
his  management  of  a  great  poetic  me¬ 
dium.  Shakespeare,  because  of  the  vast 
license  of  the  English  stage  and  its  mix¬ 
ture  of  verse  and  prose,  here  stands  out 
of  the  comparison,  and  we  know  nothing 
of  Homer’s  predecessors.  But  no  one, 
not  Sophocles  with  the  iambic  trimeter, 
not  even  Virgil  with  the  Latin  hexameter, 
hardly  even  Dante  with  the  Italian  hen- 
decasyllabic,  has  achieved  such  marvellous 
variety  of  harmony  independent  of  mean¬ 
ing  as  Milton  has  with  the  English  blank 
verse.  All  three,  perhaps,  had  a  better 
lexicon — it  is  permissible  to  think  Milton’s 
choice  of  words  anything  but  infallible. 
But  no  one  with  his  lexicon  did  such  as¬ 
tonishing  feats. — Saintsbury,  George, 
1895,  Social  England,  ed.  Traill,  vol.  IV, 
p.  425. 

“L’Allegro”  and  “II  Penseroso, **  the 
earliest  great  lyrics  of  the  landscape  in 
our  language,  despite  all  later  competition 
still  remain  supreme  for  range,  variety, 
lucidity,  and  melodious  charm  within  their 
style.  And  this  style  is  essentially  that 
of  the  Greek  and  the  earlier  English  poets, 
but  enlarged  to  the  conception  of  whole 


scenes  from  Nature ;  occasionally  even 
panoramic.  What  we  gain  from 

Milton,  as  these  specimens  in  his  very 
purest  vein — his  essence  of  landscape — 
illustrate,  is  the  immense  enlargement, 
the  finer  proportions,  the  greater  scope, 
of  his  scenes  from  Nature.  And  with  this 
we  have  that  exquisite  style,  always  noble, 
always  music  itself — Mozart  without  notes 
— in  which  Milton  is  one  of  the  few  very 
greatest  masters  in  all  literature  :  in  com¬ 
pany— at  least  it  pleases  me  to  fancy — 
with  Homer  and  Sophocles,  with  Vergil, 
with  Dante,  with  Tennyson. — Palgrave, 
Francis  Turner,  1896,  Landscape  in 
Poetry,  pp.  158,  159. 

It  attests  the  native  power  and  supe¬ 
riority  of  Milton’s  genius  that  he  was  able 
almost  entirely  to  liberate  himself  from 
fetters  which  still  so  largely  trammelled 
alike  the  poetry  and  the  prose  literature 
of  his  age.  Of  this  his  “Lycidas”  sup¬ 
plies  a  striking  illustration — a  strain  of 
exquisite  pathos  and  beauty  rising  up  amid 
the  forced  and  jejune  conceits  which  char¬ 
acterize  the  verses  of  his  fellow  mourners, 
much  like  the  voice  of  the  lady  in  his 
“Comus”  amid  the  cries  of  the  wanton 
revellers  around  her.  In  his  “Areopagi- 
tica”  Milton  seems  himself  carried  away 
by  this  native  spirit  of  independence;  and 
his  utterances,  noble  as  is  the  spirit  by 
which  they  are  dictated,  cannot  be  vindi¬ 
cated  from  the  reproach  of  neglecting 
both  the  historical  evidence  and  the  gen¬ 
eral  principles  necessary  to  an  adequate 
conduct  of  the  argument. — Mullinger, 
J.  Bass,  1897,  The  Age  of  Milton,  Intro¬ 
duction,  p.  xviii. 

It  is  certain  that  Milton  deals  with  the 
invisible  more  than  any  other  poet  that 
ever  lived.  .  Milton  has  not  the 

spontaneity  of  imagination  that  distin¬ 
guishes  Shakespeare,  nor  has  he  so  large 
a  nature,  but  his  sense  of  form  is  more 
unfailing,  and  in  loftiness  of  character  he 
towers  far  above  the  bard  of  Avon.  Pur¬ 
itan  as  he  is,  he  is  more  of  an  aristocrat, 
and  more  of  a  man,  than  is  Shakespeare. 
His  nobility  of  poetic  form  is  but  the  ex¬ 
pression  of  a  lofty  bouI,  thrilled  to  the 
center  of  its  being  with  the  greatest  of 
possible  themes — the  struggle  of  good 
and  evil,  of  God  and  Satan,  and  the  tri¬ 
umph  of  the  Almighty  in  the  redemption 
of  man.  When  this  theme  grows  old, 
then  will  “Paradise  Loet”  and  “Paradise 
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Repained”  grow  old.  But  so  long  as  man 
recognizes  and  values  his  own  immortality, 
so  long  will  the  poetry  of  Milton  vindicate 
its  claim  to  be  immortal. — Strong,  Au¬ 
gustus  HorKINS,  1897,  The  Great  Poets 
and  Their  Theology,  pp.  246,  256. 

Milton’s  lyric  style  is  notso  purely  lyri¬ 
cal  and  personal;  it  is  rather  idyllic  and 
objective.  In  this  he  is  in  a  measure  the 
poetic  son  of  Spenser ;  and  he,  too,  last 
of  the  Elizabethans,  has  a  certain  turn  of 
lyric  rhythm  and  phrase  never  afterwards 
recaptured.  "L’ Allegro”  and  “II  Pen- 
seroso”  are  the  objective  and  idyllic 
presentations  of  the  two  fundamental  sub¬ 
jective  states  of  the  human  soul.  In 
these  poems  all  the  rhythmical  witchery 
and  the  subtle  beauty  of  symbolism  devel¬ 
oped  or  suggested  in  the  lyrics  of  Spenser, 
Shakespeare,  Campion,  Fletcher,  Drum¬ 
mond,  and  Browne,  is  taken  up  and  car¬ 
ried  into  the  last  perfection  of  English 
idyllic  metre  and  fancy.  And  the  “Lyci- 
das”  carries  on  the  vein  of  earlier  Ode 
and  Elegy  to  a  like  perfection.  Through 
all  the  concrete  symbolism  of  these  poems, 
however,  we  read  the  suggestion  of  the 
new  ethical  and  subjective  mood  of  the 
.ime,  saturated  with  and  subdued  to  the 
genius  of  the  man  Milton.— Carpenter, 
Frederic  Ives,  1897,  English  Lyric 
Poetry ,  1500  1700,  Introduction,  p.  liv. 

Every  page  of  the  works  of  that  great 
exemplar  of  diction,  Milton,  is  crowded 
with  examples  of  felicitous  and  exquisite 
meaning  given  to  the  infallible  word. 
Sometimes  he  accepts  the  secondary  and 
more  usual  meaning  of  a  word  only  to  en¬ 
rich  it  by  the  interweaving  of  the  primary 
and  etymological  meaning. — Raleigh, 
Walter,  1897,  Style,  p.  35. 

Milton  is  a  solitary  peak  that  caught 
the  last  gleams  of  the  Renaissance  and 
flashed  them  across  a  century. — George, 
Andrew  J.,  1898,  From  Chaucer  to  Ar¬ 
nold,  Types  of  Literary  Art,  p.  633. 

That  the  influence  of  Milton,  in  the  ro¬ 
mantic  revival  of  the  eighteenth  century, 
should  have  been  hardly  second  in  impor¬ 
tance  to  Spenser’s  is  a  confirmation  of 
our  remark  that  Augustan  literature  was 
“classical”  in  a  way  of  its  own.  .  . 

Milton  is  the  most  truly  classical  of  Eng¬ 
lish  poets;  and  yet,  from  the  angle  of 
observation  at  which  the  eighteenth  cen¬ 
tury  viewed  him,  he  appeared  a  romantic. 
It  was  upon  his  romantic  side,  at  all 


events,  that  the  new  school  of  poets  appre¬ 
hended  and  appropriated  him. — Beers, 
Henry  A.,  1898,  A  History  of  English 
Romanticism,  p.  146. 

In  Milton,  the  glorious  plea  for  religious 
and  political  freedom  is  of  a  haughty  an¬ 
tique  strain  compatible  with  entire  disre¬ 
gard  of  the  welfare  of  the  masses. — SCUD- 
DER,  Vida  D.,  1898,  Social  Ideals  in  Eng¬ 
lish  Letters,  p.  87. 

Milton  is  one  of  the  world’s  great 
minds.  It  is  elevating  to  have  intercourse 
with  him  and  to  follow  his  thought. 
Even  in  his  partisanship — if  to  such  in¬ 
dependent  and  positive  convictions  as  his 
that  term  can  be  applied — he  is  great. 
In  carefulness  and  self-consistency  he  can 
give  lessons  to  every  living  writer.  He 
appears  to  best  advantage  when  compared 
with  other  men  of  admitted  power. 
Alongside  of  Homer  he  seems  a  kindred 
spirit.  Bacon’s  interpretation  of  the  an¬ 
cient  myths  are  puerile  in  comparison 
with  his.  His  insight  into  the  Sacred 
Scriptures  often  shames  trained  theolo¬ 
gians.  That  his  celebrated  epic,  the 
“Paradise  Lost,”  is  even  now  but  poorly 
understood  is  evidence  of  his  superiority. 
— Himes,  John  A.,  1898,  ed.,  Paradise 
Lost ,  Preface,  p.  iii. 

Milton  is  the  great  idealist  of  our 
Anglo-Saxon  race.  In  him  there  was  no 
shadow  of  turning  from  the  lines  of 
thought  and  action  marked  out  for  him 
by  his  presiding  genius.  His  lines  may 
not  be  our  lines ;  but  if  we  cannot  admire 
to  the  full  his  ideal  steadfastness  of  pur¬ 
pose  and  his  masterful  accomplishment, 
it  is  because  our  own  capacity  for  the 
comprehension  and  pursuit  of  the  ideal  is 
in  so  far  weak  and  vacillating.  And  it  is 
this  pure  idealism  of  his  that  makes  him 
by  far  the  most  important  figure,  from  a 
moral  point  of  view,  among  all  Anglo- 
Saxons. —Trent,  William  P.,  1899.  John 
Milton,  .4  Short  Study  of  His  Life  and 
Works,  p.  53. 

His  fame  is  now  old-established  and 
settled,  so  there  is  no  place  left  for  the 
eloquence  of  the  memorialist,  or  the 
studied  praises  of  the  pleader.  1  have 
tried  to  understand  Milton;  and  have 
already  praised  him  as  well  as  I  know 
how,  with  no  stinted  admiration,  I  trust, 
and  certainly  with  no  merely  superstitious 
reverance. — Raleigh,  Walter,  1900, 
Milton,  p.  278. 
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1609-1674 

Edward  Hyde,  first  Earl  of  Clarendon.  Horn  at  Dinton,  Wiltshire,  Feb.  18,  1608 
(O.S.):  died  at  Rouen,  France,  Dec.  9,  1674.  An  English  statesman  and  historian. 
He  entered  Parliament  in  1640;  became  chancellor  of  the  exchequer  in  1643;  was 
the  chief  adviser  of  Charles  I.  during  the  civil  war,  and  of  Prince  Charles  during  his 
exile;  and  was  lord  chancellor  of  England  1660-67,  when  he  was  impeached  and  ban¬ 
ished  by  Parliament.  Mis  chief  works  are  a  “True  Historical  Narrative  of  the  Rebel¬ 
lion  and  Civil  Wars  in  England’'  generally  termed  “History  of  the  Rebellion,”  1702- 
04)  and  “The  Life  of  Edward,  Earl  of  Clarendon,  .  .  .  Written  by  Himself” 
(1759). — Smith,  BENJAMIN  E.,  1894,-97,  ed.  The  Century  Cyclopedia  of  Names,p.52\. 

PERSONAL. 


He  had  without  doubt  great  infirmities, 
which,  by  providential  mercy,  were  rea¬ 
sonably  restrained  from  growing  into 
vices,  at  least  into  any  that  were  habitual, 
lie  had  ambition  enough  to  keep  him  from 
being  satisfied  with  his  own  condition, 
and  to  raise  his  spirit  to  great  designs  of 
raising  himself;  but  not  to  transport  him 
to  endeavour  it,  by  any  crooked  and  indi¬ 
rect  means.  He  was  never  suspected  to 
flatter  the  greatest  men,  or  in  the  least 
degree  to  dissemble  his  own  opinions  or 
thoughts,  how  ingrateful  soever  it  often 
proved  and  even  an  affected  defect  in, 
and  contempt  of  those  two  useful  quali¬ 
ties  cost  him  dear  afterwards.  He  in¬ 
dulged  his  palate  very  much,  and  took 
even  some  delight  in  eating  and  drinking 
well,  but  without  any  approach  to  luxury  , 
and,  in  truth,  rather  discoursed  like  an 
epicure,  than  was  one.  ...  He  had 
a  fancy,  sharp  and  luxuriant,  but  so  care¬ 
fully  cultivated  and  strictly  guarded,  that 
he  never  was  heard  to  speak  a  loose  or 
profane  word,  which  he  imputed  to  the 
chastity  of  the  persons  where  his  con¬ 
versation  usually  was,  where  that  rank 
sort  of  wit  was  religiously  detested ; 
and  a  little  discountenance  would  quickly 
root  those  unsavoury  weeds  out  all 
discourses  where  persons  of  honour  are 
present.  He  was  in  his  nature  inclined 
to  pride  and  passion,  and  to  a  humour 
between  wrangling  and  disputing  very 
troublesome,  which  good  company  in 
a  short  time  so  much  reformed  and  mas¬ 
tered,  that  no  man  was  more  affable  and 
courteous  to  all  kind  of  persons,  and  they 
who  knew  the  great  infirmity  of  his  whole 
family,  which  abounded  in  passion,  used 
to  say,  he  had  much  extinguished  the  un¬ 
ruliness  of  that  fire.  That  which  sup¬ 
ported  and  rendered  him  generally  accept¬ 


able  was  his  generosity  (for  he  had  too 
much  a  contempt  of  money),  and  the  opin¬ 
ion  men  had  of  the  goodness  and  justice 
of  his  nature,  which  was  transcendent  in 
him,  in  a  wonderful  tenderness,  and  de¬ 
light  in  obliging.  His  integrity  was  ever 
without  blemish,  and  believed  to  be  above 
temptation,  lie  was  firm  and  unshaken 
in  his  friendships,  and,  though  he  had 
great  candour  towards  others  in  the  differ¬ 
ences  of  religion,  he  was  zealously  and  de¬ 
liberately  fixed  in  the  principles,  both  of 
the  doctrine  and  discipline  of  the  church. 
—Clarendon,  Lord  (Edward  Hyde), 
1674?  Life. 

His  chief  failing  seems  to  have  beer 
too  entire  devotion  to  a  prince  who  di 
not  deserve  his  generous  attachmen 
Yet  could  he  never  subdue  his  mind  to  tl 
pliant  principles  or  supple  manners  of  a 
court;  and  as  he  expressed  his  sentiments 
without  regard  to  rank,  he  incurred  the 
imputation  of  that  haughty  and  uncomply¬ 
ing  demeanour,  which  is  so  often  united 
with  the  possession  of  power.  The  pride 
of  office,  however,  seems  little  consistent 
with  the  soundness  of  his  judgment ;  and, 
in  that  eventful  age,  he  could  not  look 
around  him  without  seeing  examples  of 
the  instability  of  greatness,  which  would 
chastise  the  most  flattering  suggestions 
of  human  presumption. — Macdiarmid, 
John,  1807,  Lives  of  British  Statesmen, 
vol.  II. 

It  is  certain  that  he  fell  a  victim  to  the 
hostility  of  party.  The  charges  against 
him  were  not  supported  by  any  lawful 
proof,  and  most,  if  not  all,  were  satisfac¬ 
torily  refuted  in  his  answer.  Yet  he 
must  not  be  considered  an  immaculate 
character.  His  dread  of  republicanism 
taught  him  to  advocate  every  claim  of  the 
prerogative,  however  unreasonable,  and 
his  zeal  for  orthodoxy  led  him  to  persecute 
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all  who  dissented  from  the  establishment. 
He  was  haughty  and  overbearing;  his 
writings  betray  in  many  instances  his  con¬ 
tempt  for  veracity :  and  his  desire  of 
amassing  wealth  provoked  Evelyn  to  re¬ 
mark  of  him,  that  “the  lord  chancellor 
never  did,  nor  would  do,  any  thing  but 
for  money.”  He  bore  with  impatience 
the  tedium  of  exile;  but  his  frequent  so¬ 
licitations  for  permission  to  return  were 
treated  with  neglect  by  Charles,  who  felt 
no  inclination  to  engage  in  a  new  contest 
for  the  sake  of  a  man,  whom  he  had  long 
before  ceased  to  esteem. — Lingard,  John, 
1819-30,  A  History  of  England,  third 
ed.,  vol.  xn. 

To  the  general  baseness  and  profligacy 
of  the  times,  Clarendon  is  principally  in¬ 
debted  for  his  high  reputation.  He  was, 
in  every  respect,  a  man  unfit  for  his  age, 
at  once  too  good  for  it  and  too  bad  for  it. 
He  seemed  to  be  one  of  the  statesmen  of 
Elizabeth,  transplanted  at  once  to  a  state 
of  society  widely  different  from  that  in 
which  the  abilities  of  such  statesmen  had 
been  serviceable. — Macaulay,  Thomas 
Babington,  1827,  Hallam's  Constitutional 
History,  Critical  and  Miscellaneous  Essays. 

He  had  a  competent  estate,  and  was  not 
obliged  to  regard  his  profession  solely  as 
a  means  of  immediate  profit.  It  is  prob¬ 
able  that  he  then  entertained  hopes  of 
future  political  or  literary  distinction ; 
for,  amidst  his  application  to  law,  he  was 
careful  not  to  neglect  such  means  as 
might  lead  to  advancement  in  a  different 
career.  Every  day  he  devoted  some  hours 
to  general  literature;  and  he  cultivated 
the  society  of  many  distinguished  and 
valuable  friends.  With  members  of  his 
own  profession  he  lived  little:  but  he  had 
been  careful  to  form  such  connections  as 
were  alike  honourable  and  advantageous; 
and,  ere  he  had  attained  the  age  of  twenty- 
seven,  could  enumerate  among  his  intimate 
associates  many  of  the  most  eminent  per¬ 
sons  in  the  kingdom — persons  distin¬ 
guished  not  merely  by  rank  and  power, 
but  by  their  characters,  abilities,  and  ac¬ 
quirements.  Among  his  early  literary 
friends  were  Ben  Jonson — Selden,  whose 
society  he  felt  to  have  been  inestimably 
valuable  to  him,  and  for  whose  talents  and 
learning  he  retained  a  veneration  unim¬ 
paired  by  subsequent  difference  of  politi¬ 
cal  opinion;  Charles  Cotton,  a  man  of 
taste  and  letters,  now  remembered  chiefly 


as  the  literary  associate  of  Isaac  Walton; 
May,  the  able  and  candid  historian  of  the 
parliament;  Carew,  whose  graceful  poetry 
still  holds  its  place  in  public  estimation ; 
his  more  celebrated  contemporary,  Ed¬ 
mund  Waller;  the  accomplished  and  ver¬ 
satile  Sir  Kenelm  Digby;  Hales,  distin¬ 
guished  by  his  classical  acquirements; 
Chillingworth,  the  profound  theologian 
and  acute  controversialist ;  these  were  the 
literary  men  whose  society  was  cultivated 
by  Hyde ;  and  to  these  may  be  added  the 
names  of  Sheldon,  Morley,  and  Earles, 
ecclesiastics,  then  enjoying  a  high  and  de¬ 
served  reputation. — Lister,  T.  H.,  1838, 
Life  and  Administration  of  Edward,  First 
Earl  of  Clarendon,  vol.  I,  p.  14. 

Wherever  Buckingham  presented  him¬ 
self,  wit,  frolic,  and  buffoonery,  were  sure 
to  have  the  ascendent.  The  more  exalted 
the  personage,  the  more  serious  the  sub¬ 
ject,  and  the  more  solemn  the  occasion, 
the  more  certain  was  it  to  provoke  his 
merriment  and  ridicule.  The  King  him¬ 
self  was  as  much  exposed  to  his  jests  as 
was  his  humblest  courtier  ;  and  the  for¬ 
tunes  of  his  enemy,  Clarendon,  were  ap¬ 
parently  ruined  by  the  systematic  ribal¬ 
dry,  with  which  he  persecuted  the  grave 
Lord  Chancellor.  Buckingham’s  mimicry 
was  irresistible,  and  when  he  imitated  the 
stately  walk  of  that  solemn  personage, — 
a  pair  of  bellows  hanging  before  him  for 
the  purse,  and  Colonel  Titus  preceding 
him  with  afire-shovel  on  his  shoulders,  by 
way  of  mace  -the  King  and  his  courtiers 
are  described  as  convulsed  with  laughter. 
Buckingham’s  example  was  of  course 
followed  by  others,  and  when  the  Chancel¬ 
lor  passed  by,  the  ladies  of  the  Court  used 
to  touch  the  King: — '“There,”  said  they, 
“goes  your  schoolmaster.”  Clarendon 
himself  alludes  with  bitterness  to  this  un¬ 
licensed  buffoonery. — Jesse,  John  Hene- 
age,  1839-57,  Memoirs  of  The  Court  of 
England  during  the  Reign  of  the  Stuarts, 
including  The  Protectorate,  vol.  ill.  p.  78. 

Hyde  is  a  firm-built,  eupeptic  Barrister, 
whose  usual  air  is  florid-hopeful  still;  a 
massive  man;  unknown  depth  of  impetu¬ 
osity  kept  down  under  mountain  rock- 
strata  of  discretion,  which  yearly  pile 
themselves  higher  and  higher  and  are 
already  very  high  for  his  years.— Car¬ 
lyle,  Thomas,  1844-49-98,  Historical 
Sketches  of  Noble  Persons  and  Events  in  the 
Reigns  of  James  I.  and  Charles  I.,  p.  329. 
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And  yet  Clarendon  was  not  beaten. 
Amid  exile,  obloquy,  bodily  pain,  old  age, 
—with  the  edifice  of  his  ambition  lying 
shattered  round  him, — denied  a  hole  in  his 
dear  England  wherein  to  die.  he  held 
the  fortress  of  his  soul  invincible,  and 
showed  that  a  man  true  to  himself  can 
smile  at  fate.  In  a  fine  form,  without 
vanity  or  arrogance,  he  exhibited  in  those 
years  that  humour  which  is  the  habitual 
mood  of  reason,  the  very  bloom  and  aroma 
of  practical  philosophy  a  humour  which 
has  little  or  no  connection  with  fun,  or 
wit,  or  audible  laughter ;  but  consists  in 
an  unsubduable  capacity  to  make  the  best 
of  things ;  a  clearness  and  azure  serenity 
of  the  soul’s  atmosphere  which  cannot  be 
clouded  over;  a  steadfast  realisation, 
against  optimists  and  pessimists  alike, 
that  life  on  earth  is  neither  celestial  nor 
diabolic,  but,  under  all  conditions  possible 
for  a  wise  man,  is  worth  having.  Ready 
to  welcome  any  enlargement,  any  dawn  of 
royal  favour,  he  did  not  pine  for  the  want 
of  it,  nor  did  he  court  the  delusive  but 
subtly  seductive  opiate  of  egotistic  brood¬ 
ing  over  his  virtues  and  his  wrongs.  He 
addressed  himself  to  wholesome  labour, 
wrote  his  autobiography,  studied  the  lan¬ 
guages  and  literatures  of  Italy  and  France, 
carried  on  his  commentary  on  the  Psalms, 
and,  looking  up  his  controversial  harpoon, 
attempted  to  fix  it  in  the  nose  of  leviathan 
Hobbes.  He  felt  and  wrote  of  his  dear 
Falkland  with  a  poetic  tenderness  which 
almost  makes  one  love  him.  In  his  loyalty 
to  the  laws  of  the  universe  which  had  not 
been  for  him  a  garden  of  roses,  and  his 
filial  reverence  for  a  Divine  Father  who 
had,  he  believed,  afflicted  him,  he  pre¬ 
sents  a  notable  illustration  of  the  tendency 
of  sincere  religion  to  promote  mental 
health.  Bayne,  Peter,  1878,  The  Chief 
Actors  in  the  Puritan  Revolution,  p.  499. 

Of  his  habits  and  tastes  during  his  early 
years,  and  of  his  pursuits  during  his  exile, 
Clarendon  gives  full  details  in  his  autobi¬ 
ography,  but  says  nothing  of  his  private 
life  during  the  time  of  his  greatness. 
We  learn  from  others  that  he  was  fond  of 
state  and  magnificence,  verging  on  osten¬ 
tation.  Nothing  stirred  the  spleen  of 
satirists  more  than  the  great  house  which 
he  built  for  himself  in  St.  James’s,  and 
his  own  opinion  was  that  it  contributed 
more  than  any  alleged  misdemeanours  to 
'‘that  gust  of  envy”  which  overthrew 


him.  Designed  to  cost  £20,000,  it  finally 
cost  £50,000,  and  involved  him  in  endless 
difficulties.  Evelyn  describes  it  as  “with¬ 
out  hyperbole  the  best  contrived,  most 
useful,  graceful,  magnificent  house  in 
England.”  In  the  end  it  was  sold  to  the 
Duke  of  Albemarle  for  £25,000,  and 
pulled  down  to  make  room  for  new  build¬ 
ings — Firth,  C.  H.,  1891,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography,  vol.  xxvm,  p.  385. 

The  worst  part  of  his  whole  character 
— and  the  fault  is  illustrated  in  endless 
ways — is  his  frequent  insincerity.  No 
doubt  the  events  of  his  life  afforded  much 
excuse  for  it,  but  it  shows  itself  contin¬ 
ually,  and  almost  always  in  the  same  form. 
He  keeps  continually  saying,  almost  in  so 
many  words,  but  at  all  events  indirectly, 
“I  am  a  rough,  honest,  passionate,  plain- 
spoken  man,  proud  of  my  sincerity,  per¬ 
haps  too  secure  in  my  good  conscience. 
My  frank  harshness  of  manner  was  the 
cause  of  all  my  misfortunes.”  The  sly¬ 
ness  which  lurks  under  this  sort  of  rough 
ness  is  the  slyest  thing  in  the  whole  worl< 

— -Stephen,  Sir  James  Fitzjames,  189k 
Horae  Sabbaticae,  First  Series,  p.  342. 

HISTORY  OF  THE  REBELLION 
1702-4 

I  thinke  I  told  you  that  this  earl  of 
Clarendon  told  me  his  father  was  writing 
the  history  of  our  late  times.  He  beginns 
with  king  Charles  1st  and  brought  it  to 
the  restauration  of  king  Charles  II,  when, 
as  he  was  writing,  the,  penne  fell  out  of 
his  hand;  he  took  it  up  again  to  write; 
it  fell  out  again.  So  then  he  percieved 
he  was  attacqued  by  death,  scilicet,  the 
dead  palsey.  — They  say  ’tis  very  well 
donne :  but  his  sonne  will  not  print  it. — 
Aubre.,  John,  1669-96,  Britf  Lives,  ed. 
Clark,  vol.  I,  p.  426. 

I  cannot  but  let  you  know  the  incredible 
satisfaction  I  have  taken  in  reading  my 
late  Lord  Clarendon’s  “History  of  the 
Rebellion,”  so  well  and  so  unexpectedly 
well  written— the  preliminary  so  like  that 
of  the  noble  Polybius,  leading  us  by  the 
courts,  avenues,  and  porches,  into  the 
fabric;  the  style  masculine;  the  charac¬ 
ters  so  just,  and  tempered  without  the 
least  impediment  of  passion  or  tincture  of 
revenge,  yet  with  such  natural  and  lively 
touches  as  show  his  lordship  well  knew 
not  only  the  persons’  outsides,  but  their 
very  interiors. — Evelyn,  John,  1702-3, 
Letter  to  Samuel  Pepys,  Jan.  20. 
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I  have  met,  with  none” that  may  compare 
with  him  in  the  Weight  of  Solemnity  of  his 
Style,  in  the  Strength  and  Clearness  of 
Diction,  in  the  Beauty  and  Majesty  of  Ex¬ 
pression,  and  that  noble  Negligence  of 
Phrase,  which  maketh  his  Words  wait 
everywhere  upon  his  Subject,  with  a  Read¬ 
iness  and  Propriety,  that  Art  and  Study 
are  almost  Strangers  to. — Felton,  Henry, 
1711,  Dessertation  on  Reading  the  Classics. 

Had  Clarendon  sought  nothing  but  pow¬ 
er,  his  power  had  never  ceased.  A  cor¬ 
rupted  court  and  a  blinded  populace  were 
less  the  causes  of  the  chancellor’s  fall, 
than  an  ungrateful  king,  who  could  not 
pardon  his  lordship’s  having  refused  to 
accept  for  him  the  slavery  of  his  coun¬ 
try.  .  .  .  Buckingham,  Shaftsbury,  Lau¬ 
derdale,  Arlington,  and  such  abominable 
men,  were  the  exchange  which  the  nation 
made  for  my  lord  Clarendon !  ...  As  an 
historian  he  seems  more  exceptionable. 
His  majesty  and  eloquence,  his  power  of 
painting  characters,  his  knowledge  of  his 
subject,  rank  him  in  the  first  class  of 
writers — yet  he  has  both  great  and  little 
\u!ts. — Walpole,  Horace,  1758,  A 
•taloguc  of  the  Royal  and  Noble  Authors 
England,  Scotland,  and  Ireland,  ed. 
rk,  vol.  m,  pp.  162,  163,  164. 

This  age  affords  great  materials  for 
history,  but  did  not  produce  any  accom¬ 
plished  historian.  Clarendon,  however, 
will  always  be  esteemed  an  entertaining 
writer,  even  independent  of  our  curiosity 
to  know  the  facts  which  he  relates.  His 
style  is  prolix  and  redundant,  and  suffo¬ 
cates  us  by  the  length  of  its  periods;  but 
it  discovers  imagination  and  sentiment, 
and  pleases  us  at  the  same  time  that  we 
disapprove  of  it.  He  is  more  partial  in 
appearance  than  in  reality;  for  he  seems 
perpetually  anxious  to  apologize  for  the 
king;  but  his  apologies  are  often  well 
grounded.  He  is  less  partial  in  his  rela¬ 
tion  of  facts,  than  in  his  account  of  charac¬ 
ters  :  he  was  too  honest  a  man  to  falsify 
the  former;  his  affections  were  easily 
capable,  unknown  to  himself,  of  disguis¬ 
ing  the  latter.  An  air  of  probity  and 
goodness  runs  through  the  whole  work, 
as  these  qualities  did.  in  reality,  embellish 
the  whole  life  of  the  author. — Hume, 
David,  1762,  The  History  of  England, 
The  Commonwealth. 

We  see,  in  the  instance  of  the  cele¬ 
brated  person  before  us,  as  well  as  in 


many  others,  that  the  exertion  of  genius 
depends  more  upon  chance  or  opportunity, 
than  upon  nature  itself.  The  divisions 
and  distractions  of  his  country  called  forth 
the  talents  of  this  excellent  man.  He 
had  a  principle  share  as  a  speaker,  a 
writer,  and  an  actor,  in  the  transactions 
of  this  reign  ;  and  was  thereby  qualified  to 
enrich  the  world  with  one  of  the  best  his¬ 
tories  it  ever  saw. — Granger,  James, 
1769-1824,  Biographical  History  of  Eng¬ 
land,  vol.  in,  p.  4. 

Though  he  writes  as  the  professed 
apologist  of  one  side,  yet  there  appears 
more  impartiality  in  his  relation  of  facts, 
than  might  at  first  be  expected.  A  great 
spirit  of  virtue  and  probity  runs  through 
his  work.  He  maintains  all  the  dignity 
of  an  historian.  Ilis  sentences,  indeed, 
are  often  too  long,  and  his  general  manner 
is  prolix;  but  his  style,  on  the  whole,  is 
manly ;  and  his  merit,  as  an  historian,  is 
much  beyond  mediocrity. — Blair,  Hugh, 
1783,  Lecture  on  Rhetoric  and  Belles- 
Lettres,  ed.  Mills,  p.  407 

Nothing  can  be  more  disgustful  to  a 
discerning  observer  of  styles,  than  the 
prolixity  and  perplexity  of  Clarendon’s 
composition.  Yet  he  will  probably  be 
found  to  have  written  well  for  his  time. 
The  absurdity  is  in  those  persons  who 
would  hold  up  such  writing  as  a  model  to 
after  time ;  as  if  one  should  show  a  school¬ 
boy’s  theme,  and  maintain  that  a  man  of 
the  most  approved  talents,  and  the  ripest 
years,  could  not  surpass  it.  The  English 
language,  as  well  as  the  English  annals,  is 
indebted  to  the  labours  of  Clarendon. — 
Godwin,  William,  1797,  Milton  and 
Clarendon,  The  Enquirer,  p.  415. 

A  work,  of  which  the  impressions  and 
profits  have  increased  in  an  equal  ratio— 
and  of  which  the  popularity  is  built  upon 
an  imperishable  basis.  A  statesman,  a 
lawyer,  and  a  philosopher  in  its  most 
practical,  and  perhaps  rational,  sense, 
there  is  hardly  any  name  which  has  reached 
us,  encircled  by  purer  rays  of  renown, 
than  that  of  Hyde,  Ear!  of  Clarendon;  or 
any  which  is  likely  to  go  down  to  posterity 
in  a  more  unsullied  state  of  purity.  When 
one  considers  the  times  in  which  this 
celebrated  Lord  Chancellor  lived,  the 
station  which  he  filled,  the  characters 
with  whom  he  came  in  competition — (as 
able  as  they  were  intrepid,  daring,  and 
corrupt)  his  family  connections,  his  career 
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of  glory;  brightest  in  its  wane — and, 
above  all,  the  legacy,  which,  in  his  “His¬ 
tory,”  he  has  bequeathed  to  posterity, 

.  .  I  hardly  know  how  to  call  upon 

both  “the  Young,”  and  “the  Old,”  lover 
of  good  books,  sufficiently  to  reverence 
those  invaluable  volumes  known  by  the 
title  of  the  “History  of  the  Rebellion  and 
Civil  Wars  in  England,  begun  in  the  year 
1641,”  by  the  great  author  in  question. — 
Dibdin,  Thomas  Fkognall,  1824,  The 
Library  Companion,  p.  209. 

For  an  Englishman  there  is  no  single 
historical  work  with  which  it  can  be  so 
necessary  for  him  to  be  well  and  thorough¬ 
ly  acquainted  as  with  Clarendon.  I  feel  at 
this  time  perfectly  assured,  that  if  that 
book  had  been  put  into  my  ' hands  in 
youth,  it  would  have  preserved  me  from 
all  the  political  errors  which  I  have  out¬ 
grown.  It  may  be  taken  for  granted  that 

- knows  this  book  well.  The  more  he 

reads  concerning  the  history  of  these 
times,  the  more  highly  he  will  appreciate 
the  wisdom  and  the  integrity  of  Claren¬ 
don. — Southey,  Robert,  1825,  Letter  to 
Henry  Taylor,  Dec.  31. 

Is  not  only  ably  written  and  full  of 
valuable  information,  but  has  also  an  air 
of  dignity  and  sincerity  which  makes  even 
the  prejudices  and  errors  with  which  it 
abounds  respectable. — Macaulay,  Thomas 
Babington,  1825,  Milton,  Edinburgh  Re¬ 
view  ;  Critical  and  Miscellaneous  Essays. 

The  “History  of  the  Rebellion”  is  a 
work  in  which  the  indications  of  talent 
disappear  under  the  impress  of  virtue. 
Some  portraits  are  vividly  coloured ;  but 
the  character  of  these  portraits  is  easy 
of  imitation ;  it  is  within  the  reach  of  the 
commonest  minds;  Clarendon  himself  is 
reflected  in  his  pictures ;  his  image  is  por¬ 
trayed  in  every  page. — Chateaubriand, 
Francois  Rene.Vico.mte  de,  1837,  Sketches 
of  English  Literature,  vol.  II,  p.  196. 

He  is  excellent  in  every  tiling  that  he 
has  performed  with  care;  his  characters 
are  beautifully  delineated  ;  his  sentiments 
have  often  a  noble  gravity,  which  the 
length  of  his  periods,  far  too  great  in 
itself,  seems  to  befit;  but,  in  the  general 
course  of  his  narration,  he  is  negligent  of 
grammar  and  perspicuity,  with  little 
choice  of  words,  and  therefore  sometimes 
idiomatic  without  ease  or  elegance.  The 
official  papers  on  the  royal  side,  which  are 
generally  attributed  to  him,  are  written 


in  a  masculine  and  majestic  tone,  far 
superior  to  those  of  the  parliament. — 
Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction 
to  the  Literature  of  Europe,  pt.  iii,  ch.  vii, 
par.  36. 

I  cannot  quit  the  present  subject  with¬ 
out  a  remark  on  these  great  party  “His¬ 
tories”  of  Clarendon  and  Burnet.  Both 
have  passed  through  the  fiery  ordeal  of 
national  opinion ;  and  both,  with  some  of 
their  pages  singed,  remain  unconsumed : 
the  one  criticised  for  its  solemn  eloquence, 
the  other  ridiculed  for  its  homely  sim¬ 
plicity;  the  one  depreciated  for  its  par¬ 
tiality,  the  other  for  its  inaccuracy;  both 
alike,  as  we  have  seen,  by  their  opposite 
parties,  once  considered  as  works  utterly 
rejected  from  the  historical  shelf.  But 
Posterity  reverences  Genius;  for  Posterity 
only  can  decide  on  its  true  worth.  Time, 
potent  over  criticism,  has  avenged  our 
two  great  writers  of  the  history  of  their 
own  days.  The  awful  genius  of  Clarendon 
is  still  paramount,  and  the  vehement  spirit 
of  Burnet  has  often  its  secret  revelations 
confirmed.  Such  shall  ever  be  the  fate  of 
those  precious  writings,  which,  though 
they  have  to  contend  with  the  passions  of 
their  own  age,  yet,  originating  in  the  per¬ 
sonal  intercourse  of  the  writers  with  the 
subject  of  their  narratives,  possess  an  en¬ 
dearing  charm  which  no  criticism  can  dis¬ 
solve,  a  reality  which  outlasts  fiction,  and 
a  truth  which  diffuses  its  vitality  over 
pages  which  cannot  die. — Disraeli, 
Isaac,  1841,  Difficulties  of  Publishers  of 
Contemporary  Memoirs,  Amenities  of  Liter¬ 
ature. 

It  is  easy  to  point  out  faults  in  his 
“History  of  the  Rebellion,” — its  redun¬ 
dances,  its  omissions,  its  inaccuracies,  its 
misrepresentations,  its  careless  style,  and 
its  immethodical  arrangement.  But  of 
all  history  contemporary  history  is  the 
most  valuable  ;  of  contemporary  histories 
that  is  to  be  preferred  which  is  written  by 
one  who  took  a  part  in  the  events  related  ; 
and  of  all  such  contemporary  histories,  in 
our  own  or  any  other  language,  this  great 
work  is  the  most  to  be  admired,  for 
graphic  narration  of  facts,  for  just  ex¬ 
position  of  motives,  and  for  true  and  strik¬ 
ing  delineation  of  character.  We  find  in 
it  a  freshness,  a  spirit,  a  raciness,  which 
induce  us,  in  spite  of  all  its  imperfections, 
to  lay  it  down  with  regret,  and  to  resume 
it  with  new  pleasure.  With  regard  to  its 
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sincerity ,  which  has  been  so  much  con¬ 
tested,  perhaps  the  author  may  be  acquit¬ 
ted  of  wilfully  asserting  what  is  false; 
but  he  seems  to  have  considered  himself 
fully  justified  in  suppressing  what  is  true, 
when  he  thought  he  could  do  so  for  the 
advantage  of  his  party. — Campbell,  John 
Lord,  1845-56,  The  Lives  of  The  Lord 
Chancellors  and  Keepers  of  the  Great  Seal 
of  England. 

His  style  cannot  be  commended  for  its 
correctness  ;  the  manner  in  which  he  con¬ 
structs  his  sentences,  indeed,  often  sets 
at  defiance  all  the  rules  of  syntax ;  but 
yet  he  is  never  unintelligible  or  obscure 
— with  such  admirable  expository  skill  is 
the  matter  arranged  and  spread  out,  even 
where  the  mere  verbal  sentence-making 
is  the  most  negligent  and  entangled.  The 
style,  in  fact,  is  that  proper  to  speaking 
rather  than  to  writing,  and  had,  no  doubt, 
been  acquired  by  Clarendon,  not  so  much 
from  books  as  from  his  practice  in  speak¬ 
ing  at  the  bar  and  in  parliament;  for, 
with  great  natural  abilities,  he  does  not 
3eem  to  have  had  much  acquaintance  with 
literature,  or  much  acquired  knowledge 
of  any  kind  resulting  from  study.  But  his 
writing  possesses  the  quality  that  inter¬ 
ests  above  all  the  graces  or  artifices  of 
rhetoric— the  impress  of  a  mind  informed 
by  its  subject,  and  having  a  complete  mas¬ 
tery  over  it;  while  the  broad  full  stream  in 
which  it  flows  makes  the  reader  feel  as  if 
it  were  borne  along  on  its  tide.  The 
abundance,  in  particular,  with  which  he 
pours  out  his  stores  of  language  and  illus¬ 
tration  in  his  characters  of  the  eminent 
persons  engaged  on  both  sides  of  the 
great  contest  seems  inexhaustible.  The 
historical  value  of  his  history,  however, 
is  not  very  considerable :  it  has  not  pre¬ 
served  very  many  facts  which  are  not  to  be 
found  elsewhere;  and,  whatever  may  be 
thought  of  its  general  bias,  the  inaccuracy 
of  its  details  is  so  great  throughout,  as 
demonstrated  by  the  authentic  evidences 
of  the  time,  that  there  is  scarcely  any 
other  contemporary  history  which  is  so 
little  trustworthy  as  an  authority  with  re¬ 
gard  to  minute  particulars-  — Craik, 
George  L.,  1861,  A  Compendious  History 
of  English  Literature  and.  of  the  English 
Language ,  vol.  ir,  p.  121. 

A  work  which  everybody  must  read 
who  desires  to  understand  the  personal 
feelings  which  were  elicited,  and  the  men 


who  occupied  prominent  positions,  in  that 
stormy  period  ;  and  the  student,  if  possi¬ 
ble,  should  endeavour  to  obtain  an  edition 
of  it  later  than  the  year  1825,  as  all  edi¬ 
tions  published  previous  to  that  date  are 
more  or  less  corrupt. — Fills  well,  James 
Hain,  1869,  Essays  on  English  Writers, 
p.  32. 

The  effect  which  an  historical  work  can 
have  is,  perhaps,  nowhere  seen  more 
strongly  than  in  the  “History  of  the  He¬ 
bei]  ion.”  The  view  of  the  event  in  Eng¬ 
land  itself  and  in  the  educated  world  gen¬ 
erally,  has  been  determined  by  the  book. 
The  best  authors  have  repeated  it,  and 
even  those  who  combat  it  do  not  get  be¬ 
yond  the  point  of  view  given  by  him;  they 
refute  him  in  details,  but  leave  his  views 
in  the  main  unshaken.  Clarendon  belongs 
to  those  who  have  essentially  fixed  the 
circle  of  ideas  for  the  English  nation. 
—Ranke,  Leopold,  Von,  1875,  A  His¬ 
tory  of  England,  vol.  vi,  p.  29. 

Clarendon’s  authority,  totally  worthless 
as  it  is,  has  without  question  been  ac¬ 
cepted,  as  Herr  von  Ranke  says,  by  a 
great  multitude  of  persons.  It  is  a  ques¬ 
tion  of  some  interest  how  this  has  oc¬ 
curred.  Something  must  be  attributed  to 
his  style— to  that  “eloquence  of  the  heart 
and  imagination”  which  Hallain  acknowl¬ 
edges,  to  that  stateliness  and  felicity  of 
phrase  over  which  Professor  Masson  walks 
as  if  “stepping  on  velvet;”  but  perhaps 
not  very  much.  Hume,  who  owed  Claren¬ 
don  a  good  word — for  his  account  of  the 
Puritan  Revolution  is  simply  that  of  Clar¬ 
endon  told  by  a  skilful  and  unscrupulous 
literary  artist — says  plainly  that  his  style 
is  “prolix  and  redundant,  and  suffocates 
by  the  length  of  its  periods.”  So  it  is, 
and  so  it  does.  More  is  accounted  for  by 
his  anecdotic  talent,  his  skill  at  an  after- 
dinner  story,  his  occasional  chuckle  of  dry 
fun,  his  grave  irony,  his  strenuous  ha¬ 
treds,  his  love  of  scandal. — Bayne,  Peter, 
1876,  Clarendon,  The  Contemporary  Re¬ 
view,  vol.  28,  p.  426. 

A  history  which  remains,  whatever  its 
faults,  the  model  of  such  writing,  to  this 
day.— Washburn,  Emelyn  W.,  1884, 

Studies  in  Early  English  Literature ,  p. 
156. 

In  some  of  the  greatest  characteristics 
of  the  historian,  has  been  equalled  by  no 
Englishman,  and  surpassed  by  few  foreign¬ 
ers.  ...  No  one  has  put  together,  or,  to 
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adopt  a  more  expressive  phrase,  heaped 
together  such  enormous  paragraphs ;  no 
one  has  linked  clause  on  clause,  parenthe¬ 
sis  on  parenthesis,  opexegesis  on  exegesis, 
in  such  a  bewildering  concatenation  of  in¬ 
extricable  entanglement.  Sometimes,  of 
course,  the  difficulty  is  more  apparent 
than  real,  and  by  simply  substituting  full 
stops  and  capitals  for  his  colons  anti  con¬ 
junctions,  one  may,  to  some  extent,  sim¬ 
plify  the  chaos.  But  it  is  seldom  that 
this  is  really  effective:  it  never  produces 
really  well  balanced  sentences  and  really 
well  constructed  paragraphs;  and  there 
are  constant  instances  in  which  it  is  not 
applicable  at  all.  It  is  not  that  the  jost¬ 
ling  and  confused  relatives  are  as  a  rule 
grammatically  wrong,  like  the  common 
blunder  of  putting  an  “and  which’’  where 
there  is  no  previous  “which”  expressed 
or  implied.  They,  simply,  put  as  they 
are,  bewilder  and  muddle  the  reader  be¬ 
cause  the  writer  has  not  taken  the  trouble 
to  break  up  his  sentence  into  two  or  three. 
— Saintsbury,  George,  1887,  History  of 
Elizabethan  Literature,  pp.  315,  347. 

To  such  an  experience  as  Clarendon’s, 
the  making  of  history  was  far  more  than 
the  writing  of  it;  and  the  habits  bred  of 
action  in  a  groat  scene  and  in  a  great 
crisis,  the  varied  tasks  which  had  been 
thrust  upon  him,  the  tragic  significance 
of  the  long  struggle  that  constituted  his 
life,  have,  in  combination  with  those  lit¬ 
erary  interests  that  from  first  to  last 
sweetened  his  toil,  given  to  his  style  its 
special  and  inimitable  characteristics.  It 
is  often  cumbrous  and  prolix;  its  construc¬ 
tion  is  frequently  irregular;  the  arrange¬ 
ment  is  sometimes  confusing,  and  the 
sense  of  proportion  seems  to  be  lost. 
But  its  chief  note  is  one  of  almost  tragic 


dignity.  His  “History  of  the  Rebellion” 
— be  it  noted,  the  first  history  which  our 
literature  possesses  from  the  hand  of  a 
great  actor  in  the  struggle  it  portrays — 
has  something  of  the  burden  of  an  epic. 
But  it  is  enlivened  by  those  inimitable 
characters  which  his  careful  study  of 
human  nature,  his  intense  desire  to  know 
those  who  were  worthy  to  be  known,  en¬ 
abled  him  to  draw;  portraits  in  which 
every  feature  is  given  in  its  due  propor¬ 
tion,  and  in  which  no  trait,  however 
homely,  is  omitted  which  can  add  to  their 
dramatic  force. — Craik,  Henry,  1893, 
English  Prose,  vol.  II,  p.  391. 

Clarendon  was  by  a  few  months  Milton’s 
senior,  yet  in  reading  him  we  seem  to 
have  descended  to  a  later  age.  That  he 
owed  not  a  little  to  the  Theophrastian 
fashion  of  his  youth  is  certain  ;  but  the 
real  portraits  which  he  draws  with  such 
picturesque  precision  are  vastly  superior 
to  any  fantastical  abstractions  of  Ovei 
bury  or  Earle.  Clarendon  writes, 
Wordsworth’s  phrase,  with  his  eye  up< 
the  object,  and  the  graces  of  his  style  a 
the  result  of  the  necessity  he  finds  of  de¬ 
scribing  what  he  -wishes  to  communicate 
in  the  simplest  and  most  convincing  man¬ 
ner.  ...  It  is  his  great  distinc¬ 
tion  that,  living  in  an  age  of  pedants, 
he  had  the  courage  to  write  history — - 
a  species  of  literature  which,  until  his 
salutary  example,  was  specially  over¬ 
weighted  with  ornamental  learning — in  a 
spirit  of  complete  simplicity.  The  diction 
of  Clarendon  is  curiously  modem  ;  we  may 
read  pages  of  his  great  book  without 
lighting  upon  a  single  word  now  no  longer 
in  use. — Gosse,  Edmund,  1897,  A  Short 
History  of  Modern  English  Literature , 
pp.  150,  151. 


Sir  Matthew  Hale 

1609-1676 

Sir  Matthew  Hale,  1609-1676,  though  celebrated  mainly  as  a  jurist,  has  also  an 
honorable  record  as  a  man  of  letters.  Sir  Matthew  studied  at  Oxford,  and  in  Lincoln’s 
Inn.  He  was  made  Sergeant-at-Law  in  1652,  Chief  Baron  of  the  Exchequer  in  1660, 
and  Lord  Chief  Justice  of  England  in  1671 ;  and  was  one  of  the  most  renowned  and 
upright  judges  that  ever  graced  the  English  bench;  equally  honored  for  his  general 
knowledge,  legal  attainments,  and  purity  of  character.  A  complete  collection  of  his 
Moral  and  Religious  Works  was  published  in  2  vols.,  8vo,  1805,  London.  The  best 
known  of  his  legal  writings  are  “The  History  of  the  Pleas  of  the  Crown ;  ”  “The 
History  of  the  Common  Law  of  England;”  and  the  tract  on  “The  Trial  of  Witches.” 
— Hart,  John  S.,  1872,  A  Manual  of  English  Literature,  p.  159. 
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PERSONAL 

He  was  a  man  of  no  quick  utterance, 
but  often  hesitant;  but  spoke  with  great 
reason.  He  was  most  precisely  just ;  in¬ 
somuch  as  I  believe  he  would  have  lost  all 
that  he  had  in  the  world  rather  than  do 
an  unjust  act :  patient  in  hearing  the  tedi- 
ousest  speech  which  any  man  had  to  make 
for  himself.  The  pillar  of  justice,  the 
refuge  of  the  subject  who  feared  oppres¬ 
sion,  and  one  of  the  greatest  honours  of 
his  majesty’s  government.  —  Baxter, 
Richard,  1682,  Notes  on  the  Life  and 
Death  of  Sir  Matthew  Hale. 

This  excellent  person,  whose  learning  in 
the  law  was  scarce  equalled,  and  never  ex¬ 
ceeded  ;  was,  in  many  respects,  one  of 
the  most  perfect  characters  of  his  age. 
Nor  was  his  knowledge  limited  to  his  own 
profession :  he  was  far  from  inconsidera¬ 
ble  as  a  philosopher  and  a  divine.  He 
was  as  good  and  amiable  in  his  private, 
as  he  was  gp-eat  and  venerable  in  his  pub¬ 
lic,  capacity.  His  decisions  upon  the 
bench  were  frequently  a  learned  lecture 
upon  the  point  of  law ;  and  such  was  his 
reputation  for  integrity,  that  the  inter¬ 
ested  parties  were  generally  satisfied  with 
them,  though  they  happened  to  be  against 
themselves.  No  man  more  abhorred  the 
chicane  of  lawyers,  or  more  discounte¬ 
nanced  the  evil  arts  of  pleading.  He  was 
so  very  conscientious,  that  the  jealousy  of 
being  misled  by  his  affections  made  him 
perhaps  rather  partial  to  that  side  to 
which  he  was  least  inclined.  Though  he 
was  a  man  of  true  humility,  he  was  not 
insensible  of  that  honest  praise  which  was 
bestowed  on  him  by  the  general  voice  of 
mankind,  and  which  must  have  been  at¬ 
tended  with  that  self-applause  which  is  the 
natural  result  of  good  and  worthy  actions. 
—Granger,  James,  1769-1824,  Biograph¬ 
ical  History  of  England,  vol.  v,  p.  120. 

Gentlemen,  in  the  place  where  we  now 
sit  to  administer  the  justice  of  this  great 
country,  above  a  century  ago  the  never- 
to-be-forgotten  Sir  Matthew  Hale  presided ; 
whose  faith  in  Christianity  is  an  exalted 
commentary  upon  its  truth  and  reason, 
and  whoBe  life  was  a  glorious  example  of 
its  fruits  in  man,  administering  human 
justice  with  a  wisdom-  and  purity  drawn 
from  the  pure  fountain  of  the  Christian 
dispensation,  which  has  been,  and  will  be 
in  all  ages,  a  subject  of  the  highest  rever¬ 
ence  and  admiration.— Erskine,  Thomas 


Lord,  1797,  Speech  in  the  Court  of  the 
King’s  Bench. 

His  authority  coming  at  last  to  be  re¬ 
garded  as  all  but  infallible,  it  would  by 
no  means  be  surprising  if  he  became,  as 
North  alleges,  exceedingly  vain  and  intol¬ 
erant  of  opposition ;  but  of  this,  beyond 
North’s  word,  we  have  no  evidence. 
Hale  remained  throughout  life  attached 
to  his  early  puritanism.  He  was  a  re¬ 
gular  attendant  at  church,  morning  and 
evening,  on  Sunday,  and  also  gave  up  a 
portion  of  the  day  to  prayer  and  medita¬ 
tion,  besides  expounding  the  sermon  to 
his  children.  He  was  an  extreme  anti¬ 
ritualist,  having  apparently  no  ear  for 
music,  and  objecting  even  to  singing,  and 
in  particular  to  the  practice  of  intoning. 
Though  strictly  orthodox  in  essentials,  he 
was  impatient  of  the  subtleties  of  theol¬ 
ogy.  ...  He  carried  puritan  plain¬ 
ness  of  dress  to  such  a  point  as  to  move 
even  Baxter  to  remonstrate  with  him. — 
RlGG,  J.  M.,  1890,  Dictionary  of  National 
Biography ,  vol.  xxiv,  p.  20. 

GENERAL 

The  following  Treatise,  [“Pleas  of  the 
Crown”]  being  the  genuine  off  spring  of 
that  truly  learned  and  worthy  Judge,  Sir 
Matthew  Hale,  stands  in  need  of  no  other 
recommendation  than  what  that  great  and 
good  name  will  always  carry  along  with 
it.  Whoever  is  in  the  least  acquainted 
with  the  extensive  learning,  the  solid  judg¬ 
ment,  the  indefatiagble  labours,  and, 
above  all,  the  unshaken  integrity,  of  the 
author,  cannot  but  highly  esteem  whatever 
comes  from  so  valuable  a  hand.  Emlyn, 
S.,  1736-39,  ed.,  Pleas  of  the  Crown, 
Preface. 

His  writings  have  raised  him  a  charac¬ 
ter  equal  to  his  greatest  predecessors, 
and  will  always  be  esteemed  as  containing 
the  best  rationale  of  the  grounds  of  the 
law  of  England.  Nor  was  he  an  inconsid¬ 
erable  master  of  polite,  philosophical,  and 
especially  theological,  learning. — BiRCH, 
Thomas,  1752,  Life  of  Archbishop  Tillotson. 

In  whom 

Our  British  Themis  gloried  with  just  cause, 
Immortal  Hale  I  for  deep  discernment  praised 
And  sound  integrity  not  more,  than  famed 
For  sanctity  of  manners  undefiled. 

— Cowper,  William,  1785,  The  Task ,  bk. 
iii. 

So  authoritative  an  “History  of  the 
Common  Law  of  England,”  written  by  so 
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learned  an  author,  requires  neither  pref¬ 
ace  nor  commendation.  It  has  ever  been 
justly  held  in  the  highest  estimation,  and, 
like  the  virtues  of  its  author,  been  uni¬ 
versally  admired  and  venerated  Here 
the  student  will  find  a  valuable  guide,  the 
barrister  a  learned  assistant,  the  court  an 
indisputable  authority.  — Runnington, 
Charles,  1820,  ed.,  the  History  of  the 


Common  Law  of  England ,  and  an  Analysis 
of  the  Civil  Part  of  the  Law. 

Amidst  the  immorality  of  Charles  II. ’s 
reign,  Sir  Matthew  Hale  stands  out  with 
peculiar  lustre  as  an  impartial,  incorrupt¬ 
ible,  and  determined  administrator  of 
justice.  — Chambers,  Robert,  1876, 
Chambers's  Cyclopaedia  of  English  Litera¬ 
ture,  cd.  Carruthers. 


James  Harrington 

1611  1677 

James  Harrington,  (1611-77),  born  at  Upton,  Northants,  the  son  of  Sir  S.  Harring¬ 
ton  of  Exton,  Rutlandshire,  studied  at  Trinity,  Oxford.  He  travelled  to  Rome,  and 
though  a  republican,  became  in  1646  a  personal  attendant  of  Charles  I.,  and  attended 
him  to  the  scaffold.  His  semi-romance  “Oceana”  (1656),  setting  forth  the  best  form 
of  commonwealth,  maintains  that  the  real  basis  of  power  is  property,  especially  landed 
property,  from  which  no  one  person  should  derive  more  than  £3000  a-year  ;  and  that 
the  rulers  should  be  changed  every  three  years,  their  successors  being  elected  by  bal¬ 
lot.  In  1661  he  was  arrested  for  attempting  to  change  the  constitution,  and  in  prison 
went  temporarily  insane.— Patrick  and  Groom e,  eds.,  1897,  Chambers's  Biographical 
Dictionary,  p.  464. 

Harrington  published  also  several  other  political  treatises,  an  essay  on  Virgil,  and 


a  metrical  translation  of  four  books  of  the 
of  English  Literature,  p.  160. 

PERSONAL 

Anno  Domini  1660,  he  was  committed 
prisoner  to  the  Tower,  where  he  was  kept 
■  .  .  ;  then  to  Portsey  castle.  Hie 
durance  in  these  prisons  (he  being  a  gen¬ 
tleman  of  a  high  spirit  and  hot  head)  was 
the  procatractique  cause  of  his  deliration 
ormadnesse;  which  was  not  outragious, 
for  he  would  discourse  rationally  enough 
and  be  very  facetious  company,  but  he 
gTew  to  have  a  phancy  that  his  perspira¬ 
tion  turned  to  flies,  and  sometimes  to  bees 
— ad  cetera  sobvius.  .  .  ’Twas  the 

strangest  sort  of  madnes  that  ever  I  found 
in  any  one  •  talke  of  any  thing  els,  his 
discourse  would  be  very  ingeniose  and 
pleasant.  .  .  He  was  of  a  middling 

statue,  well-trussed  man,  strong  and 
thick,  well-sett,  sanguine,  quick-hott-fiery 
hazell  eie,  thick  moyst  curled  haire,  as 
you  may  see  by  his  picture.  In  his  con¬ 
versation  very  friendly,  and  facetious, 
and  hospitable.— Aubrey,  John,  1669-96, 
Brief  Lives  ed.  Clark,  vol.  i,  pp.  292,  293. 

OCEANA 

1G5C 

He  madeseverall  essayes  in  Poetry,  viz. 
love-verses,  &c.,  and  translated  .  .  . 

booke  of  Virgill’s  J3n.  ;  but  his  muse  was 


;Eneid.— Hart  John  S.,  1872,  A  Manual 

rough,  and  Mr.  Henry  Nevill,  an  ingeniose 
and  well-bred  gentleman,  a  member  of  the 
Mouse  of  Commons,  and  an  excellent  (but 
concealed)  poet,  was  his  great  familiar 
and  confident  friend,  and  disswaded  him 
from  tampering  in  poetrie  which  he  did 
in  wild  Minerva,  and  to  improve  his  proper 
talent,  viz.  Politicall  Reflections.  Where¬ 
upon  has  writ  his  “Oceana,”  printed  Lon¬ 
don  (1656).  Mr.  T.  Hobbes  was  wont  to 
say  that  Henry  Nevill  had  a  finger  in  that 
pye  ;  and  ’ tis  like  enough.  That  ingen¬ 
iose  tractat,  together  with  his  and  H. 
Nevill’s  smart  discourses  and  inculcations, 
dayly  at  coffee-houses,  made  many  prose¬ 
lytes. — Aubrey,  John,  1669-96,  Brief 
Lives,  ed.  Clark,  vol.  I,  p.  289. 

It  is  strange  that  Harrington  (so  short 
a  time  ago)  should  be  the  first  man  to  find 
out  so  evident  and  demonstrable  a  truth, 
as  that  of  property  being  the  true  basis 
and  measure  of  power.  His  “Oceana,” 
allowing  for  the  different  situation  of 
things  (as  the  less  number  of  lords  then, 
those  lords  having  no  share  in  the  parlia¬ 
ment  and  the  like),  is  certainly  one  of  the 
best  founded  political  pieces  that  ever  was 
writ. — Lockier,  Dr.  Dean  of  Peterbor¬ 
ough,  1730-32,  Spence's  Anecdotes,  ed. 
Singer,  p.  57. 
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The  style  of  this  author  wants  ease  and 
fluency;  but  the  good  matter  which  his 
work  contains  makes  compensation.- 
Hume,  David,  1762,  The  History  of  Eng¬ 
land ,  The  Commonwealth. 

The  author,  who  was  a  great  visionary, 
was  sanguine  enough  to  expect  to  see  it 
put  in  execution.  Baxter’s  “  Holy  Com¬ 
monwealth"  was  avowedly  levelled  at  this 
political  romance.  But  Harrington,  who 
expressed  a  great  contempt  for  that  per¬ 
formance,  did  not  vouchsafe  to  write  a 
serious  answer  to  it ;  but  affected  to  treat 
the  author  in  a  very  cavalier  manner,  in  a 
half  sheet  full  of  cant  and  ridicule. — 
Granger,  James,  1769-1824,  Biographic¬ 
al  History  of  England ,  vol.  IV,  p.  60. 

Harrington,  whose  "Oceana”  is  justly 
regarded  as  one  of  the  boasts  of  English 
literature.— Stewart,  Dugald,  1815-21, 
First  Preliminary  Dissertation ,  Encyclo¬ 
paedia  Britannica. 

In  general,  it  may  be  said  of  Harring¬ 
ton,  that  he  is  prolix,  dull,  pedantic,  and 
seldom  profound  ;  but  sometimes  redeems 
himself  by  just  observations.  Like  most 
theoretical  politicians  of  that  age,  he  had 
an  excessive  admiration  for  the  republic 
of  Venice.  His  other  political  writings 
are  in  the  same  spirit  as  the  "Oceana," 
but  still  less  interesting. — Hallam, 
Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction  to  the  Lit¬ 
erature  of  Europe ,  pt.  iv,  eh.  iv,  par. 
83. 


As  an  early  supporter  of  political  liberty 
in  England,  the  name  of  Harrington  will 
always  be  entitled  to  the  respect  of  pos¬ 
terity.  whatever  may  be  thought  of  the 
practicability  of  some  of  his  speculations. 
— Allibone,  S.  Austin,  1854-58,  Diction¬ 
ary  of  English  Literature,  vol.  I,  p.  788. 

If  he  has  not  the  merit  of  absolute  orig 
inality  in  his  main  propositions,  they  had 
at  least  never  been  so  clearly  expounded 
and  demonstrated  by  any  preceding  writer. 
— Craik,  George  L.,  1861,  A  Compendi¬ 
ous  History  of  English  Literature  and  of 
the  English  Language,  vol.  II,  p.  83. 

The  political  influence  of  the  Italian  re¬ 
publics  upon  English  public  opinion  was 
very  powerful  in  the  seventeenth  century, 
when  the  habit  of  travelling  became  gen¬ 
eral  among  the  upper  class  of  English¬ 
men,  and  when  a  large  proportion  of  the 
highest  intellects  acquired  in  Italy  a 
knowledge  of  the  Italian  writers  on 


government, and  an  admiration  for  the  Ital¬ 
ian  constitutions,  and  especially  for  that 
of  Venice.  The  highest  representative  of 
this  action  of  the  Italian  upon  the  English 
intellect  was  Harrington.  His  "Oceana,” 
though  published  under  the  Commonwealth 
and  dedicated  to  Cromwell,  was  altogether 
uninfluenced  by  the  inspiration  of  Puritan¬ 
ism  ;  and  it  was  only  by  the  intercession 
of  Cromwell’s  favourite  daughter,  Lady 
Claypole,  that  its  publication  was  permit¬ 
ted.  (Toland,  "Life  of  Harrington.") 
It  is  remarkable  that  while  Harrington’s 
writings  were  avowedly  based  in  a  very 
great  degree  upon  those  of  Italians,  they 
also  represent  more  faithfully  than  any 
others  of  the  seventeenth  century  what 
are  regarded  as  the  distinctive  merits  of 
English  liberty.  That  a  good  government 
is  an  organism,  not  a  mechanism — in 
other  words,  that  it  must  grow  naturally 
out  of  the  condition  of  society,  and  can¬ 
not  be  imposed  by  theorists — that  repre¬ 
sentative  assemblies  with  full  powers  are 
the  sole  efficient  guardians  of  liberty — 
that  liberty  of  conscience  must  be  allied 
with  political  liberty  that  a  certain  bal¬ 
ance  should  be  preserved  between  the  dif¬ 
ferent  powers  of  the  State,  and  that  prop¬ 
erty  produces  empire,  are  among  the  main 
propositions  on  which  Harrington  insists; 
and  most  of  them  are  even  now  the  main 
points  of  difference  between  English  lib¬ 
erty  and  that  which  emanates  from  a 
French  source.  Harrington  was  also  a 
warm  advocate  of  the  ballot. — Lecky, 
William  Hartpole,  1865,  Spirit  of  Ra¬ 
tionalism  in  Europe,  vol.  li,  note. 

Harrington  is  full  of  ability,  he  has 
studied  theoretical  politics  with  immense 
care,  he  has  observed  certain  sides  of  actu¬ 
al  politics  not  without  acuteness:  he  has 
just  censures  of  "Leviathan"  to  which  his 
own  work  is  in  a  manner  a  counterblast : 
he  is  extraordinarily  ingenious  in  the  ar¬ 
rangement  of  the  Tribes  and  the  Troops, 
of  the  ballot  machinery  and  the  "Provin¬ 
cial  Orb."  But  in  all  this  and  in  the  rel¬ 
ish  with  which  he  draws  up  accounts  for 
the  ballot  boxes  and  the  balls  of  metal 
and  the  pavilions,  devises  elaborate  and 
rather  poetical  titles  for  his  tribes  and 
their  officers,  intersperses  comic  speeches 
by  the  "Lord  Epimonus"  (a  genial  fanatic 
of  reaction),  and  adjusts  rejoinders  to 
them  by  Lord  Archon  (Cromwell),  which 
are  in  some  respects  almost  startlingly 
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like  Cromwell’s  own  speeches:  in  all  this 
I  say  it  is  almost  impossible  not  to  detect 
what  is  familiarly  called  the  bee  in  the 
bonnet.— Saintsbury,  George,  1893,  Eng¬ 
lish  Prose,  ed.  Craik,  voL  II,  p.  504. 


The  style  of  the  treatise  has  little  to 
commend  it,  but  some  of  the  views  pro¬ 
pounded  are  ingenious  and  suggestive.— 
Masterman,  J.  Howard  B.,  1897,  The 
Age  of  Milton,  p.  238. 


Owen  Feltham 


16027-1677? 

Owen  Feltham  was  corn  about  1610,  and  but  few  particulars  of  his  life  have  been 
preserved.  He  is  supposed  to  have  acted  as  secretary  to  the  Earl  of  Thomond,  with 
whom  he  resided  many  years.  His  celebrity  rests  upon  his  “Resolves,”  of  which  the 
first  part  appeared  in  1627.  He  published  “A  Brief  Character  of  the  Low  Countries” 
in  1659,  and  is  believed  to  have  died  about  1678.  A  life  by  James  Cumming  was  pub¬ 
lished  in  1806. — Townsend,  George  H.,  1870,  ed.  The  Every-Day  Book  of  Modern  Lit¬ 
erature,  vol.  I,  p.  237. 


RESOLVES 

Thou  host  not  oue  bad  line  so  lustful  bred, 

As  to  dye  maid  or  matron’s  cheek  in  red. 

Thy  modest  wit,  and  witty  honest  letter 
Make  both  at  once  my  wit  aud  me  the  better. 
Thy  Book  a  Garden  is,  and  help  us  most 
To  regain  that  which  wo  in  Adam  lost. 

Randolph,  Thomas,  c  1627,  To  Mr. 
Feltham  on  his  Book  of  "Resolves,”  Poems. 

Of  this  book,  the  first  part  of  which 
was  published  in  1627,  the  second  not  till 
after  the  middle  of  the  century,  it  is  not 
uncommon  to  meet  with  high  praises  in 
those  modern  writers  who  profess  a  faith¬ 
ful  allegiance  to  our  older  literature. 
For  myself,  I  can  only  say  that  Feltham 
appears  not  only  a  labored  and  artificial, 
but  a  shallow  writer.  Among  his  many 
faults,  none  strikes  me  more  than  a  want 
of  depth,  which  his  pointed  and  sententious 
manner  renders  more  ridiculous.  There 
are  certainly  exceptions  to  this  vacuity 
of  original  meaning  in  Feltham  :  it  would 
be  possible  to  fill  a  few  pages  with  ex¬ 
tracts  not  undeserving  of  being  read,  with 
thoughts  just  and  judicious,  though  never 
deriving  much  lustre  from  his  diction. 
He  is  one  of  the  worst  writers  in  point 
of  style  ;  with  little  vigor,  he  has  less  ele¬ 
gance  ;  his  English  is  impure  to  an  exces¬ 
sive  degree,  and  full  of  words  unauthor¬ 
ized  by  any  usage.  Pedantry,  and  the 
novel  phrases  which  Greek  and  Latin  ety¬ 
mology  was  supposed  to  warrant,  appear 
in  most  productions  of  this  period;  but 
Feltham  attempted  to  bend  the  English 
idiom  to  his  own  affectations.  The  moral 
reflections  of  a  serious  and  thoughtful 
mind  are  generally  pleasing;  and  to  this, 
perhaps,  is  partly  owing  the  kind  of 


popularity  which  the  “Resolves”  of  Felt¬ 
ham  have  obtained  ;  but  they  may  be  had 
more  agreeably  and  profitably  in  other 
books.— Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39,  Intro¬ 
duction  to  the  Literature  of  Europe,  pt. 
iii,  ch.  iv,  par.  35. 

The  style  of  Felltham  is  not  always 
equal;  but  is  generally  strong,  harmoni¬ 
ous,  and  well  adapted  to  the  subjects  of 
which  he  treats.  He  is  prodigal  of  meta¬ 
phor  and  quotation,  and  on  that  account 
has  been  accused  of  pedantry  ;  but  his  fig¬ 
ures  are  always  beautifully  illustrative  of 
his  subject,  and  his  quotations  generally 
appropriate.  As  to  his  sentiments,  they 
are  remarkable  for  their  sound,  good 
sense,  as  well  as  for  their  great  purity  of 
moral  and  religious  principle. — Cleve¬ 
land,  Charles  D.,  1848,  .4  Compendium 
of  English  Literature,  p.  288. 

The  thoughts  are  commonplace,  the 
method  bad,  being  the  disjointed  method 
of  Bacon’s  essays  without  the  natural 
dearness;  and  there  is  a  constant  strain¬ 
ing  after  imagery.  Their  popularity  in 
Queen  Anne’s  reign  is  accounted  for  by 
their  high  moral  tone,  and  their  occasion¬ 
ally  felicitous  application  of  Baconian 
imagery  to  common  themes,  such  as  mod¬ 
eration  in  grief.evil-speaking, industry  and 
meditation.— M into, William,  1872-80,  A 
Manual  of  English  Prose  Literature,  p.  303. 

Besides  the  “Resolves”  he  wrote  some 
verse,  of  which  the  most  notable  piece  is 
a  reply  to  Ben  Jonson’s  famous  ode  to 
himself  (“Come  Leave  the  Loathed 
Stage”) — a  reply  which  even  such  a 
sworn  partisan  as  Gifford  admits  to  be  at 
least  just  if  not  very  kind.  Felltham 
seems  also  to  have  engaged  in  controversy 
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with  another  Johnson,  a  Jesuit,  on  theo¬ 
logical  subjects.  But  save  for  the  “Re¬ 
solves”  he  would  be  totally  forgotten. 
The  estimate  of  their  value  will  differ  very 
much,  as  the  liking  for  not  very  original 
discussion  of  ethical  subjects  and  sound  if 
not  very  subtle  judgment  on  them  over¬ 
powers  or  not  in  the  reader  a  distaste  for 
style  that  has  no  particular  distinction, 
and  ideas  which,  though  often  wholesome, 
are  seldom  other  than  obvious.  Words¬ 
worth’s  well-known  description  of  one  of 
his  own  poems,  as  being  “a  chain  of  ex¬ 
tremely  valuable  thoughts,”  applies  no 
doubt  to  the  ‘  ‘  Resolves, '  ’  which,  except  in 
elegance,  rather  resemble  the  better- 


known  of  Cicero’s  philosophical  works. 
Moreover,  though  possessing  no  great  ele¬ 
gance,  they  are  not  inelegant;  though  it 
is  difficult  to  forget  how  differently  Bacon 
and  Browne  treated  not  dissimilar  subjects 
at  much  the  same  time. — Saintsbury, 
George,  1887,  History  of  Elizabethan  Lit¬ 
erature,  p.  442. 

Feltham’s  poems  are  few  in  number, 
but  varied  in  style ;  some  have  considera¬ 
ble  merit,  and  none  are  contemptible. 
His  prose,  after  enjoying  much  popularity, 
was  almost  totally  neglected  till  Cum- 
ming’s  edition  of  1806. — Bayne,  Rev. 
Ronald,  1889,  Dictionary  of  National 
Biography,  vol.  xvm,  p.  304. 


Isaac  Barrow 

1630-1677 

Born  at  London,  1630:  died  at  London,  April,  1677.  A  noted  English  theologian, 
classical  scholar,  and  mathematician.  He  was  educated  at  Cambridge  (scholar  of 
Trinity  1647,  and  fellow  1649),  traveled  on  the  Continent  (1655-59),  was  appointed 
professor  of  geometry  at  Gresham  College,  and  in  1663  first  Lucasian  professor  of 
mathematics  at  Cambridge  (resigned  1669  in  favor  of  Newton) ;  was  chaplain  to 
Charles  II. ;  and  became  master  of  Trinity  College  in  1672.  Among  his  works  are 
“Lectiones  Opticas  etGeometricfe”  (1669-1670-74),  “Treatise  on  the  Pope’s  Suprem¬ 
acy”  (1680).  The  best  edition  of  his  theological  works  is  that  of  Rev.  A.  Napier 
(1859). — Smith,  Benjamin  E.,  1894-97,  The  Century  Cyclopedia  of  Names,  p.  124. 


PERSONAL 

His  humour  when  a  boy  and  after: — 
merry  and  cheerfull  and  beloved  where 
ever  he  came.  His  grandfather  kept  him 
till  he  was  7  years  old:  his  father  was 
faine  to  force  him  away,  for  there  he 
would  have  been  good  for  nothing  there. 
A  good  poet,  English  and  Latin.  He 
spake  8  several  1  languages.  ...  He 
was  a  strong  and  a  stowt  man  and  feared 
not  any  man.  He  would  fight  with  the 
butchers’  boyes  in  St.  Nicholas’  shambles, 
and  be  hard  enough  for  any  of  them.  .  .  . 
At  Constantinople,  being  in  company  with 
the  English  merchants,  there  was  a  Rhad- 
amontade  that  would  fight  with  any  man 
and  bragged  of  his  valour,  and  dared  any 
man  there  to  try  him.  So  no  man  accept¬ 
ing  his  challenge,  said  Isaac  (not  then  a 
divine),  “Why,  if  none  els  will  try  you  I 
will;”  and  fell  upon  him  and  chastised 
him  handsomely  that  he  vaunted  no  more 
mongst  them.  ...  I  have  heard 
Mr.  Wilson  say  that  when  he  was  at  study, 
was  so  intent  at  it  that  when  the  bed  was 
made,  or  so,  he  heeded  it  not  nor  per¬ 
ceived  it,  was  so  totus  in  hoc;  and  would 


sometimes  be  goeing  out  without  his  hatt 
on.  He  was  by  no  meanes  a  spruce  man, 
but  most  negligent  in  his  dresse.  As  he 
was  walking  one  day  in  St.  James’s  parke, 
looking  ...  his  hatt  up,  his  cloake 
halfe  on  and  halfe  off,  a  gent,  came  be¬ 
hind  him  and  clapt  him  on  the  shoulder 
and  sayd  “Well,  goe  thy  wayes  for  the 
veriest  scholar  that  ever  I  mett  with.”  He 
was  a  strong  man  but  pale  as  the  candle 
he  studyed  by. — Aubrey,  John,  1663-96, 
Brief  Lives,  ed.  Clark,  vol.  I,  pp.  88,  90,  91. 

All  I  have  said,  or  can  say,  is  far  short 
of  the  idea  which  Dr.  Barrow’s  friends 
have  formed  of  him,  and  that  character 
which  he  ought  to  appear  to  them  who 
knew  him  not.  Besides  all  the  defects  on 
my  part,  he  had  in  himself  this  disadvan¬ 
tage,  of  wanting  foils  to  augment  his  lus¬ 
tre,  and  low  places  to  give  eminence  to 
his  heights,  such  virtues  as  his,  content¬ 
ment  in  ail  conditions,  candour  in  doubt¬ 
ful  cases,  moderation  among  differing  par¬ 
ties,  knowledge  without  ostentation,  are 
subjects  fitter  for  praise  than  narrative. 
— Hill,  Abraham,  1683,  Letter  to  Arch¬ 
bishop  Tillotson,  April  10. 
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When  it  is  remembered  that  Barrow  was 
only  forty-seven  years  of  age  when  he 
died,  ft  seems  almost  incredible  that  in  so 
short  a  life  he  could  have  gained  so  vast 
and  multifarious  a  store  of  knowledge. 
Scholar,  mathematician,  man  of  science, 
preacher,  controversialist,  he  gained 
enough  credit  in  every  one  of  these  de¬ 
partments  to  make  the  reputation  of  an 
ordinary  man ;  while  his  blameless,  unself¬ 
ish,  Christian  life  would  be  worth  study¬ 
ing  if  he  had  gained  no  intellectual  repu¬ 
tation  at  all.  ...  As  a  mathematician 
he  was  considered  by  his  contemporaries 
as  second  only  to  Newton,  whose  tower¬ 
ing  genius  a  little  overshadowed  that  of 
his  master;  but  on  the  other  hand,  his 
credit  as  a  mathematician  is  enhanced  by 
the  fact  that  he  was  the  first  to  recognise 
and  develop  the  extraordinary  talents  of 
Newton,  one  of  whose  most  famous  dis¬ 
coveries  he  was  on  the  verge  of  making. 
—Overton,  J.  II. ,  1885,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography ,  voL  hi,  p .  302. 

SERMONS 

In  Dr.  Barrow,  one  admires  more  the 
prodigious  fecundity  of  his  invention,  and 
the  uncommon  strength  and  force  of  his 
conceptions,  than  the  felicity  of  his  exe¬ 
cution,  or  his  talent  in  composition.  We 
see  a  genius  far  surpassing  the  common, 
peculiar  indeed  almost  to  himself;  but 
that  genius  often  shooting  wild,  and  un¬ 
chastised  by  any  discipline  or  study  of 
eloquence.— Blair,  Hugh,  1783,  Lectures 
on  Rhetoric  and  Belles- Letters,  ed.  Mills, 
p.  325. 

Barrow’s  sermons  cannot  but  strike 
every  one  as  boing  the  works  of  a  great 
thinker :  they  are,  in  truth,  less  properly 
orations,  than  trains  of  argumentative 
thought.  His  reasoning  is  prosecuted 
with  an  admirable  union  of  comprehensive¬ 
ness,  sagacity,  and  clearness :  and  it  is 
expressed  in  a  style  which,  at  once  strong 
and  regular,  combines  many  of  the  virtues 
of  the  older  writers  with  not  a  few  of 
those  that  were  appearing  in  the  new. — 
Spalding,  William,  1852-82,  A  History 
of  English  Literature ,  p.  290. 

He  had  a  geometrical  method  and  clear¬ 
ness,  an  inexhaustible  fertility,  extraordi¬ 
nary  impetuosity  and  tenacity  of  logic, 
writing  the  same  sermon  three  or  four 
times  over,  insatiable  in  his  craving  to 
explain  and  prove,  obstinately  confined  to 


his  already  overflowing  thoughts,  with  a 
minuteness  of  division,  an  exactness  of 
connection,  a  superfluity  of  explanation, 
so  astonishing  that  the  hearer  at  last 
gives  in;  and  yet  the  mind  turns  with  the 
vast  machine,  carried  away  and  doubled 
up  as  by  the  rolling  weight  of  a  flattening 
machine. — Taine,  H.  A.,  1871,  History 
of  English  Literature,  tr.  Van  Laun,  vol. 
ii,  bk.  iii,  ch.  iii,  p.  63. 

The  most  celebrated  sermons  are  instru¬ 
ments  of  edification  rather  than  models  of 
elegance.  Barrow  is  geometrical,  revises 
and  re-revises,  then  revises  again,  dividing 
and  subdividing,  having  only  one  desire — 
to  explain  and  fully  prove  what  he  has  to 
say.— Welsh,  Alfred  II.,  1883,  Develop¬ 
ment  of  English  Literature  and  Language , 
vol.  ii,  p.  24. 

Great  as  he  was  in  learning  of  every 
kind,  he  was  greatest  as  a  preacher.  The 
extraordinary  length  of  his  discourses,  at 
which  even  his  own  generation  protested, 
gives  them  the  character  of  treatise 
rather  than  sermons,  and  it  is  clear  thai 
he  was  nothing  if  not  complete  in  his 
treatment  of  the  subjects  he  took  up. 
But  they  cannot  be  considered  dull.  The 
style  is  strong,  nervous,  and  impressive, 
and  there  is  a  force  and  directness  about 
the  argument  which  compels  attention  and 
sustains  interest  to  the  end.  It  is  impos¬ 
sible  to  read  his  works  without  the  feeling 
of  being  in  the  presence  of  a  commanding 
personality.— Hutton,  William  Holden, 
1895,  Social  England,  ed.  Traill,  vol.  IV, 
p.  419. 

GENERAL 

The  name  of  Dr.  Barrow  will  ever  be 
illustrious  for  a  strength  of  mind  and  a 
compass  of  knowledge  that  did  honour  to 
his  country.  He  was  unrivalled  in  math¬ 
ematical  learning,  and  especially  in  the 
sublime  geometry ;  in  which  he  has  been 
excelled  only  by  one  man,  and  that  man 
was  his  pupil.  The  same  genius  that 
seemed  to  be  born  only  to  bring  hidden 
truths  to  light,  to  rise  to  the  heights,  or 
descend  to  the  depths  of  science,  could 
sometimes  amuse  itself  in  the  flowery 
paths  of  poetry.  He  at  length  gave  him¬ 
self  up  entirely  to  divinity ;  and  particu¬ 
larly  to  the  most  useful  part  of  it,  that 
which  has  a  tendency  to  make  men  wiser 
and  better.  He  has,  in  his  excellent  ser¬ 
mons  on  the  Creed,  solved  every  difficulty, 
and  removed  every  obstacle  that  opposed 
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itself  to  our  faith,  and  made  divine  reve¬ 
lation  as  clear  as  the  demonstrations  in  his 
own  “Euclid.” — Granger,  James,  1769- 
1824,  Biographical  History  of  England, 
vol.  v,  p.  42. 

Justification,  by  Faith.  On  this  subject 
I  know  of  nothing  so  precise  and  accurate 
(though  numberless  and  vast  volumes  have 
been  written  upon  it  from  the  Reforma¬ 
tion  downwards),  as  what  is  contained  in 
Dr.  Barrow’s  “Discourses  on  Faith.” 
His  notion  on  the  whole  is  that  Justifica¬ 
tion,  as  used  by  the  sacred  writers,  and 
St.  Paul  in  particular,  means  remission  of 
sins,  and  admission  into  a  state  of  favour 
with  God,  as  if  we  were  righteous,  and 
not  the  infusion  of  inherent  holiness  by 
the  Spirit;  that  this  justification  was  pri¬ 
marily  made  on  our  entrance  into  the 
Christian  covenant  by  baptism,  and  is 
afterwards  renewed  and  regranted,  as  it 
were,  on  our  repentance  and  return  from 
such  transgressions  as  we  may  have  fallen 
into  after  baptism.— Hurd,  Richard, 
1808?  Commonplace  Book,  ed.  Kilvert. 

I  mentioned  that  Mr.  Fox  always  spoke 
of  Barrow  with  enthusiasm,  and  that, 
upon  the  strength  of  this  opinion,  I  bought 
his  sermons,  but  found  him  insufferably 
dry;  at  least  as  far  as  I  read,  which  was 
not  very  far.  It  is  certain  however,  I 
belive,  that  besides  containing  the  am¬ 
plest  stores  of  theological  learning,  he 
has  also  bursts  of  eloquence,  which 
though  not  so  poetical  as  Jeremy  Taylor’s, 
are,  from  their  variety  and  force,  far 
more  striking. — Moore,  Thomas,  1819, 
Diary ,  Memoirs,  cd.  Russell,  vol.  II,  p.  286. 

The  school  of  Chillingworth,  Mede,  and 
Barrow — is  the  school  of  acute  perception 
and  close  reasoning.  Yet  Barrow  was 
perhaps  the  most  able  of  the  three:  not 
in  power  of  conception  or  of  language — 
but  in  the  systematic  division,  and  mas¬ 
terly  elucidation,  of  the  various  subjects 
of  which  he  treats.  He  pushes  his  en¬ 
quiries  to  the  very  verge,  or  confines,  of 
which  they  are  capable  of  being  pushed; 
and  his  works  afford  a  sort  of  logical  En¬ 
cyclopaedia.  He  had  the  clearest  head 
with  which  mathematics  ever  endowed  an 
individual,  and  one  of  the  purest  and  most 
unsophisticated  hearts  that  ever  beat  in 
the  human  breast.  He  is  to  be  studied 
with  profit,  rather  than  read  with  delight. 
— Djbdin,  Thomas  Frocnall,  1824,  The 
Jjibrary  Companion,  p.  51. 


The  sermons  of  Barrow  display  a 
strength  of  mind,  a  comprehensiveness 
and  fertility,  which  have  rarely  been 
equalled.  ...  In  his  style,  notwith¬ 
standing  its  richness  and  occasional  viva¬ 
city,  we  may  censure  a  redundancy,  and 
excess  of  apposition.  .  .  .  The  Latin 

verse  of  Barrow  is  forcible  and  full  of 
mind,  but  not  sufficiently  redolent  of  anti¬ 
quity.—  Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39,  Intro¬ 
duction  to  the  Literature  of  Europe ,  pt.  iv, 
ch.  ii,  par.  55,  ch.  v,  par.  56. 

He  once  uttered  a  most  memorable  ob¬ 
servation,  which  characterizes  both  the 
intellectual  and  moral  constitution  of  his 
mind, — would  that  it  could  be  engraven 
on  the  mind  of  every  youth,  as  his  guide 
through  life, — “A  straight  line  i3  the 
shortest  in  Morals  as  well  as  in  geometry.” 
—Cleveland,  Charles  D.,  1848,  A  Com¬ 
pendium  of  English  Literature,  p.  278. 

In  point  of  genius,  was  probably  supe¬ 
rior  to  Taylor.— Buckle,  Henry  Thomas, 
1857,  History  of  Civilization  in  England , 
vol.  i. 

The  most  striking  things  in  his  sermons 
are  the  extraordinary  copiousness  and 
vigour  of  the  language,  and  the  exhaust¬ 
iveness  and  subtlety  of  the  thought.  He 
is  a  perfect  mine  of  varied  and  vigorous 
expression.  His  sentences  are  thrown  up 
with  a  rough  careless  vigour ;  and  ex¬ 
treme  antithesis  to  the  polished  flow  of 
language  and  ideas  in  Addison.  In  his 
love  of  scrupulous  definitions  and  qualifi¬ 
cations  we  discover  the  mathematician ;  he 
divides  and  subdivides  with  Baconian  min¬ 
uteness,  and  in  drawing  parallels  adjusts 
the  compared  particulars  with  acute  exact¬ 
ness.  — Minto,  William,  1872-80,  Man¬ 
ual  of  English  Prose  Literature,  p.  332. 

By  the  side  of  Tillotson,  Isaac  Barrow 
appears  ponderous  and  even  long-winded. 
He  belongs  to  the  new  school  more  by 
what  he  avoids  than  by  what  he  attains. 
He  was  a  man  of  great  intellectual  force, 
who,  born  into  an  age  which  was  begin¬ 
ning  to  stigmatise  certain  faults  in  its 
predecessor,  was  able  to  escape  those  par¬ 
ticular  errors  of  false  ornament  and  stud¬ 
ied  quaintness,  but  could  not  train  his 
somewhat  elephantine  feet  to  dance  on 
the  tight-rope  of  delicate  ease.  The  mat¬ 
ter  of  Barrow  is  always  solid  and  virile, 
and  he  has  phrases  of  a  delightful  potency. 
— Gosse,  Edmund,  1897,  Short  History  of 
Modern  English  Literature,  p.  181. 


I 


ANDREW  MARVELL  THOMAS  HOBBES 


313 


Andrew  Marvell 

1621  1678 

Born,  at  Winestead-in-IIolderness,  Yorks,  31  March  1621.  Educated  at  Hull  Gram¬ 
mar  School,  of  which  his  father  was  master.  Matric.  Trin.  Coll.,  Camb.,  as  Sizar,  14 
Dec.  1633;  Scholar,  13  April  1638;  B.  A.,  1638.  Left  Cambridge,  1641.  Travelled 
abroad.  Tutor  to  daughter  of  Lord  Fairfax,  1650  [  ?]— 53.  Tutor  to  William  Dutton 
(a  ward  of  Oliver  Cromwell),  1653-57  ;  lived  at  Eton.  Assistant  to  Milton  (as  Sec.  of 
Foreign  Tongues),  1657.  M.  P.  for  Hull,  in  Cromwell's  Parliament,  1660 ;  re-elected, 
Dec.  1660  and  April  1661.  On  Embassy  to  Russia,  Sweden,  and  Denmark  with  Earl 
of  Carlisle,  July  1663  to  Jan.  1665.  Prolific  political  and  ecclesiastical  controver¬ 
sial  writer.  Died,  suddenly,  in  London,  18  Aug.  1678;  buried  in  the  church  of  St. 
Giles-in-the-Fields.  Probably  married.  Works:  “The  First  Anniversary  of  the  Gov¬ 
ernment,”  1655;  “The  Character  of  Holland,”  1665 ;  “Clarendon’s  House-Warming,  ” 
1667;  “The  Rehearsal  Transpos’d,”  pt.  i.  (anon.),  1672;  pt.  ii.,  1673;  “An  Apology 
and  Advice  for  some  of  the  Clergy,”  1674;  “Dialogue  between  two  Horses,”  1675; 
“Plain  Dealing”  (under  initials:  A.  M.),  1675;  “A  Letter  from  a  Parliament  Man  to 
his  Friend”  (anon.;  attrib.  to  Marvell),  1675;  “Mr.  Smirke”  (under  pseud.:  “An¬ 
dreas  Rivetus,  Junior”),  1686;  “A  Seasonable  Question  and  a  Useful  Answer”  (anon.  ; 
attrib.  to  Marvell),  1676;  “An  Account  of  the  Growth  of  Popery  ...  in  Eng¬ 
land”  (anon.),  1677;  “A  Seasonable  Argument  to  persuade  all  the  Grand  Juries  in 
England  to  petition  for  anew  Parliament”  (anon.;  attrib.  to  Marvell),  1677;  “ Ad¬ 
vice  to  a  Painter”  (anon.),  1678;  “Remarks  upon  a  disengenuous  Discourse  writ  by 
one  T.  D.”  (anon.),  1678.  Posthumous:  “A  Short  Historical  Essay  touching  General 
Councils,”  1680;  “Miscellaneous  Poems,”  1681;  “Characters  of  Popery, ”  1689 
“Poems  on  Affairs  of  State,”  1689;  “The  Royal  Manual,”  1751.  He  contribute 
poems  to  “Musa  Cantabrigiensis, ”  1637;  “Lacrymae  Musarum,”  1639;  Lovelace 
“Poems,”  1649;  Primerose’s  “Popular  Errors,”  1651;  “Paradise  Lost,”  2nd  edi 
1674;  and  probably  translated :  Suetonius,  1672.  Collected  Works:  ed.  by  T.  Coo 
(2  vols.),  1726;  ed  by  E.  Thompson  (3  vols.),  1776;  ed.  by  Grosart,  1872-75; 
“Poems  and  Satires,”  ed.  by  G.  A.  Aitken  (2  vols.),  1892.  Life:  by  J.  Dove,  1832. 
— Sharp,  E.  Farquharso.n,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  189. 

personal,  Assembly,  lamenting  in  his  death  the  pub- 

Near  this  place  lyeth  the  body  of  An-  lie  loss,  have  erected  this  Monument  of 
drew  Marvell,  Esq.,  a  man  so  endowed  by  their  Grief  and  their  Gratitude,  1688. 


Nature,  so  improved  by  Education,  Study 
and  Travel,  so  consummated  by  Experi¬ 
ence,  that,  joining  the  peculiar  graces  of 
Wit  and  Learning,  with  a  singular  pene¬ 
tration  and  strength  of  judgment;  and 
exercising  all  these  in  the  whole  course 
of  his  life,  with  an  unutterable  steadiness 
in  the  ways  of  Virtue,  he  became  the  or¬ 
nament  and  example  of  his  age,  beloved 
by  good  men,  feared  by  bad,  admired  by 
all,  though  imitated  by  few;  and  scarce 
paralled  by  any.  But  a  Tombstone  can 
neither  contain  his  character,  nor  is  Mar¬ 
ble  necessary  to  transmit  it  to  posterity; 
it  is  engraved  in  the  minds  of  this  genera¬ 
tion,  and  will  be  always  legible  in  his  in¬ 
imitable  writings,  nevertheless.  He  hav¬ 
ing  served  twenty  years  successively  in 
Parliament,  and  that  with  such  Wisdom, 
Dexterity,  and  Courage,  as  becomes  a 
true  Patriot,  the  town  of  Kingston-upon- 
Hull,  from  whence  he  was  deputed  to  that 


— INSCRIPTON  ON  MONUMENT,  1688. 

There  will  be  with  you  to-morrow,  upon 
some  occasion  of  business,  a  gentleman 
whose  name  is  Mr.  Marvile ;  a  man  whom, 
both  by  report,  and  the  converse  1  have  had 
with  him,  of  singular  desert  for  the  state 
to  make  use  of;  who  alsoe  offers  himselfe, 
if  there  be  any  imployment  for  him.  His 
father  was  the  Minister  of  Hull ;  and  he 
hath  spent  four  years  abroad,  in  Holland, 
France,  Italy,  and  Spaine,  to  very  good 
purpose,  as  I  believe,  and  the  gaineing  of 
those  four  languages;  besides,  he  is  a 
scholler,  and  well  read  in  the  Latin  and 
Greek  authors ;  and  no  doubt  of  an  ap¬ 
proved  conversation,  for  he  comes  now 
lately  out  of  the  house  of  the  Lord  Fair¬ 
fax,  who  was  Generali,  where  he  was  in¬ 
trusted  to  give  some  instructions  in  the 
languages  to  the  Lady  his  daughter.— 
Milton,  John,  1652,  Letter  to  Lord  Brad¬ 
shaw,  Feb.  21. 
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He  was  of  a  middling  stature,  pretty 
strong  sett,  roundish  faced,  cherry 
cheek’ t,  hazell  eie,  browne  haire.  He 
was  in  his  conversation  very  modest,  and 
of  very  few  words'  and  though  he  loved 
wine  he  would  never  drinke  hard  in  com¬ 
pany,  and  was  wont  to  say  that,  he  would 
not  play  the  good -fellow  in  any  man’s  com¬ 
pany  in  whose  hands  he  would  not  trust 
his  life.  ...  He  lies  interred  under 
the  pewes  in  the  south  side  of  Saint  Giles’ 
church  in-the-fields,  under  the  window 
wherein  is  painted  in  glasse  a  red  lyon, 
(it  was  given  by  the  inneholder  of  the 
Red  Lyon  Inne  in  Holborne)  and  is  the 
.  window  from  the  east.  This  ac¬ 
count  I  had  from  the  sexton  that  made 
his  grave.— Aubrey,  John,  1669-96, 
Brief  Lives,  cd.  Clark ,  vol,  n,  pp.  53,  54. 

As  neither  wits  nor  poets  have  been  al¬ 
ways  remarkable  for  moral  firmness,  and 
are  as  vulnerable  in  their  vanity  and  fears 
as  politicians  in  their  avarice  and  ambi¬ 
tion,  no  means  were  omitted  to  win  over 
Marvell.  He  was  threatened,  he  was  flat¬ 
tered,  he  was  thwarted,  he  was  caressed, 
he  was  beset  with  spies,  and,  if  all  tales 
be  true,  he  was  way-laid  by  ruffians,  and 
courted  by  beauties.  But  no  Dalilah 
could  discover  the  secret  of  his  strength  : 
his  integrity  was  proof  alike  against  dan¬ 
ger  and  against  corruption  ;  nor  was  it 
enervated  by  that  flattery,  which,  more 
frequently  than  either,  seduces  those 
weak,  amiable  creatures,  whom,  for  lack 
of  better,  we  are  fain  to  call  good. 
Against  threats  and  bribes,  pride  is  the 
ally  of  principle;  but  how  often  has  vir¬ 
tue  pined  away  to  a  shadow,  by  too  fondly 
contemplating  its  own  image,  reflected  by 
insidious  praise  ;  as  Narcissus,  in  the  fable, 
consumed  his  beauty  by  gazing  on  its 
watery  shade.  In  a  Court  which  held  no 
man  to  be  honest,  and  no  woman  chaste, 
this  soft  sorcery  was  cultivated  to  perfec¬ 
tion  ;  but  Marvell,  revering  and  respecting 
himself,  was  proof  against  its  charms. 
There  is  a  story  told  of  his  refusing  a 
bribe,  which  has  been  heard  and  repeated 
by  many,  who  perhaps  did  not  know  in 
what  king’s  reign  he  lived,  and  which  has 
been  so  often  paralleled  with  the  turnips 
of  Curius,  and  the  like  common  places, 
that  some  sceptical  persons  have  held  that 
there  is  as  little  truth  in  the  one  as  in  the 
other.  However,  we  believe  it  to  have 
been  founded  in  fact,  and  that  the  mistake 


has  been  in  the  dulness  of  those  who  took 
a  piece  of  dry  English  humour  for  a  stoical 
exhibition  of  virtue. — Coleridge,  Hart¬ 
ley,  1833?  Biographia  Borealis ,  p.  57. 

The  strong  views  which  Marvell  took  on 
public  affairs — the  severe,  satirical  things 
which  he  had  said  and  written  from  time 
to  time  and  the  conviction  of  his  ene¬ 
mies,  that  it  was  impossible  to  silence  him 
by  the  usual  methods  of  a  place  or  a  bribe, 
must  have  rendered  a  wary  and  circum¬ 
spect  conduct  very  necessary.  In  fact, 
we  are  informed  that  on  more  than  one 
occasion  he  was  menaced  with  assassina¬ 
tion.  But,  though  hated  by  the  Court 
party  generally,  he  was  as  generally 
feared,  and  in  some  few  instances  re¬ 
spected  Trince  Rupert  continued  to 
honour  him  with  his  friendship  long  after 
the  rest  of  his  party  had  honoured  him  by 
their  hatred,  and  occasionally  visited  the 
patriot  at  his  lodgings.  When  he  voted 
on  the  side  of  Marvell,  which  was  not  in¬ 
frequently  the  case,  it  used  to  be  said 
that  “he  had  been  with  his  tutor.”  .  .  . 
But  admirable  as  were  Marvell’s  intellec¬ 
tual  endowments,  it  is  his  moral  worth, 
after  all,  which  constitutes  his  principal 
claim  on  the  admiration  of  posterity,  and 
which  sheds  a  redeeming  lustre  on  one  of 
the  darkest  pages  of  the  English  annals. 
Inflexible  integrity  was  the  basis  of  it — 
integrity  by  which  he  has  not  unworthily 
earned  the  glorious  name  of  the  “British 
Aristides.”  With  talents  and  acquire¬ 
ments  which  might  have  justified  him  in 
apsiring  to  almost  any  office,  if  he  could 
have  disburdened  himself  of  his  con¬ 
science  ;  with  wit  which,  in  that  frivolous 
age,  was  a  surer  passport  to  fame  than  any 
amount  either  of  intellect  or  virtue,  and 
which,  as  we  have  seen,  mollified  even  the 
monarch  himself  in  spite  of  his  prejudices; 
Marvell  preferred  poverty  and  independ¬ 
ence  to  riches  and  servility. — Rogers, 
Henry,  1844,  Andrew  Marvell ,  Edinburgh 
Review,  vol.  79,  pp.  80,  102. 

He  was  a  genial,  warm-hearted  man, 
an  elegant  scholar,  a  finished  gentleman, 
at  home,  and  the  life  of  every  circle  which 
he  entered,  whether  that  of  the  gay  court 
of  Charles  II.,  amidst  such  men  as  Roch¬ 
ester  and  L’ Estrange,  or  that  of  the  re¬ 
publican  philosophers  who  assembled  at 
Miles’s  Coffee  House,  where  he  discussed 
plans  of  a  free  representative  government 
with  the  author  of  “Oceana,”  and  Cyriack 
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Skinner,  that  friend  of  Milton,  whom  the 
bard  has  immortalized  in  the  sonnet  which 
so  pathetically,  yet  heroically,  alludes  to 
his  own  blindness.  Men  of  all  parties  en¬ 
joyed  his  wit  and  graceful  conversation. 
His  personal  appearance  was  altogether  in 
his  favor.  A  clear,  dark,  Spanish  com¬ 
plexion,  long  hair  of  jetty  blackness  falling 
in  graceful  wreaths  to  his  shoulders,  dark 
eyes,  full  of  expression  and  fire,  a  finely 
chiseled  chin,  and  a  mouth  whose  soft 
voluptuousness  scarcely  gave  token  of  the 
steady  purpose  and  firm  will  of  the  indexi¬ 
ble  statesman ;  these,  added  to  the  pres¬ 
tige  of  his  genius,  and  the  respect  which 
a  lofty,  self-sacrificing  patriotism  extorts 
even  from  those  who  would  fain  corrupt 
and  bribe  it,  gave  him  a  ready  passport  to 
the  fashionable  society  of  the  metropolis. 
He  was  one  of  the  few  who  mingled  in 
that  society,  and  escaped  its  contamina¬ 
tion,  and  who, 

“ Amidst  the  wnvcriug  clays  of  sin 
Kept  himself  icy  chaste  and  pure.’' 
—Whittier,  John  Greenleaf,  1849,  Old 
Portraits  and  Modern  Sketches,  p.  111. 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  THE  LORD  PRO¬ 
TECTOR 

There  is  a  splendid  Ode  to  Cromwell  a 
worthy  companion  of  Milton’s  glorious 
sonnet— which  is  not  generally  known, 
and  which  we  transfer  entire  to  our 
pages.  Its  simple  dignity,  and  the  melo¬ 
dious  flow  of  its  versification,  commend 
themselves  more  to  our  feelings  than  its 
eulogy  of  war.  It  is  energetic  and  im¬ 
passioned,  and  probably  affords  a  better 
idea  of  the  author,  as  an  actor  in  the  stir¬ 
ring  drama  of  his  time,  than  the  “soft 
Lydian  airs”  of  the  poems  that  we  have 
quoted. — Whittier,  John  Greenleaf, 
1849,  Old  Portraits  and  Modern  Sketches , 
p.  105. 

Marvell  showed  how  well  he  understood 
what  he  was  giving  to  the  world  in  this 
ode— one  of  the  least  known  but  among 
the  grandest  which  the  English  language 
possesses — when  he  called  it  “Horation.” 
In  its  whole  treatment  it  reminds  us  of  the 
highest  to  which  the  greatest  Latin  Artist 
in  lyrical  poetry  did,  when  at  his  best, 
attain.  To  one  unacquainted  with  Horace, 
this  ode,  not  perhaps  so  perfect  as  his  are 
in  form,  and  with  occasional  obscurities 
of  expression  which  Horace  would  not 
have  left,  will  give  a  truer  notion  of  the 


kind  of  greatness  which  he  achieved  than, 
so  far  as  I  know,  could  from  any  other 
poem  in  the  language  be  obtained. — 
Trench,  Richard  Chenevix,  1868,  House¬ 
hold  Book  of  English  Poetry. 

Marvell’s  “Horatian  Ode,”  the  most 
truly  classic  in  our  language,  is  worthy 
of  its  theme.  The  same  poet’s  Elegy,  in 
parts  noble,  and  everywhere  humanly  ten¬ 
der,  is  worth  more  than  all  Carlyle’s  biog¬ 
raphy  as  a  witness  to  the  gentler  qualities 
of  the  hero,  and  of  the  deep  affection  that 
stalwart  nature  could  inspire  in  hearts  of 
truly  masculine  temper. — Lowell,  James 
Russell,  1870,  Dry  den,  Among  My  Books, 
p.  19. 

The  “Horatian  Ode  on  Cromwell’s  Re¬ 
turn  from  Ireland”  cannot  be  positively 
proved  to  be  the  work  of  Marvell.  Yet  we 
can  hardly  doubt  that  he  was  its  author. 
The  point  of  view  and  the  sentiment,  com¬ 
bining  admiration  of  Cromwell  with  re¬ 
spect  and  pity  for  Charles,  are  exactly 
his:  the  classical  form  would  be  natural 
to  him ;  and  so  would  the  philosophical 
conceit  which  disfigures  the  eleventh 
stanza.  The  epithet  “indefatigable”  ap¬ 
plied  to  Cromwell  recurs  in  a  poem  which 
is  undoubtedly  his ;  and  so  does  the  en 
phatic  expression  of  belief  that  the  her 
could  have  been  happier  in  private  life 
and  that  he  sacrificed  himself  to  the  State 
in  taking  the  supreme  command.  The 
compression  and  severity  of  style  are  not 
characteristic  of  Marvell ;  but  they  would 
be  imposed  on  him  in  this  case  by  his 
model.  If  the  ode  is  really  his,  to  take 
it  from  him  would  do  him  great  wrong. 
It  is  one  of  the  noblest  in  the  English  lan¬ 
guage,  and  worthily  presents  the  figures 
and  events  of  the  great  tragedy  as  they 
would  impress  themselves  on  the  mind  of 
an  ideal  spectator,  at  once  feeling  and 
dispassionate. — Smith,  Gold  win,  1880, 
English  Poets,  cd.  Ward,  vol.  n,  p.  383. 

The  pre-eminent  quality  of  the  poem  is 
its  art;  and  its  singular  charm  is  the  fact 
that  it  succeeds,  in  spite  of  being  artifi¬ 
cial,  in  moving  and  touching  the  springs 
of  feeling  in  an  extraordinary  degree.  It 
is  a  unique  piece  in  the  collection,  the 
one  instance  where  Marvell’s  undoubted 
genius  burned  steadily  through  a  whole 
poem.  Here  he  filed  penna  metuente  solvi. 
It  is  in  completeness  more  than  in  quality 
that  it  is  superior  to  all  his  other  work, 
but  in  quality  too  it  has  that  lurking 
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divinity  that  cannot  be  analysed  or  imi¬ 
tated.— Benson,  Arthur  Christopher, 
1896,  Essays,  p.  84. 

GENERAL 

We  still  read  Marvell’s  answer  to  Parker 
with  pleasure,  though  the  book  it  answers 
be  sunk  long  ago.— Swift,  Jonathan, 
1709,  Apology  for  a  Tale  of  a  Tub. 

.  in  those  worst  of  times, 

The  hardy  poet  raised  his  honest  rhymes 
To  dread  rebake,  and  bade  Controlment 
speak 

In  guilty  blushes  on  the  villain's  cheek ; 

Bade  Power  turn  pale,  kept  mighty  rogues 
in  awe. 

And  made  them  fear  the  Muse,  who  fear’d 
not  law. 

— Churchill,  Charles,  1764,  The  Author. 

His  pen  was  always  properly  directed, 
and  had  some  effect  upon  such  as  were 
under  no  check  or  restraint  from  any  laws 
human  or  divine.  He  hated  corruption 
more  than  he  dreaded  poverty;  and  was 
so  far  from  being  venal,  that  he  could  not 
\e  bribed  by  the  king  into  silence,  when 
e  scarce  knew  how  to  procure  a  dinner, 
lis  satires  give  us  a  higher  idea  of  his 
patriotism,  parts,  and  learning,  than  of 
his  skill  as  a  poet. — Granger,  James, 
1769-1824,  Biographical  History  of  Eng¬ 
land,  vol.  v,  p.  252. 

Charles  II.  was  a  more  polished  judge 
than  these  uncouth  critics;  and,  to  the 
credit  of  his  impartiality, — for  that  witty 
monarch  and  his  dissolute  court  was  never 
spared  by  Marvell,  who  remained  inflexible 
to  his  seduction — he  deemed  Marvell  the 
best  prose  satirist  of  the  age.  But  Mar¬ 
vell  had  other  qualities  than  the  freest 
humour  and  the  finest  wit  in  this  “newly- 
refined  art,”  which  seems  to  have  escaped 
these  grave  critics— a  vehemence  of  sol¬ 
emn  reproof,  and  an  eloquence  of  invec¬ 
tive,  that  awes  one  with  the  spirit  of  the 
modern  Junius,  and  may  give  some  notion 
of  that  more  ancient  satirist,  whose  writ¬ 
ings  are  said  to  have  so  completely  an¬ 
swered  their  design,  that,  after  perusal, 
their  victim  hanged  himself  on  the  first 
tree ;  and  in  the  present  case,  though  the 
delinquent  did  not  lay  violent  hands  on 
himself,  he  did  what,  for  an  author,  may 
be  considered  as  desperate  a  course, 
“withdraw  from  the  town,  and  cease  writ¬ 
ing  for  some  years.” — Disraeli,  Isaac, 
1812-13,  Parker  and  Marvell,  Quarrels  of 
Authors. 


The  humour  and  eloquence  of  Marvell’s 
prose  tracts  were  admired  and  probably 
imitated  by  Swift.  In  playful  exuberance 
of  figure  he  sometimes  resembles  Burke. 
For  consistency  of  principles,  it  is  not  so 
easy  to  find  his  parallel.  His  few  po¬ 
etical  pieces  betray  some  adherence  to  the 
school  of  conceit,  but  there  is  much  in  it 
that  comes  from  the  heart  warm,  pure, 
and  affectionate.  Campbell,  Thomas, 
1819,  Specimens  of  the  British  Pods. 

The  poems  of  Marvell  are,  for  the 
most  part,  productions  of  his  early  youth. 
They  have  much  of  that  over-activity  of 
fancy,  that  remoteness  of  allusion,  which 
distinguishes  the  school  of  Cowley  ;  but 
they  have  also  a  heartfelt  tenderness,  a 
childish  simplicity  of  feeling,  among  all 
their  complication  of  thought,  which 
would  atone  for  all  their  conceits,  if  con¬ 
ceit  were  indeed  as  great  an  offence 
against  poetic  nature  as  Addison  and  other 
critics  of  the  French  school  pretend. — 
Coleridge,  Hartley,  1833?  Biographia 
Borealis,  p.  63. 

Marvell  wrote  sometimes  with  more 
taste  and  feeling  than  was  usual ;  but  his 
satires  are  gross  and  stupid. — Hallam, 
Henry,  1837  39,  Introduction  to  the  Lit¬ 
erature  of  Europe ,  pt.  iv,  ch.  v.  par.  47. 

The  characteristic  of  Marvell’s  genius 
was  unquestionably  wit.  .  .  .  Though 

Marvell  was  so  great  a  master  of  wit,  and 
especially  of  that  caustic  species  which  is 
appropriate  to  satirists,  we  will  venture 
to  say  that  he  was  singularly  free  from 
many  of  the  faults  which  distinguish  that 
irritable  brotherhood.  Unsparing  and 
merciless  as  his  ridicule  is,  contemptuous 
and  ludicrous  as  are  the  lights  in  which 
he  exhibits  his  opponent;  nay,  further, 
though  his  invectives  are  not  only  often 
terribly  severe,  but  (in  compliance  with 
the  spirit  of  the  age)  often  grossly  coarse 
and  personal,  it  is  still  impossible  to  detect 
a  single  particle  of  malignity.  His  general 
tone  is  that  of  broad  laughing  banter,  or 
of  the  most  cutting  invective ;  but  he  ap¬ 
pears  equally  devoid  of  malevolence  in 
both.  .  .  .  His  Latin  poems  are 

amongst  his  best.  The  composition  often 
shows  no  contemptible  skill  in  that  lan¬ 
guage  ;  and  here  and  there  the  diction  and 
versification  are  such  as  would  not  have 
absolutely  disgraced  his  great  coadjutor, 
Milton.  In  all  the  higher  poetic  qualities 
there  can  of  course  be  no  comparison 
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between  them.  .  .  .  The  style  of  Mar¬ 
vell  is  very  unequal,  Though  often  rude 
and  unpolished,  it  abounds  in  negligent 
felicities,  presents  us  with  frequent  spec¬ 
imens  of  vigorous  idiomatic  English,  and 
now  and  then  attains  no  mean  degree  of 
elegance.  It  bears  the  stamp  of  the  revo¬ 
lution  which  was  then  passing  on  the  lan¬ 
guage  ;  it  is  a  medium  between  the  in¬ 
volved  and  periodic  structure  so  common 
during  the  former  half  of  the  century, 
and  which  is  ill  adapted  to  a  language 
possessing  so  few  inflections  as  ours,  and 
that  simplicity  and  harmony  which  were 
not  fully  attained  till  the  age  of  Addison. 
— Rogers,  Henry,  1844,  Andrew  Marvell, 
Edinburgh  Review ,  vol.  79,  pp.  92,  99, 
100. 

To  read  the  noble  ode  on  “Cromwell,’' 
in  which  such  a  generous  compliment  is 
paid  to  Charles  the  First,— the  devout  and 
beautiful  one  entitled  '  *  Bermuda,  ’  ’  and  the 
sweet  overflowing  fancies  put  into  the 
mouth  of  the  “Nymph  lamenting  the  loss 
of  her  Faun,” — and  then  to  follow  up 
their  perusal  with  some,  nay  most  of  the 
lampoons  that  were  so  formidable  to 
Charles  and  his  brother,  you  would  hardly 
think  it  possible  for  the  same  man  to  have 
written  both,  if  examples  were  not  too 
numerous  to  the  contrary.  Fortunately 
for  the  reputation  of  Marvel’s  wit,  with 
those  who  chose  to  become  acquainted 
with  it,  he  wrote  a  great  deal  better  in 
prose  than  verse,  and  the  prose  does  not 
take  the  license  of  the  verse. — Hunt, 
Leigh,  1846,  Wit  and  Humour,  p.  234. 

His  poems  possess  many  of  the  finest 
elements  of  popularity;  a  rich  profusion 
of  fancy  which  almost  dazzles  the  mind  as 
bright  colours  dazzle  the  eye  ;  an  earnest¬ 
ness  and  heartiness  which  do  not  always, 
— do  not  often  belong  to  these  flowery 
fancies,  but  which  when  found  in  their 
company  add  to  them  inexpressible  vitality 
and  savor ;  and  a  frequent  felicity  of 
phrase,  which,  when  once  read,  fixes  itself 
in  the  memory,  and  will  not  be  forgotten. 

.  .  .  His  mind  was  a  bright  garden, 

such  a  garden  as  he  has  described  so  finely, 
and  that  a  few  gaudy  weeds  should  mingle 
with  the  healthier  plants  does  but  serve 
to  prove  the  fertility  of  the  soil. — Mit- 
ford,  Mary  Russell,  1851,  Recollections 
of  a  Literary  Life ,  pp.  532,  533. 

The  genius  of  Andrew  Marvel  was  as 
varied  as  it  was  remarkable; — not  only 


was  he  a  tender  and  exquisite  poet,  but 
entitled  to  stand  facile  princeps  as  an  in¬ 
corruptible  patriot,  the  best  of  controver¬ 
sialists,  and  the  leading  prose  wit  of  Eng¬ 
land.  We  have  always  considered  his  as 
the  first  of  the  ‘‘sprightly  runnings”  of 
that  brilliant  stream  of  wit,  which  will 
carry  with  it  to  the  latest  posterity  the 
names  of  Swift,  Steele,  and  Addison. 
Before  Marvel’s  time,  to  be  witty  was  to 
be  strained,  forced,  and  conceited;  from 
him — whose  memory  consecrates  that 
cottage — wit  came  sparkling  forth,  un¬ 
touched  by  baser  matter.  It  was  worthy 
of  him;  its  main  feature  was  an  open 
clearness.  Detraction  or  jealousy  cast  no 
stain  upon  it;  he  turned  aside,  in  the 
midst  of  an  exalted  panegyric  to  Oliver 
Cromwell,  to  say  the  finest  things  that 
ever  were  said  of  Charles  I. — Hall,  Mrs. 
S.  C.,  1851,  Pilgrimages  to  English 

Shrines. 

Who  has  not  heard  of  the  political  wit 
of  Andrew  Marvell, — that  stout  “Old 
Roman”  member  for  Hull? — Hanna Y, 
James,  1857-61,  Essays  for  uThe  Quar¬ 
terly  Review ,”  p.  95. 

Marvell  appears,  in  biographic  and 
political  record,  as  a  thoroughly  manl 
person ;  and  the  same  is  the  prevailir 
character  of  his  poetic  work.  We  ol 
serve  vigorous  strenuous  lines,  a  bluff  and 
sometimes  boisterous  humour,  keen  fenc¬ 
ing-play  of  wit,  a  strong  temper,  as  ready 
to  overstate  a  prejudice  as  to  pile  a  pane¬ 
gyric  ;  often  too  a  sharp  thrill  of  tender¬ 
ness,  and  a  full  sense  and  full  power  of 
expressing  beauty. — Rossetti,  William 
Michael,  1872-78.  ed.,  Humorous  Poems , 
p.  140. 

The  Poetry  of  Marvell  can  afford  the 
largest  deductions  from  it.  It  is  ludi¬ 
crous  to  argue  that  he  was  incapable  of 
writing  what  Addision  and  Watts  did. 
He  had  more  genius  and  poetic  afflatus  in 
one  cell  of  his  compact  brain  than  the 
pair  of  them  altogether,  regarded  as 
Poets.  Wherever  you  turn,  you  are  struck 
with  the  spontaneity,  the  melody,  the 
subtle  suggestiveness,  the  underlying 
wealth,  of  these  Poems.  I  am  not  pre¬ 
pared  to  defend  all  that  is  in  the  Satires. 
There  is  coarseness,  there  is  fierceness, 
there  is  mercilessness,  .  .  .  there  is 

disregard  of  others  in  the  vehement  re¬ 
solve  to  smite  crashingly  down  high-seated 
offenders.  .  .  ,  Fundamentally,  the 
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Poetry  of  Marvell  is  .genuine  as  a  bird’s 
singing,  or  the  singing  of  the  brook  on 
its  gleaming  way  under  the  leafage. — 
Grosart,  Alexander  B.,  1872,  The  Com¬ 
plete  Poems  of  Andrew  Marvell ,  Memorial, 
Introduction,  pp.  lxiv,  lxvi. 

Andrew  Marvel  was  not  only  a  public 
man  of  mark  and  the  first  pamphleteer  of 
his  day,  but  a  lyric  and  satiric  poet.  As 
a  lyric  poet  he  still  ranks  high.  His 
range  of  subjects  and  styles  is  wide.  He 
touches  at  different  points  Herbert.  Cow- 
lev,  Waller,  Dryden,  and  the  group  of 
Lovelace  and  Suckling.  But  his  most  in¬ 
teresting  connection  is  with  Milton.  Of 
that  intellectual  lustre  which  was  produced 
by  the  union  of  classical  culture  and  an¬ 
cient  love  of  liberty  with  Puritan  enthu¬ 
siasm,  Milton  was  the  central  orb,  Mar¬ 
vell  a  satellite,  paler  yet  bright.  .  . 

As  a  poet  Marvell  is  very  unequal.  He 
has  depth  of  feeling,  descriptive  power, 
melody;  his  study  of  the  classics  could 
lot  fail  to  teach  him  form  ;  sometimes  we 

nd  in  him  an  airy  and  tender  grace  which 
reminds  us  of  the  lighter  manner  of  Mil- 
ton :  but  art  with  him  was  only  an  occa¬ 
sional  recreation,  not  a  regular  pursuit; 
he  is  often  slovenly,  sometimes  intolerably 
diffuse,  especially  when  he  is  seduced  by 
the  facility  of  the  octosyllabic  couplet. 
He  was  also  eminently  afflicted  with  the 
gift  of  “wit”  or  ingenuity,  much  prized 
in  his  day.  His  conceits  vie  with  those 
of  Donne  or  Cowley.  .  .  .  The  Satires 

in  their  day  were  much  admired  and 
feared :  they  are  now  for  the  most  part 
unreadable. — Smith,  Gold  win,  1880,  Eng- 
lish  Poets,  ed.  Ward,  vol.  n,  pp.  380, 
382,  383. 

Is,  no  doubt,  as  Hazlitt  says,  a  true 
poet,  but  who  as  a  poet  is  not  worthy  to 
untie  the  shoe  strings  of  the  authors  of 
“The  Litany,”  “The  Rapture,”  and  “The 
Flaming  Heart.  Saintsdury,  George, 
1887,  History  of  Elizabethan  Literature, 
p.  360. 

His  exquisite  garden-poems,  distin¬ 
guished  for  their  rich  imagery  and  their 
loyal  study  of  nature.  .  .  .  Marvell 

had  learned  the  secret  of  the  distich. — 
Gosse,  Edmund,  1888,  A  History  of  Eight¬ 
eenth  Century  Literature ,  1660-1780,  pp. 
28,  29. 

He  used  a  sharp  pen  in  controversy  and 
wrote  many  pamphlets,  some  of  which 
even  now  might  serve  as  models  for 


incisive  speech  ;  he  was  witty  with  the  wit¬ 
tiest  ;  was  caustic,  humorous  ;  his  pages 
adrip  with  classicisms;  and  he  had  a  deli¬ 
cacy  of  raillery  that  amused,  and  a  power 
of  logic  that  smote  heavily,  where  blows 
were  in  order. — Mitchell,  Donald  G., 
1890,  English  Lands  Letters  and  Kings, 
From  Elizabeth  to  Anne,  p.  190. 

Marvell  holds  a  unique  place  in  the 
seventeenth  century.  He  stands  at  the 
parting  of  the  ways,  between  the  extrava¬ 
gancies  of  the  lyrical  Jacobeans  on  the 
one  hand,  and  the  new  formalism  initiated 
by  Waller  on  the  other.  He  is  not  unaf¬ 
fected  by  either  influence.  The  modish 
handling  of  the  decasyllable  couplet  is 
very  marked  here  and  there.  .  -  . 

Marvell  is  a  Puritan;  but  his  spirit  has 
not  entered  the  prison-house, nor  has  the 
key  turned  on  it  there.  He  is  a  poet  still, 
such  as  there  has  been  few  in  any  age. 
The  lyric  gift  of  Herrick  he  has  not, 
nor  Donne’s  incomparable  subtlety  and 
intensity  of  emotion  ;  but  for  imaginative 
power,  for  decent  melody,  for  that  self- 
restraint  of  phrase  which  is  the  fair  half 
of  art,  he  must  certainly  hold  high  rank 
among  his  fellows.  The  clear  sign  of  this 
self-restraint  is  his  mastery  over  the  oc¬ 
tosyllable  couplet.  ...  1  must  needs 

see  in  Marvell  something  of  a  nature- 
philosophy  strangely  anticipative  of 
George  Meredith.  For  the  one,  as  for 
the  other,  complete  absorption  in  nature, 
the  unreserved  abandonment  of  self  to 
the  skyey  influences,  is  the  really  true  and 
sanative  wisdom.— Chambers,  Edmund  K., 
1892,  The  Academy,  vol.  42,  p.  230. 

Marvell’s  literary  work  is  remarkable 
for  its  variety.  In  his  own  age  his  repu¬ 
tation  rested  mainly  on  his  pamphlets, 
which  have  ceased  to  be  read  since  the 
controversies  which  gave  rise  to  them 
have  been  forgotten.  ...  To  the 
generation  which  immediately  succeeded 
Marvell  he  seems  to  have  been  best  known 
as  a  political  satirist ;  and  the  number  of 
pieces  ascribed  to  him  in  “Poems  on  State 
Affairs”  and  similar  collections  is  evi¬ 
dence  of  his  celebrity.  But  his  satires, 
like  the  pamphlets,  are  essentially  of 
temporary  interest,  and  are  mainly  of  his¬ 
torical  value.  They  are  full  of  allusions 
unintelligible  without  a  commentary,  and 
so  personal  that  they  frequently  become 
mere  lampoons.  The  vice  he  attacks 
loses  none  of  its  grossness  in  the  verses. 
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Moreover,  his  lines  are  hasty  and  rough- 
hewn,  and  in  employing  the  heroic  couplet 
Marvell  is  never  completely  master  of  his 
instrument.  Yet  despite  these  defects 
there  is  much  both  in  his  satires  and  pam¬ 
phlets  which  still  amuses;  a  gift  of 
humorous  exaggeration  which  suggests 
Sydney  Smith,  and  an  irony  which  occa¬ 
sionally  recalls  Swift. — Firth,  C.  H., 
1893,  Dictionary  of  National  Biography, 
vol.  xxxvi,  p.  330. 

Deser%'es  much  more  regard  for  his 
poetry  than  is  generally  allotted  him. 
.  .  .  His  poetry  shows  two  very  differ¬ 

ent  aspects.  Prior  to  the  Restoration  it 
is  mostly  lyrical,  and  reveals  a  fine  feel¬ 
ing  for  Nature  with  Wordsworthian 
touches;  after  that  event  it  is  satirical 
on  the  subject  of  vice  and  tyranny  in 
Church  and  State,  and  occasionally  as 
fierce,  and  even  as  coarse,  as  the  invec¬ 
tives  of  Juvenal.  It  was  Marvell's  style 
of  satire,  the  regular  heroic  couplet,  that 
Dryden  adopted,  in  preference  to  Donne's 
or  Butler’s.  His  ablest  satires  are  “Last 
Instructions  to  a  Painter,”  and  “The 
Character  of  Holland;”  of  his  lyrical 
pieces,  “The  Emigrants  in  the  Bermudas,  ” 
“Thoughts  in  a  Garden,”  and  the  girl’s 
lament  for  her  dead  fawn  are  exquisite 
examples.— Rouertson,  J.  Logie,  1894, 
A  History  of  English  Literature,  p.  190. 

In  the  style  of  Marvell’s  prose,  as  in 
the  style  of  his  satiric  couplets,  there  are 
the  marks  of  hesitation  between  two  dif¬ 
ferent  manners.  He  is  sometimes  clear, 
quick,  and  succinct,  sometimes  he  falls 
back  into  the  heavier  manner  of  the  older 
writers.  '  His  vocabulary  is  various.  His 
practice  on  “Bayes”  involved  a  good  deal 
of  slang;  his  satiric  medley  is  dashed 
with  a  number  of  spices  from  different 
languages,  even  from  the  Malay.  He 
uses,  without  distress,  the  heavier  Latin 
armoury.— Ker,  W.  P.,  1894,  English 
Prose,  ed.  Craik,  vol.  in,  p.  34. 

Marvell  was  a  party  man,  and  the  esti¬ 
mate  formed  of  his  political  writings  and 
their  justification  will  always  differ  ac¬ 
cording  to  the  private  opinions  of  the 
critic.— Buxton,  Travers,  1896,  Marvell , 
The  Gentleman's  Magazine,  vol.  281,  p.  570. 

One  of  the  most  original  poets  of  the 
Stuart  period,  the  new  tentative  features 
of  the  age  in  poetry,  again,  are  clearly 
marked.  The  lyrical  work  belonging  to  his 
early  life  has  often  passages  of  imaginative 


quality,  equally  strong  and  delicate.  If 
we  exclude  Milton,  no  one  of  that  time 
touches  sweeter  or  nobler  lyrical  notes; 
hut  he  is  singularly  unequal ;  he  flies  high, 
but  is  not  long  on  the  wing.  The  char¬ 
acteristic  Elizabethan  smoothness  of  un¬ 
broken  melody  was  now  failing ;  the  fanci¬ 
ful  style  of  Donne,  the  seventeenth  cent¬ 
ury  concetti,  seized  on  Marvell  too  strongly, 
and  replaced  in  him  the  earlier  mytho¬ 
logical  landscape  characteristic  of  the 
Renaissance. — Palcrave,  Francis  Tur¬ 
ner,  1896,  Landscape  in  Poetry,  p.  154. 

The  poet  of  spicy  gardens  and  seques¬ 
tered  fields  seen  through  the  haze  of  dawn 
is  gone,  not  like  the  Scholar  Gipsy  to  the 
high  lonely  wood  or  the  deserted  lasher, 
but  has  stepped  down  to  jostle  with  the 
foulest  and  most  venal  of  mankind.  He 
becomes  a  satirist,  and  a  satirist  of  the 
coarsest  kind.  His  pages  are  crowded 
with  filthy  pictures  and  revolting  images; 
the  leaves  cannot  be  turned  over  so 
quickly  but  some  lewd  epithet  or  vile  real¬ 
ism  prints  itself  on  the  eye.  His  apolo 
gists  have  said  that  it  is  nothing  but  th 
overflowing  indignation  of  a  noble  mil 
when  confronted  with  the  hideous  vices 
a  corrupt  court  and  nation  ;  that  this  deep- 
seated  wrath  is  but  an  indication  of  the 
fervid  idealistic  nature  of  the  man;  that 
the  generous  fire  that  warmed  in  the 
poems,  consumed  in  the  satires;  that  the 
true  moralist  does  not  condone  but  con¬ 
demn.  To  this  we  would  answer  that  it 
is  just  conceivable  that  a  satirist  may  be 
primarily  occupied  by  an  immense  moral 
indignation,  and  no  doubt  that  indignation 
must  bear  a  certain  part  in  all  satires; 
but  it  is  not  the  attitude  of  a  hopeful  or 
generous  soul.  .  .  .  We  cannot  but 

grieve  when  we  see  a  poet  over  whose  feet 
the  stream  has  flowed,  turn  back  from  the 
brink  and  make  the  great  denial ;  whether 
from  the  secret  consciousness  of  aridity, 
the  drying  of  the  fount  of  song,  or  from 
the  imperious  temptations  of  the  busy,  or¬ 
dinary  world  we  cannot  say.  Somehow 
we  have  lost  our  poet.  It  seems  that, 
Just  for  a  handful  of  silver  he  left  us 
Just  for  a  ribbon  to  stick  in  his  coat. 

And  the  singer  of  an  April  mood,  who 
might  have  bloomed  year  after  year  in 
young  and  ardent  hearts,  is  buried  in  the 
dust  of  politics,  in  the  valley  of  dead 
bones.— Benson,  Arthur  Christopher, 
1896,  Essay sf  pp.  87,  95. 
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Thomas  Hobbes 

1588-1679 

Born,  at  Westport,  Wilts,  5  April  1588.  At  school  at  Westport,  1592-96 ;  thence 
to  Malmesbury,  1596,  and  afterwards  at  another  school  at  Westport.  To  Magdalen 
Hall,  Oxford,  1603;  B.A.,  5  Feb.  1608.  Tutor  and  secretary  to  William  Cavendish, 
son  of  first  Earl  of  Devonshire,  1608-28;  travelled  abroad  with  him,  1610.  Travelling 
tutor  to  son  of  Sir  Gervase  Clifton,  1629-31.  Tutor  to  third  Earl  of  Devonshire, 
1631-40.  Travelled  abroad  with  him,  1634-37.  Fled  to  Paris  at  meeting  of  Ixmg  Par¬ 
liament,  Nov.  1640.  Remained  there  till  1651,  when  he  retreated  to  England  in  con¬ 
sequence  of  complications  caused  by  publication  of  “Leviathan. ”  Resumed  post  of 
secretary  to  Earl  of  Devonshire,  1663.  Pension  of  £100  from  Charles  II.  at  Restora¬ 
tion.  Lived  in  London  till  1675 ;  remainder  of  life  spent  at  country  seats  of  Earl  of 
Devonshire.  Died,  at  Hardwick,  Derbyshire,  4  Dec.  1679.  Buried  in  Ilault  Iluck- 
nall  Church.  Works:  “De  Mirabilibus  Pecci”  [1636?];  “Elementorum  Philosophize 
sectio  tertia  de  Cive”  (under  initials:  T.  H.),  1642;  “Tractatus  Opticus”  (inMer- 
eenne's  “Cogitata  Physico-Mathematica”),  1644;  “Humane  Nature,”  1650;“DeCor- 
pore Politico, ”  1650;  “Epistle  toDavenant, ”  1651;  “Leviathan,”  1651 ;  “Of  Liberty 
and  Necessity,”  1654;  “Elementorum  Philosophize  sectio  prima  de  Corpore,”  1655; 
“A  Briefe  of  the  Art  of  Rhetorique”  (anon.),  [1655?];  “Questions  concerning  Lib¬ 
erty,  Necessity  and  Chance,”  1656;  “Sny^at  ’Ayetu^rpia?”  1657 ;  “Elementorum  Phil¬ 
osophize  sectio  secunda  de  Homine,”  1658;  “Examinatio  et  Emendatio  Mathematicae 
odiernae,”  1660;  “Dialogus  Physicus,”  1661;  “Problemata  Physica,”  1662;  “Mr. 
obbes  considered,”  1662;  “De  Principiis  et  Ratiocinatione  Geometrarum, ”  1666; 
iuadratura  Circuli,”  1669;  “Rosetum  Geometricum,”  1671;  Three  Papers  pre- 
nted  to  the  Royal  Society  attacking  Dr.  Wallis,  1671;  “Lux  Mathematica”  (under 
itials:  R.  R.),  1672;  “Principa  et  Problemata  aliquot  Geometrica”  (under  initials; 
H.),  1674;  “Decameron  Physiologicum, ”  1678;  “Behemoth”  (written,  and  sup¬ 
pressed,  1668),  privately  published,  1679;  publicly  (under  initials:  T.  H.),  1680; 
“Vita,  authore  seipso, ”  1679.  Posthumous:  “ An  Historical  Narration  concerning 
Heresie,”  1680;  “T.  H.  Malmesb.  Vita”  (in  “Vitae  Hobbianae  Auctarium”),  1681; 
“Dialogue  between  a  Philosopher  and  a  Student  of  the  Common  Law,”  1681;  “An 
Answer  to  .  .  .  “The  Catching  of  the  Leviathan,”  1682 ;  “Hobbes’s  Tripos,” 

1684;  “HistoriaEcclesiastica,  ”  1688.  He  translated :  “Thucydides,”  1629  ;  Homer’s 
“Iliad  and  Odyssey, ”  1675.  Collected  Works:  “Opera  Philosophica,”  1668;  “Moral 
and  Political  Works,”  ed.  by  J.  Campbell,  1750;  Complete  Works,  ed.  by  Sir  W. 
Molesworth  (16  vols),  1839-45.  Life:  by  G.  C.  Robertson,  1886. — Sharp,  R.  FaR- 
QUHarson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  133. 

personal  Chancellor  Bacon  in  his  “History  of  Life 

In  his  youth  unhealthy  ;  of  an  ill  yel-  and  Death”  calles  a  goose-skin,  i.  e.  of  a 
lowish  complexion:  wett  in  his  feet,  and  wide  texture.  .  .  .  Face  not  very 


trod  both  his  shoes  the  same  way. 

From  forty,  or  better,  he  grew  healthier, 
and  then  he  had  a  fresh,  ruddy,  complex¬ 
ion.  He  was  sanguineo-melancholicus ; 
which  the  physiologers  say  is  the  most  in- 
geniose  complexion.  He  would  say  that 
“There  might  be  good  witts  of  all  com¬ 
plexions ;  but  good-natured,  impossible.” 
Head .  In  his  old  age  he  was  very  bald 
(which  claymed  a  veneration) ;  yet  within 
dore,  he  used  to  study,  and  sitt,  bare¬ 
headed,  and  sayd  he  never  tooke  cold  in 
his  head,  but  that  the  greatest  trouble 
was  to  keepe-off  the  flies  from  pitching 
on  the  baldness.  ...  His  akin  was 
soft  and  of  that  kind  which  my  Lord 


great ;  ample  forehead  ;  whiskers  yellow¬ 
ish-reddish,  which  naturally  turned  up— 
which  is  a  6igne  of  a  brisque  witt.  .  .  . 
He  had  a  good  eie,  and  that  of  a  hazell 
colour,  which  was  full  of  life  and  spirit, 
even  to  the  last.  When  he  was  earnest  in 
discourse,  there  shone  (as  it  were)  a 
bright  live-coale  within  it.  He  had  two 
kind  of  looks: — when  he  laugh’t,  was 
witty,  and  in  a  merry  humour,  one  could 
scarce  see  his  eies ;  by  and  by,  when  he 
was  serious  and  positive,  he  ope’nd  his 
eies  round.  ...  He  was  six  foote 
high,  and  something  better  (quaere  James 
[Wheldon]),  and  went  indifferently  erect, 
or  rather,  considering  his  great  age,  very 
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erect.— Audrey,  John,  1669-96,  Brief 
Lives,  cd.  Clark,  vol.  I,  pp.  347,  348,  349. 

He  fell  sick  about  the  middle  of  October 
last.  His  disease  was  the  strangury,  and 
the  physitians  judged  it  incurable  by  rea¬ 
son  of  his  great  age  and  naturall  decay. 
About  the  20th  of  November,  my  Lord 
being  to  remove  from  Chatsworth  to 
Hardwick,  Mr.  Hobbes  would  not  be  left 
behind;  and  therefore  with  a  fether  bed 
laid  into  the  coach,  upon  which  he  lay 
warmo  clade,  he  was  conveyed  safely,  and 
was  in  appearance  as  well  after  that  little 
journey  as  before  it.  Hut  seven  or  eight 
days  after,  his  whole  right  side  was  taken 
with  the  dead  palsy,  and  at  the  same  time 
he  was  made  specchlesse.  Hojived  after 
this  seven  days,  taking  very  little  nourish¬ 
ment,  slept  well,  and  by  intervalls  en¬ 
deavoured  to  speake,  but  could  not.  In 
the  whole  time  of  his  sicknesse  ho  was 
free  from  fever.  He  seemed  therefore  to 
dye  rather  for  want  of  the  fuell  of  life 
(which  was  spent  in  him)  and  meer  weak- 
nesse  and  decay,  then  by  the  power  of  his 
disease,  which  was  thought  to  be  onely  an 
effect  of  his  age  and  weaknesse.  He  was 
born  the  5th  of  April!,  in  the  year  1588, 
and  died  the  4th  of  December,  1679.  He 
was  put  into  a  wollen  shroud  and  coffin, 
which  was  covered  with  a  white  sheet, 
and  upon  that  a  black  herse  cloth,  and  so 
carryed  upon  men’s  shoulders,  a  little  mile 
to  church.  The  company,  consisting  of 
the  family  and  neighbours  that  came  to 
his  funerall,  and  attended  him  to  his 
grave,  were  very  handsomely  entertained 
with  wine,  burned  and  raw,  cake,  biscuit, 
etc.  He  was  buried  in  the  parish  church 
of  Hault  Hucknall,  close  adjoining  to  the 
raileof  the  monument  of  the  grandmother 
of  the  present  earle  of  Devonshire,  with 
the  service  of  the  Church  of  England  by 
the  minister  of  the  parish.  It  is  intended 
to  cover  his  grave  with  a  stone  of  black 
marble  as  soon  as  it  can  be  got  ready, 
with  a  plain  inscription  of  his  name,  the 
place  of  his  birth,  and  the  time  of  that 
and  of  his  death. — Wheldon,  James, 
1679,  Letter  to  John  Aubrey ,  Jan.  16,  Au¬ 
brey’s  Brief  Lives,  ed.  Clark,  vol.  i,  p.  382. 

I  have  cursorily  looked  over  Mr.  Hobbs 
his  life  in  Latine  which  I  beleeve  will  be 
a  very  vendible  booke  both  here  and  be¬ 
yond  sea,  for  ther  is  noe  lover  of  learning 
but  will  have  the  curiosity  to  be  particu¬ 
larly  informed  of  the  life  of  soe  eminent 


a  person.  And  truly  the  reading  of  it 
wase  very  satisfactory  to  me,  for  in  my 
apprehension  it  is  very  well  writ,  but  I 
cou’d  have  wish’d  the  author  had  more 
dilated  upon  some  particulars;  and  be¬ 
cause  you  intimate  a  designe  to  publish  it 
in  English  I  shall  hint  to  you  that  the  au¬ 
thor  of  the  life  in  Latine  hath  either  not 
taken  notice  of  at  all,  or  too  slightingly, 
some  things  very  remarkeable,  relating  to 
the  temper  of  Mr.  Hobbs  his  mind  or  to 
the  infirmity  of  his  body,  as  his  extraor¬ 
dinary  timorusness  which  he  himself  in  his 
Latine  poem  doth  very  ingeniously  confess 
and  attributes  it  to  the  influence  of  his 
mother's  dread  of  the  Spanish  invasion  in 
88.  she  being  then  with  child  of  him. 
And  I  have  been  informed,  I  think  by  your¬ 
self,  that  Mr.  Hobbs  wase  for  several 
yeares  before  he  died  soe  paralyticall  tha 
he  was  scarce  able  to  write  his  name,  anc 
that  in  the  absence  of  his  amenuensis  not 
being  able  to  write  anything  he  made 
scrawls  on  a  piece  of  paper  to  remind  him 
of  the  conceptions  of  hi3  mind  he  design’d 
to  have  committed  to  writing.  But  the 
author  of  his  life  in  Latine  only  sa(i)th 
that  about  60  yearse  of  age  he  wase  taken 
with  a  trembling  in  his  hands,  the  fore¬ 
runner  of  the  palsy ;  which  in  my  appre¬ 
hension  deserves  to  be  enlarg’d  upon,  for 
it  is  very  prodigious  that  neither  the  tim¬ 
orousness  of  his  nature  from  his  infancy, 
nor  the  decay  of  his  vital  heat  in  the  ex¬ 
tremity  of  old  age,  accompagnied  with 
the  palsy  to  that  violence,  should  not 
have  chill’d  the  briske  fervour  and  vigour 
of  his  mind,  which  did  wonderfully  con¬ 
tinue  to  him  to  his  last. — Hatton,  Hon. 
Charles,  c  1681-2,  Letter  to  William 
Crooke,  Aubrey’s  Britf  Lives,  ed.  Clark, 
vol.  i,  p.  390. 

Mr.  Joyner  says  that  Mr.  Hobbs  used  to 
say,  that  Mr.  Selden  understood  nothing 
of  mathematicks ;  which  Mr.  Selden  being 
informed  of,  he  replyed,  that  if  Mr. 
Hobbs  understood  no  more  mathematicks 
than  he  did  law,  he  understood  nothing  at 
all  of  them.  And  indeed  Mr.  Selden  had 
such  a  mean  opinion  of  that  Malmsbury 
philosopher,  that  he  used  to  say,  All  com¬ 
ers  were  welcome  to  kis  table,  but  Tho. 
Hobbes  and  one  Rossingham. — Hearne, 
Thomas,  1705,  Reliquiee  Hearniance,  ed. 
Bliss,  Nov.  17,  vol.  i,  p.  58. 

Hobbs  seems  not  to  have  been  very 
amiable  in  his  life ;  he  was  certainly 
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incapable  of  true  friendship,  for  the  same 
cowardice,  or  false  principle,  which  could 
instigate  him  to  abandon  truth,  would  like¬ 
wise  teach  him  to  sacrifice  his  friend  to 
his  own  safety.  When  young,  he  was 
voluptuous,  when  old,  peevish,  destitute 
alike  of  resolution  and  honour.  However 
high  his  powers,  his  character  is  mean,  he 
flattered  the  prevailing  follies,  he  gave  up 
virtue  to  fashion,  and  if  he  can  be  pro¬ 
duced  as  a  miracle  of  learning,  he  can 
never  be  ranked  with  those  venerable 
names,  who  have  added  virtue  to  erudition, 
and  honour  to  genius;  who  have  illumi 
nated  the  world  by  their  knowledge,  and 
reformed  it  by  example. — Cibber,  Theo- 
philus,  1753,  Lives  of  the  Poets ,  vol.  li,  p. 
215. 

His  greatest  imperfection  was  a  mon¬ 
strous  egotism  —the  fate  of  those  who 
concentrate  all  their  observations  in  their 
own  individual  feelings.  There  are  minds 
which  may  think  too  much,  by  conversing 
.oo  little  with  books  and  men.  Hobbes 
exulted  he  had  read  little;  he  had  not 
more  than  half-a-dozen  books  about  him; 
hence  he  always  saw  things  in  his  own 
way,  and  doubtless  this  was  the  cause  of 
his  mania  for  disputation.  .  .  .  His 

little  qualities  were  the  errors  of  his  own 
selfish  philosophy;  his  great  ones  were 
those  of  nature.  He  was  a  votary  to  his 
studies:  he  avoided  marriage,  to  which  he 
was  inclined;  and  refused  place  and 
wealth,  which  he  might  have  enjoyed,  for 
literary  leisure.  He  treated  with  philo¬ 
sophic  pleasantry  his  real  contempt  of 
money.  His  health  and  his  studies  were 
the  sole  objects  of  his  thoughts;  and  not¬ 
withstanding  that  panic  which  so  often 
disturbed  them,  he  wrote  and  published 
beyond  his  ninetieth  year.  He  closes  the 
metrical  history  of  his  life  with  more  dig¬ 
nity  than  he  did  his  life  itself ;  for  his 
mind  seems  always  to  have  been  greater 
than  his  actions. — Disraeli,  Isaac.  1812- 
13,  Hobbes  f  Quarrels  of  Authors. 

After  the  Restoration  Charles  II  treated 
the  philosopher  with  personal  friendship, 
and  gave  him  a  pension.  But  the  publi¬ 
cation  of  the  ‘  ‘  Behemoth, '  ’  an  historic  dia¬ 
logue  in  which  Hobbes  represented  the 
occurrences  of  the  last  ten  years  from  his 
own  point  of  view,  was  forbidden  by  the 
King.  For  Hobbes  stood  in  open  antag¬ 
onism  to  the  religious  ideas  as  they  had 
taken  form  after  the  Restoration.  As 


formerly  the  Presybterian  Parliament  un¬ 
der  Cromwell,  so  now  also  the  Anglican 
Parliament  threatened  him  with  religious 
censure.  From  the  two  universities, 
which  he  had  wished  fundamentally  to  re¬ 
form,  he  met  with  bitter  hostility.  Into 
the  Royal  Society,  of  which  ho  approved, 
lie  still  could  not  gain  admittance; 
amongst  its  members  also  his  paradoxes 
and  violence  had  made  him  enemies.  The 
King  once  remarked,  Hobbes’  hand  is 
against  every  man,  and  every  man’s  hand 
against  him.  Hobbes  found  a  refuge  in 
the  family  of  Cavendish,  Earl  of  Devon¬ 
shire,  to  which  he  had  for  many  years 
been  attached.  His  books  are  for  the 
most  part  dedicated  to  one  or  other  of  its 
members;  he  accompanied  them  to  their 
country  houses,  for  instance  to  Chats- 
worth ;  therein  the  morning  he  took  long 
walks  over  the  neighbouring  hills,  in  the 
afternoon  he  buried  himself  in  his  studies; 
he  was  supplied  with  all  that  he  wanted, 
tobacco  and  lights,  and  then  left  alone. 
Hobbes  attained  the  greatest  age  that  na¬ 
ture  grants  to  man;  still  every  year  he 
published  something.  But  even  in  the 
Cavendish  family  he  was  looked  upon  as 
an  eccentric  character  whose  opinions  no 
one  shared. — Ranke,  Leopold  Von,  1875, 
A  History  of  England ,  vol.  ill,  ]).  575. 

The  infinite  complexity  of  human  life  is 
stretched  on  the  Procrustean  bed  of  sim¬ 
plicity,  and  truth  is  thereby  sacrificed  to 
system.  Beginning  from  inadequate  prem- 
mises,  unable  or  unwilling  to  credit  hu¬ 
man  nature  with  social  as  well  as  with 
self-regarding  instincts,  he  is  forced  by 
the  very  self-consistency  of  his  logical  in¬ 
tellect  into  conclusions  that  prove  to  be 
irreconcilable  with  the  facts  of  a  more 
universal  experience.  In  these  respects 
Hobbes  resembles  Bentham,  as  in  his  cyn¬ 
ical  pessimism  he  resembles  La  Rochefou¬ 
cauld.  His  genius  and  tone  of  feeling 
have  been  compared  with  Swift,  but  there 
appears  to  us  to  be  more  point  in  the 
contrast  than  in  the  comparison,  for 
Swift’s  temperament  was  passionate,  and 
his  blood  red-hot,  while  Hobbes  is  always 
phlegmatic  and  cold.  The  one  despises, 
the  other  hates.  Hobbes’  adversaries  are 
cut  asunder  as  with  a  steel  edge,  Swift’s 
are  burnt  up  as  with  a  consuming  fire. 
Nowhere  in  the  former’s  life  do  we  come 
across  a  Stella  or  a  Vanessa,  nor,  even  if 
all  Hobbes’  private  papers  had  come 
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down  to  us,  should  we  have  been  likely  to 
discover  such  an  entry  as  this  of  Swift’s : 
“Only  a  woman’s  hair.”  It  would  be 
difficult  to  quote  any  trait  from  his  biog¬ 
raphies  more  characteristic  of  him  than 
his  selection  of  his  own  monumental  in¬ 
scription:  “This  is  the  true  philosopher’s 
stone.’’ — TIoare,  II.  W.f  1884,  Thomas 
Hobbes ,  Fortnightly  Review ,  vol.  42,  p.  236. 

LEVIATHAN 

1751 

To  my  booksellers  for  “Ilobb’s  Levia¬ 
than, ’’  which  is  now  mightily  called  for; 
and  what  was  heretofore  sold  for  8s.,  I 
now  give  21s.  at  the  second  hand,  and  is 
sold  for  30s.,  it  being  a  book  the  bishops 
will  not  let  be  printed  again. — PEPYS, 
Samuel,  1668,  Diary,  Sept.  3rd. 

The  manner  of  writing  which  booke  (he 
told  me)  was  thus.  He  walked  much  and 
contemplated,  and  he  had  in  the  head  of 
his  stali'e  a  pen  and  inke-horne,  carried 
alwayes  a  note-booke  in  .his  pocket,  and 
as  soon  as  a  thought  darted,  he  presently 
entred  it  into  his  booke,  or  otherwise  he 
might  perhaps  have  lost  it.  He  had 
drawne  the  designe  of  the  booke  into 
chapters,  etc.,  so  he  knew  whereabout  it 
would  come  in.  Aubrey,  John,  1669 
96,  Brief  Lives,  ed.  Clark,  vol.  I,  p.  334. 

Few  books  have  occasioned  more  or 
fiercer  controversy  than  this  production  of 
the  philosopher  of  Malmsbury.  It  is  an 
able,  learned,  but  most  paradoxical  and 
irreligious  performance.  Its  principles 
would  justify  all  social  disorder  and  all 
impiety.  But  the  scales  of  the  Leviathan 
are  very  hard  to  penetrate,  and  have  in¬ 
jured  most  of  the  weapons  which  have 
been  tried  upon  it.  Lord  Clarendon  “sur¬ 
veyed”  it,  and  Bishop  Bramhall  endeav¬ 
oured  to  " catch  ”  it ;  but  the  monster 
still  lived,  exercising  the  ingenuity  and 
courage  of  many  a  successive  combatant. 
The  most  formidable  of  his  antagonists 
were — Cumberland,  in  his  work  “De  Legi- 
bus  Naturae,”  and  Cudworth,  in  the  “In¬ 
tellectual  System.”— Orme,  William, 
1830,  The  Life  and  Times  of  Richard 
Baxter ,  p.  704.,  note . 

One  corner  of  his  library  was  filled  with 
a  strange  company  of  antiquated  books  of 
orthodox  type;  this  he  called  “the  con¬ 
demned  cell.”  When  looking  at  the 
“strange  bedfellows”  that  slept  on  the 
shelves,  the  writer  asked  Huxley  what 


author  had  most  influenced  a  style  whose 
clearness  and  vigour,  nevertheless,  seems 
unborrowed ;  and  he  at  once  named  the 
masculine  and  pellucid  “Leviathan”  of 
Hobbes.— Clodd,  Edward,  1897,  Pioneers 
of  Evolution,  p.  241. 

POETRY 

Hobbes  could  construe  a  Greek  author ; 
but  his  skill  in  words  must  have  been  all 
derived  from  the  dictionary  :  for  he  seems 
not  to  have  known,  that  any  one  articulate 
sound  could  be  more  agreeable,  or  any  one 
phrase  more  dignified,  than  any  other, 
in  his  Iliad  and  Odyssey,  even  when  he 
hits  the  author’s  sense  (which  is  not  al¬ 
ways  the  case),  ho  proves,  by  his  choice 
of  words,  that  of  harmony,  elegance,  or 
energy  of  style,  he  had  no  manner  of  con¬ 
ception.  And  hence  that  work,  though 
called  a  Translation  of  Homer,  does  not 
even  deserve  the  name  of  poem ;  because 
it  is  in  every  respect  unpleasing,  being 
nothing  more  than  a  fictitious  narrative 
delivered  in  mean  prose,  with  the  addi¬ 
tional  meanness  of  harsh  rhyme  and  un 
tuneable  measure.  —  Beattie,  James 
1776-9,  Essays  on  Poetry  and  Music,  p. 
239. 

Hobbes’s  clearness  and  aptness  of  ex¬ 
pression,  the  effect  of  which  is  like  that 
of  reading  a  book  with  a  good  light,  never 
forsake  him — not  even  in  that  most  singu¬ 
lar  performance,  his  version  of  Homer, 
where  there  is  scarcely  a  trace  of  ability 
of  any  other  kind.  There  are  said  to  be 
only  two  lines  in  that  work  in  which  he  is 
positively  poetical.  .  .  .  For  the 

most  part,  indeed,  Hobbes’s  Iliad  and 
Odyssey  are  no  better  than  travesties  of 
Ilomer’s,  the  more  ludicrous  as  being  un¬ 
designed  and  unconscious.  Never  was 
there  a  more  signal  revenge  than  that 
which  Hobbes  afforded  to  imagination  and 
poetry  over  his  own  unbelieving  and 
scoffing  philosophism  by  the  publication 
of  this  work.  It  was  almost  as  if  the 
man  born  blind,  who  had  all  his  lifetime 
been  attempting  to  prove  that  the  sense 
which  he  himself  wanted  was  no  sense  at 
all,  and  that  that  thing,  color,  which  it 
professed  peculiarly  to  discern,  was  a 
mere  delusion,  should  have  himself  pt  last 
taken  the  painter’s  brush  and  pallet  in 
hand,  and  attempted,  in  confirmation  of 
his  theory,  to  produce  a  picture  by  the 
mere  senses  of  touch,  taste,  smell,  and 
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hearing. — CRAIK,  George  L.,  1861,  .4 
Compendious  History  of  English  Litera¬ 
ture  and  of  the  English  Language,  vol  11, 
pp.  123,  124. 

His  verse  is  a  mere  curiosity,  though  a 
considerable  curiosity.  The  chief  of  it 
(the  translation  of  Homer  written  in  the 
quartrain,  which  his  friend  Davenant’s 
“Gondibert”  had  made  popular)  is  com¬ 
pletely  lacking  in  poetical  quality,  of 
which,  perhaps,  no  man  ever  had  less  than 
Hobbes;  and  it  is  written  on  a  bad  model. 
But  it  has  so  much  of  the  nervous  bull-dog 
strength  which,  in  literature  if  not  in  life, 
was  Hobbes’s  main  characteristic,  that  it 
is  sometimes  both  a  truer  and  a  better 
representative  of  the  original  than  some 
very  mellifluous  and  elegant  renderings. 
— Saintsbury,  George,  1887,  History  of 
Elizabethan  Literature ,  p.  350. 

GENERAL 

He  thought  interest  and  fear  were  the 

ief  principles  of  society ;  and  he  put  all 

^rality  in  the  following  that  which  was 
our  own  private  will  or  advantage.  He 
thought  religion  had  no  other  foundation 
than  the  laws  of  the  land.  And  he  put 
all  the  law  in  the  will  of  the  prince,  or  of 
the  people;  for  he  writ  his  book  at  first 
in  favour  of  absolute  monarchy,  but  turned 
it  afterwards  to  gratify  the  republican 
party.  These  were  his  true  principles, 
though  he  had  disguised  them  for  deceiv¬ 
ing  unwary  readers.  And  this  set  of 
notions  came  to  spread  much.  The  nov¬ 
elty  and  boldness  of  them  set  many  on 
reading  them.  The  impiety  of  them  was 
acceptable  to  men  of  corrupt  minds,  which 
were  but  too  much  prepared  to  receive 
them  by  the  extravagances  of  the  late 
times. —Burnet,  Gilbert,  1715-34,  His¬ 
tory  of  My  Oum  Times ,  vol.  i 

No  English  author  in  that  age  was 
more  celebrated  both  abroad  and  at  home 
than  HobbeB:  in  our  time  he  is  much 
neglected  :  a  lively  instance  how  precari¬ 
ous  all  reputations  founded  on  reasoning 
and  philosophy !  .  .  .  Hobbes’3  poli¬ 

tics  are  fitted  only  to  promote  tyranny, 
and  his  ethics  to  encourage  licentiousness. 
Though  an  enemy  to  religion  he  partakes 
nothing  of  the  spirit  of  scepticism;  but 
is  as  positive  and  dogmatical  as  if  human 
reason,  and  his  reason  in  particular,  could 
attain  a  thorough  conviction  in  these  sub¬ 
jects.  Clearness  and  propriety  of  style 


are  the  chief  excellencies  of  Hobbes’s 
writings.  -Hume,  David,  1762,  The  His¬ 
tory  of  England,  The  Commonwealth 

His  style  is  incomparably  better  than 
that  of  any  other  writer  in  the  reign  of 
Charles  I.  and  was,  for  its  uncommon 
strength  and  purity,  scarcely  equalled  in 
the  succeeding  reign,  lie  has,  in  transla¬ 
tion,  done  Thucydides  as  much  justice  as 
he  has  done  injury  to  Homer:  but  he 
looked  upon  himself  as  born  for  much 
greater  things  than  treading  in  the  foot¬ 
steps  of  his  predecessors.  He  was  for 
striking  out  new  paths  in  science,  govern¬ 
ment,  and  religion  ;  and  for  removing  the 
landmarks  of  former  ages.  His  ethics 
have  a  strong  tendency  to  corrupt  our 
morals,  and  his  politics  to  destroy  that 
liberty  which  is  the  birthright  of  every 
human  creature.  He  is  commonly  repre¬ 
sented  as  a  sceptic  in  religion,  and  a  dog¬ 
matist  in  philosophy;  but  he  was  a 
dogmatist  in  both.  The  main  principles 
of  his  “Leviathan”  are  as  little  founded 
in  moral  or  evangelical  truth,  as  the  rules 
he  laid  down  for  squaring  the  circle  are 
in  mathematical  demonstration.  Hisbook 
on  human  nature  is  esteemed  the  best  of 
his  works.  -Granger,  James,  1769-1824, 
Biographical  History  of  England ,  vol .  v,  p. 
290. 

His  success  was  not  great,  and  the  little 
which  he  had  was  principally  among  for¬ 
eigners.  Of  the  number  of  his  impartial 
judges,  was  the  Dutchman  Lambert  Veit - 
huysen:  and  of  his  adversaries,  Richard 
Cumberland  and  Robert  Scharrock. — Tenne- 
mann,  Wilhelm  Gottlieb,  1812,  A  Man¬ 
ual  of  the  History  of  Philosophy ,  tr.  John¬ 
son,  ed.  Morelt,  p.  299. 

The  genius  of  Hobbes  was  of  the  first 
order;  his  works  abound  with  the  most 
impressive  truths,  in  all  the  simplicity  of 
thought  and  language,  yet  he  never  ele¬ 
vates  nor  delights.  Too  faithful  an  ob¬ 
server  of  the  miserable  human  nature  be¬ 
fore  him,  he  submits  to  expedients ;  he 
acts  on  the  defensive ;  and  because  he  is 
in  terror,  he  would  consider  security  to  be 
the  happiness  of  man. — Disraeli,  Isaac, 
1812-13,  Hobbes,  Quarrels  of  Authors. 

Philosophy,  on  the  whole,  gradually  de¬ 
teriorated  during  the  latter  half  of  the 
seventeenth  century.  The  example  of 
Hobbes  testifies  to  the  facility  of  transi¬ 
tion  from  Bacon’s  new  method  of  philoso¬ 
phising — without  reflecting  any  blame  on 
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that  great  man — to  the  most  decided  in¬ 
fidelity  and  materialism. — Schlegel, 
Frederick,  1815-59,  Lectures  on  the  His¬ 
tory  of  Literature,  Lecture  xiii. 

Before  dismissing  the  system  of  Hobbes, 
may  be  worth  while  to  remark  that  all 
his  leading  principles  are  traced  by  Cud- 
worth  to  the  remains  of  the  ancient  scep¬ 
tics,  by  some  of  whom,  as  well  as  by 
Hobbes,  they  seem  to  have  been  adopted 
from  a  wish  to  flatter  the  uncontrolled 
passions  of  sovereigns. — Stewart,  Du- 
GALD,  1815-21,  First  Preliminary  Dis¬ 
sertation ,  Encyclopaedia  Britannica. 

Hobbes  having  thus  struck  the  affec¬ 
tions  out  of  his  map  of  human  nature, 
and  having  totally  misunderstood  the 
nature  even  of  the  appetites,  it  is  no 
wonder  that  we  should  find  in  it  not  a 
trace  of  the  moral  sentiments.  Moral 
good  he  considers  merely  as  consisting  in 
the  signs  of  a  power  to  produce  pleasure ; 
and' repentance  is  no  more  than  regret  at 
having  missed  the  way;  so  that,  according 
to  this  system,  a  disinterested  approbation 
of  and  reverence  for  virtue  are  no  more 
possible  than  disinterested  affections  to¬ 
wards  our  fellow-creatures. — Mackin¬ 
tosh,  Sir  James,  1830,  Second  Prelimi¬ 
nary  Dissertation,  Encyclopaedia  Brittan- 
nica. 

In  his  magnificent  grounds  he*  erected, 
at  a  cost  of  ten  thousand  pounds,  a  re¬ 
treat  to  which  he  repaired  when  he  wished 
to  avoid  all  visitors,  and  to  devote  him¬ 
self  wholly  to  study.  On  such  occasions, 
a  few  young  men  of  distinguished  talents 
were  sometimes  the  companions  of  his 
retirement.  And  among  them  his  quick 
eye  soon  discerned  the  superior  abilities  of 
Thomas  Hobbes.  It  is  not  probable,  how¬ 
ever,  that  he  fully  appreciated  the  powers 
of  his  disciple,  or  foresaw  the  vast  influ¬ 
ence,  both  for  good  and  for  evil,  which 
that  most  vigorous  and  acute  of  human 
intellects  was  destined  to  exercise  on  the 
two  succeeding  generations. — Macaulay, 
Thomas  Babington,  1834,  Lord  Bacon , 
Edinburgh  Review ,  Critical  and  Miscella¬ 
neous  Essays. 

Hobbes  seems  to  have  been  one  of  the 
first  who  had  any  thing  like  a  distinct  per¬ 
ception  of  the  real  source  of  wealth.— 
McCulloch,  John  Ramsay,  1845,  Litera¬ 
ture  of  Political  Economy. 

With  Hobbes,  shall  we  say  that  all  our 
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thoughts  are  begotten  by,  and  are  the 
representatives  of,  objects  exterior  to  us; 
that  our  conceptions  arise  in  material  mo¬ 
tions  pressing  on  our  organs,  producing 
motion  in  them,  and  so  affecting  the  mind  ; 
that  our  sensations  do  not  correspond  with 
outward  qualities ;  that  sound  and  noise  be¬ 
long  to  the  bell  and  the  air,  and  not  to 
the  mind,  and,  like  color,  are  only  agita¬ 
tions  occasioned  by  the  object  in  the 
brain;  that  imagination  is  a  conception 
gradually  dying  away  after  the  act  of 
sense,  and  is  nothing  more  than  a  decay¬ 
ing  sensation;  that  memory  is  the  vestige 
of  former  impressions,  enduring  for  a 
time;  that  forgetfulness  is  the  oblitera¬ 
tion  of  such  vestiges  ;  that  the  succession 
of  thought  is  not  indifferent,  at  random, 
or  voluntary,  but  that  thought  follows 
thought  in  a  determinate  and  predestined 
sequence;  that  whatever  we  imagine  is 
finite,  and  hence  we  can  not  conceive  of 
the  infinite,  nor  think  of  any  thing  not 
subject  to  sense? — Draper,  John  Will¬ 
iam,  1862-75.  History  of  the  Intellectual 
Development  of  Europe,  p.  171. 

The  amount  of  thought  contributed  by 
him  to  deism  was  small ;  for  his  influence 
on  his  successors  was  unimportant.  The 
religious  instincts  of  the  heart  were  too 
strong  to  be  permanently  influenced  by  the 
cold  materialist  tone  which  reduced  reli¬ 
gion  to  state  craft.  With  the  exception 
of  Coward,  a  materialist  who  doubted  im¬ 
mortality  about  the  end  of  the  century, 
the  succeeding  deists  more  generally  fol¬ 
lowed  Herbert  in  wishing  to  elevate  reli¬ 
gion  to  a  spiritual  sphere,  than  Hobbes, 
who  degraded  it  to  political  expedience. 
A  slight  additional  interest  however  be¬ 
longs  to  his  speculations,  from  the  cir¬ 
cumstance  chat  his  ideas,  together  with 
those  of  Herbert,  most  probably  suggested 
some  parts  of  the  system  of  Spinoza.— 
Farrar,  Adam  Storey,  1862,  A  Critical 
History  of  Free  Thought  in  Reference  to  the 
Christian  Religion ,  p.  122. 

At  the  very  period  when  the  principle 
of  toleration  was  first  established  in  Eng¬ 
land  by  the  union  of  the  spirit  of  scepti¬ 
cism  with  the  spirit  of  Christianity,  the 
greatest  living  anti-christian  writer  was 
Hobbes,  who  was  perhaps  the  most  un¬ 
flinching  of  all  the  supporters  of  persecu¬ 
tion.  It  was  his  leading  doctrine  that  the 
civil  power,  and  the  civil  power  alone,  has 
an  absolute  right  to  determine  the  religion 
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of  the  nation,  and  that,  therefore,  any 
refusal  to  acquiesce  in  that  religion  is 
essentially  an  act  of  rebellion. — Lecky, 
William  Edward  Haktpole,  1865,  Spirit 
of  Rationalism  in  Europe ,  vol.  II. 

All  ornament,  all  emotions,  are  exclud¬ 
ed  from  the  style  of  Hobbes;  it  is  a  mere 
aggregate  of  arguments  and  concise  facts, 
united  together  by  deduction,  as  by  iron 
bands.  There  are  no  tints,  no  fine  or  un¬ 
usual  word.  He  makes  use  only  of  words 
most  familiar  to  common  and  lasting 
usage ;  there  are  not  a  dozen  employed 
by  him  which,  during  two  hundred  years, 
have  grown  obsolete;  he  pierces  to  the 
root  of  all  sensation,  removes  the  tran¬ 
sient  and  brilliant  externals,  compresses 
the  solid  portion  which  is  the  permanent 
subject-matter  of  all  thought,  and  the 
proper  object  of  common  intelligence. 
He  curtails  throughout  in  order  to 
strengthen ;  he  attains  solidity  by  expres¬ 
sion.  Of  all  the  bonds  which  connect 
eas,  he  retains  but  one,  and  that  the 
ost  stable ;  his  style  is  only  a  continu¬ 
ous  chain  of  the  most  stubborn  descrip¬ 
tion,  wholly  made  up  of  additions  and 
subtractions,  reduced  to  a  combination  of 
certain  simple  processes,  which,  added  on 
to  or  diminishing  from  one  another,  make 
up,  under  various  names,  the  totals  or 
differences,  for  which  we  are  for  ever 
either  studying  the  formation  or  unravel¬ 
ling  the  elements. — Taine,  H.  A.,  1871, 
History  of  English  Literature,  tr.  Van 
Laun,  vol.  i,  bk.  iii,  ch.  i,  p.  472. 

Undoubtedly  Hobbes  took  great  pains  to 
be  simple  and  precise.  He  makes  an  effort 
to  express  himself  in  familiar  words,  ex¬ 
plains  his  general  positions  by  examples, 
and  his  order  of  exposition  is  such  as  can 
be  easily  followed.  Having  a  deep  sense 
of  the  evils  of  ambiguous  language,  he  is 
careful  to  define  his  terms.  Further,  he 
has  great  powers  of  terse  and  vigorous 
statement,  his  figures  are  studied  and  apt, 
and  his  didactic  strain  is  enlivened  by  in¬ 
genious  and  occasionally  sarcastic  point. 
Yet  he  is  far  from  being  a  perfect  exposi¬ 
tor,  as  he  is  by  no  means  always  a  consist¬ 
ent  thinker.  When  he  enters  upon  de¬ 
tails,  he  is  often  perplexed,  does  not  keep 
his  main  subject  prominent,  and  intro¬ 
duces  statements  out  of  their  proper  or¬ 
der.—  Minto,  William,  1872-80,  Manual 
of  English  Prose  Literature,  p.  310. 

Hobbes  was  a  genuine  child  of  his  age 


in  everything  save  the  conclusions  of  his 
philosophy.  He  was  a  radical  in  the  ser¬ 
vice  of  reaction.  His  mind  was  revolu¬ 
tionary  in  its  vigour  and  directness,  its 
hardihood  and  self-assertion,  its  freedom 
from  pedantry,  and  contempt  for  the  wis¬ 
dom  of  the  ancients.  There  is  no  one  of 
all  the  thinkers  of  the  century  who  has 
dealt  to  the  old  scholasticism  such  hearty 
and  fatal  blows.  His  clear  and  subtle,  if 
sometimes  coarse  analysis,  may  be  said  to 
have  laid  the  foundation  of  psychological 
science  which  has  been  so  fruitful  since 
his  day;  and  to  his  organising  conception 
political  philosophy  owes  its  creation, 
whatever  we  may  think  of  the  character 
of  the  creation  in  his  hands.  But  behind 
all  his  great  gifts  there  was  no  spiritual 
insight — no  eye  for  any  truths  deeper  than 
those  of  the  sense  or  the  intellect.  Not 
only  had  he  no  appreciation  of  such  truths, 
but  apparently  he  had  no  perception  of 
their  existence.  He  was  honestly  ignor¬ 
ant  of  them.  In  the  compass  of  his  own 
keen  and  powerful  mind  he  found  no  trace 
of  them.  Accordingly  he  judged  human 
nature  and  human  society  as  if  they  were 
not.  All  that  he  saw,  he  saw  with  a  rare 
clearness ;  but  there  was  a  side  of  human 
life  which  he  did  not  see  at  all  to  which 
he  turned  an  eye  wholly  blind.  -Tulloch, 
John,  1872,  Rational  Theology  and  Chris¬ 
tian  Philosophy  in  England  in  the  Seven¬ 
teenth  Century,  vol.  n,  p.  26. 

Hobbes  was  the  first  great  English 
writer  who  dealt  with  the  science  of  gov¬ 
ernment  from  the  ground,  not  of  tradition, 
but  of  reason.  It  was  in  his  treatment  of 
man  in  the  stage  of  human  development 
which  he  supposed  to  precede  that  of 
society  that  he  came  most  roughly  into 
conflict  with  the  accepted  beliefs.  Men, 
in  his  theory,  were  by  nature  equal,  and 
their  only  natural  relation  was  a  state  of 
war.  It  was  no  innate  virtue  of  man 
himself  which  created  human  society  out 
of  this  chaos  of  warring  strengths. 
Hobbes,  in  fact,  denied  the  existence  of 
the  more  spiritual  sides  of  man’s  nature. 
Ilis  hard  and  narrow  logic  dissected  every 
human  custom  and  desire,  and  reduced 
even  the  most  sacred  to  demonstrations  of 
a  prudent  selfishness.  Friendship  was 
simply  a  sense  of  social  utility  to  one  an¬ 
other.  The  so-called  laws  of  nature,  such 
as  gratitude  or  the  love  of  our  neighbor, 
were  in  fact  contrary  to  the  natural 
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passions  of  man,  and  powerless  to  restrain 
them.  Nor  had  religion  rescued  man  by 
the  interposition  of  a  divine  will. — Green, 
John  Richard,  1874,  ,4  Short  History  of 
The  English  People,  ck.  ix,  sec.  i. 

“As  God  is  incomprehensible,  it  follows 
that  we  can  have  no  conception  or  image 
of  the  Deity ;  and  consequently  all  his  at¬ 
tributes  signify  our  inability  or  defect  of 
power  to  conceive  anything  concerning  his 
nature,  and  not  any  conception  of  the 
same  excepting  only  this,  that  there  is  a 
God.’’  In  spite  of  statements  of  this 
kind,  which  are  obviously  capable  of  being 
taken  in  a  good  sense,  it  has  been  cus¬ 
tomary  to  regard  Hobbes  as  an  atheist. 
The  cause  is  found  in  the  complete  inade¬ 
quacy  of  his  system  of  morals  to  make 
good  what  might  be  wanting  in  his  specu¬ 
lative  tenets.  It  is  not  the  omissions  and 
one-sidedness  of  his  metaphysics  alone, 
but  it  is  these,  coupled  with  the  perver¬ 
sions  in  his  moral  philosophy,  which  have 
affixed  to  his  name  a  reputation  for  athe¬ 
ism.  The  doctrine  of  the  existence  of 
God,  even  attenuated  to  the  form  which 
we  have  seen  above,  might  have  been 
sufficiently  integrated  by  a  sound  doctrine 
respecting  the  human  conscience,  the  best 
witness  for  God,  according  to  the  general 
belief,  that  it  is  in  man’s  power  to  appeal 
to.  But  when  we  examine  Hobbes's 
teaching  on  moral  matters,  we  find  it  full 
of  paradox  and  absurdity. — Arnold, 
Thomas,  1878,  English  Literature,  Ency¬ 
clopaedia  Britannica. 

Called  “the  Atheist  Hobbes"  as  long 
ago  as  1646,  .  .  .  had  become  more 

and  more  “the  atheist  Hobbes,"  with  all 
who  found  advantage  in  that  style  of  epi¬ 
thet,  by  his  “Human  Nature"  and  “De 
Corpore  Politico”  of  1650,  his  all- 
comprehensive  “Leviathan"  of  1651,  and 
some  subsequent  writings,  while  this 
dreadful  fame  of  his  for  general  Atheism 
had  been  fringed  latterly  by  a  special  rep¬ 
utation  for  mathematical  heterodoxy. — 
Masson,  David,  1880,  Life  of  John  Milton, 
vol.  vi,  p.  280. 

Hobbes  was  nut  a  great  philosopher, 
and  yet  he  occupies  an  important  place  in 
the  history  of  modern,  and  especially  Eng¬ 
lish,  thought.  His  reduction  of  all  phe¬ 
nomena,  including  those  of  mind  in  their 
physical  relations,  to  modes  of  motion, 
was  a  rather  remarkable  declaration  of  a 
scientific  view,  now,  at  least,  universally 


accredited.— Morris,  George  S.,  1880, 
British  Thought  and  Thinkers,  p.  165. 

Hobbes  had,  in  early  life,  been  Bacon’s 
secretary,  but,  though  he  wrote  a  work 
expressly  on  “Computation  or  Logic,” 
there  is  no  mention  in  it  of  Induction,  of 
the  Baconian  method,  or  of  Bacon  himself. 
It  is,  perhaps,  still  more  singular  that 
there  is  no  mention  of  Bacon  in  the  Epis¬ 
tle  Dedicatory  to  the  “Elements  of  Phil¬ 
osophy,"  where  he  refers  to  Galileo, 
Kepler,  Harvey,  Gassendi,  Mersenne,  &c. 
Bacon’s  name,  in  fact,  so  far  as  I  am 
aware,  occurs  only  twice  in  the  whole  of 
Hobbes’  works,  and  there  without  any 
epithet  of  praise  or  blame.  From  the  ex¬ 
tent  of  Hobbes’  writings  and  the  intimate 
personal  relations  which  had  formerly  ex¬ 
isted  between  him  and  Bacon,  I  can  hardly 
refer  this  silence  to  mere  accident.  It 
may  have  been  due  to  some  personal 
pique,  or  the  abstract  character  of 
Hobbes’  mind  may  have  rebelled  against 
the  concrete  and  inductive  spirit  o 
Bacon’s  philosophy.  For,  it  may  be  no¬ 
ticed  that  there  are  few  writers  on  moral 
and  political  questions,  in  whose  works 
the  historical  spirit  is  more  conspicuously 
absent  than  in  Hobbes.— Fowler,  Thomas, 
1881,  Bacon  ( English  Philosophers),  p. 
194. 

Hobbes  stands  in  sharp  contrast  to 
Bacon  both  in  disposition  and  in  doctrine. 
Bacon  was  a  man  of  a  wide  outlook,  a 
rich,  stimulating,  impulsive  nature,  filled 
with  great  plans,  but  too  mobile  and  des¬ 
ultory  to  allow  them  to  ripen  to  perfec¬ 
tion ,  Hobbes  is  slow,  tenacious,  persist¬ 
ent,  unyielding,  his  thought  strenuous 
and  narrow.  To  this  corresponds  a  pro¬ 
found  difference  in  their  systems,  which 
is  by  no  means  adequately  characterized 
by  saying  that  Hobbes  brings  into  the 
foreground  the  mathematical  elements 
neglected  by  his  predecessor,  and  turns 
his  attention  chiefly  to  politics.  The  de¬ 
pendence  of  Hobbes  on  Bacon  is,  in  spite 
of  their  personal  acquaintance,  not  so 
great  as  formerly  was  universally  assumed. 
His  guiding  stars  are  rather  the  great 
mathematicians  of  the  Continent,  Kepler 
and  Galileo,  while  Cartesian  influences 
are  not  to  be  denied.  He  finds  his  mis¬ 
sion  in  the  construction  of  a  strictly 
mechanical  view  of  the  world. — Falcken- 
berg,  Richard,  1885-93,  History  of  Mod¬ 
ern  Philosophy,  tr.  Armstrong ,  p.  71. 
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Hobbes  stands  with  Bacon  and  Berkeley 
at  the  head  of  English-speaking  philoso¬ 
phers,  and  is,  if  not  in  general  grasp,  in 
range  of  ideas,  or  in  literary  polish,  yet 
in  acuteness  of  thought  and  originality  of 
expression,  perhaps  the  superior  of  both 
his  companions.  .  .  .  Hobbes  never 

“pays  himself  with  words,”  never  evades 
a  difficulty  by  becoming  obscure,  never 
meanders  on  in  the  graceful  allusive  fash¬ 
ion  of  many  philosophers, —a  fashion  for 
which  the  prevalent  faults  of  style  were 
singularly  convenient  in  his  time.  He 
has  no  ornament,  he  does  not  seem  to 
aim  at  anything  more  than  the  simplest 
and  most  straightforward  presentation  of 
his  views.  But  this  very  aim,  assisted  by 
his  practice  in  writing  the  terse  and  clear, 
if  not  very  elegant,  Latin  which  was  the 
universal  language  of  the  literary  Europe 
of  his  time,  suffices  to  preserve  him  from 
most  of  the  current  sins. — Saintsbury, 
George,  1887,  History  of  Elizabethan  Lit¬ 
erature,  pp.  315,350. 

Hobbes  produced  a  fermentation  in 
English  thought  not  surpassed  until  the 
advent  of  Darwinism.  While,  however, 
the  opponents  of  Hobbes  were  countless, 
his  biographer  could  discover  only  a  sin¬ 
gle  supporter.  “Hobbism”  was  an  oc¬ 
casional  name  of  reproach  until  the 
middle  of  the  eighteenth  century  (he  is 
mentioned  on  the  title-page  of  “Deism  Re¬ 
vealed,  ”  1751),  although  his  philosophy 
had  long  been  eclipsed  by  Locke’s 
“Essay.”  He  is  one  of  Kortholt’s  “three 
imposters”  (1680)  along  with  Spinoza  and 
Herbert  of  Cher  bury.  In  Farquhar’s 
“Constant  Couple,”  1699,  the  hypocrit¬ 
ical  debauchee  carries  Hobbes  in  his 
pocket;  and  among  “Twelve  Ingenious 
Characters,”  1686,  is  a  dissolute  town- 
fop  who  takes  about  “two  leaves  of  Levi¬ 
athan.”  .  .  .  Atterbury  holds  him  up 
as  a  warning  in  a  sermon  “on  the  terrors 
of  conscience.”  .  .  .  He  was  reviled 

on  all  sides  as  the  typical  atheist,  materi¬ 
alist,  political  absolutist,  and  preacher  of 
ethical  selfishness.  Hobbes  was  in  truth 
a  product  of  the  great  intellectual  move¬ 
ment  distinguished  by  such  names  as 
Bacon  (1561-1629),  Galileo  (1564-1642) 
Kepler  (1571-1630),  Harvey  (1578-1657) 
and  Descartes  (1596-1650). — Stephen, 
Leslie,  1891,  Dictionary  of  National 
Biography,  vol.  XXVII,  p.  42. 

Hobbes's  fame  as  a  political  writer  and 


moralist  has  somewhat  obscured  his  merit 
as  an  ont<jlogist  and  psychologist.  And 
unjustly  so ;  for  he  is  the  forerunner  of 
materalism,  criticism,  and  modern  positiv¬ 
ism.  .  .  .  Hobbes  occupies  a  position 

between  pure  empiricism  and  Cartesian  ra¬ 
tionalism  Weber,  Alfred,  1892-96,  His¬ 
tory  of  Philosophy,  tr.  Thilly,  pp.  301,  305. 

Hobbes’s  political  system  is  based,  as 
has  been  said,  on  his  view  of  human 
nature.  Men  are  by  nature,  according  to 
Hobbes,  in  a  state  of  war — that  is,  of 
anarchy,  being  impelled  by  their  egoistic 
impulses  to  contend  against  each  other  for 
all  kinds  of  advantages.  To  the  natural 
reason  of  men  the  advantage  there  would 
be  to  each  if  certain  rules  of  justice  were 
observed  is,  indeed,  evident ;  but  it  is  also 
evident  that  these  can  only  be  observed  in 
a  state  of  peace.  The  dictate  of  natural 
reason  accordingly  is  to  escape  from  the 
state  of  war  and  establish  articles  of  peace. 
This  can  only  be  done  by  the  institution  of 
a  Commonwealth  or  body  politic,  having  a 
sovereign  power  entitled  to  exercise  coer¬ 
cive  authority  over  its  members.  To  this 
sovereign  power  men  give  up  their  nat¬ 
ural  rights  of  self-defence  in  return  for 
protection.  They  thus  contract  with  one 
another  to  obey  the  sovereign  power. 
This  may  be  either  one  man,  or  a  few,  or 
the  whole  people  assembled  at  stated 
times,  the  form  of  government  being 
called  monarchy,  aristocracy,  or  democ¬ 
racy  as  the  case  may  be.  The  sovereign 
power  in  the  Commonwealth,  wherever  it 
may  be  situated,  is  absolute.  The  dictate 
at  once  of  natural  law  and  of  self-interest 
is  that  the  sovereign  should  aim  at  the 
safety  and  good  government  of  the  people  : 
under  the  term  “safety”  being  under¬ 
stood  all  that  distinguishes  civilised  life 
from  the  savagery  of  the  state  of  nature 
Of  the  possible  forms  of  government, 
monarchy,  according  to  Hobbes,  is  to  be 
preferred  as  being  the  most  efficient  in 
action,  the  most  constant,  and,  on  the 
whole,  the  most  just.  His  theory,  how¬ 
ever,  he  maintains,  is  applicable  to  all 
forms  of  government. — Whittaker,  T., 
1895,  Social  England,  ed.  Traill ,  vol.  iv, 

p.  280. 

Hobbes’  style  has  deservedly  received 
high  praise.  ...  He  writes  as  a  man 
whose  one  object  was  to  be  clearly  under¬ 
stood. — Masteruan,  J.  Howard  B.,  1897, 
The  Age  of  Milton ,  p.  216. 
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Samuel  Butler 

1612-1680 


Samuel  Butler,  grievously  miscalled  “the  Hogarth  of  Poetry,”  seems  to  have  been 
mainly  a  self-taught  man.  After  leaving  Worcester  Cathedral  School  he  started  in 
life  as  justice’s  clerk  to  a  Mr.  Jeffries,  at  Earl’s  Croome.  He  was  next  at  Wrest  in 
Bedfordshire,  in  the  service  of  the  Countess  of  Kent,  and  here  he  met  and  worked  for 
John  Selden.  Finally  he  formed  part  of  the  household  of  Sir  Samuel  Luke,  a  Presby¬ 
terian  Colonel,  “scout-master  for  Bedfordshire  and  governor  of  Newport  Pagnell.” 
At  the  Restoration  he  was  made  Secretary  to  the  President  of  Wales  and  steward  of 
Ludlow  Castle,  and  in  1662,  at  full  fifty  years  old,  he  published  the  first  part  of  the 
immense  lampoon  whose  authorship  has  given  him  his  place  in  English  letters.  The 
second  part  of  “Hudibras”  was  issued  in  1663;  the  third  in  1678.  Two  years  after¬ 
wards  Butler  died.  .  .  .  During  his  lifetime  Butler  published  but  the  three  parts 

of  “JIudibras,”  a  couple  of  pamphlets,  and  an  ode  on  the  exploits  and  renown  of  the 
illustrious  Claude  Duval,  which  last,  in  its  grave  extravagance  of  irony,  is,  by  antici¬ 
pation,  not  unsuggestive  of  Fielding’s  “Jonathan  Wild.”  Three  volumes  of  “Re¬ 
mains,”  mostly  spurious,  were  published  in  1715;  but  in  1759  Thyer  of  Manchester 
put  forth  a  couple  of  volumes  of  prose  and  verse  selected  from  Butler’s  manuscripts, 
and  these,  with  some  scraps  printed  later  on,  are  all  that  is  known  to  exist  of_him. — 
Henley,  William  Ernest,  1880,  English  Poets,  ed.  Ward,  vol.  it,  pp.  396,  39 t. 
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Qftr  bocfuo  imprimis,  occr,  integer, 
(DperiSuo  ingtnii  non  item  praemufi  fefix. 
Jtafgnci  apub  non  craminia  arrtfex  egrcgiua, 
ui  Gtiinifafae  rcPtgionifl  faruom  befrarif 
t  perbucPftum  scefera  fiBerrime  cregifoOtf, 
£cnpforum  in  ouo  genere  primus  ct  poufre? 
mufl. 

flU  cui  oit»o  bceranf  fere  omnia 
©ceacet  efiam  morfuo  tumulus 
Ijoc  tanbem  pooifo  marmore  curat)if 
3obaimes  QBarBer  ciois  fconbtneneui  1721. 
—Inscription  on  Monument,  Westmin¬ 
ster  Abbey,  1721. 

This  little  monument  was  erected  in 
the  year  1786,  by  some  of  the  parishioners 
of  Covent  Garden,  in  memory  of  the  cele¬ 
brated  Samuel  Butler,  who  was  buried  in 
this  church,  A.D.  1680. 

A  few  plain  men,  to  pomp  and  elate  unknown. 
O'er  a  poor  bard  have  rais'd  this  humble  stone, 
Whose  wants  alone  his  genius  could  surpass, 
Victim  of  zeal!  the  matchless  Hudibras! 

What  though  fair  freedom  suffer’d  in  his  page. 
Reader,  forgive  the  author  for  the  age! 

How  fexv,  alas!  disdain  to  cringe  and  cant, 
IPAen  'tit  the  mode  to  play  the  sycophant. 

But,  oh!  let  all  be  taught,  from  Butler’s  fate, 
H'Ao  hope  to  make  their  fortunes  by  the  great, 
That  wit  and  pride  are  always  dangerous 
things. 

And  little  faith  is  due  to  courts  and  kings. 

—  Inscription  on  Monument,  Saint 
Paul’s  Church,  Covent  Garden,  1786. 


He  is  of  a  middle  stature,  strong  sett, 
high  coloured,  a  head  of  sorrell  haire,  t 
severe  and  sound  judgement :  a  good  fel 
lowe.  He  haz  often  sayd  that  way  (e.g 
Mr.  Edmund  Waller’s)  of  quibling  wit!1 
sence  will  hereafter  growe  as  much  out 
of  fashion  and  be  as  ridicule  as  quibling 
with  words — quod  N.  B.  He  haz  been 
much  troubled  with  the  gowt,  and  partic¬ 
ularly  1679,  he  stirred  not  out  of  his 
chamber  from  October  till  Easter. 

*  j  Domini  1680  { 

Obllt  Anno  \  circiter  70.  \ 

He  dyed  of  a  consumption  September  25; 
and  buried  27,  according  to  his  appoint¬ 
ment,  in  the  churchyard  of  Convent 
Garden;  scil.  in  the  north  part  next 
the  church  at  the  east  end.  His  feet 
touch  the  wall.  His  grave,  2  yards 
distant  from  the  pillaster  of  the  dore, 
(by  his  desire)  6  foot  deepe.  About 
25  of  his  old  acquaintance  at  his  funeral). 
I  myself  being  one  [of  the  eldest,  helped 
to  carry  the  pall  with  Tom  Shadwell,  at 
the  foot,  Sir  Robert  Thomas  and  Mr. 
Saunders,  esq.,  at  the  head ;  Dr.  Cole  and 
Dr.  Davenant,  middle]. — Aubrey;  John, 
1669-96,  Brief  Lives,  ed.  Clark ,  vol.  i,  p. 
136. 

On  Butler  who  can  think  without  just  Rage, 
The  Glory  and  the  Scandal  of  the  Age? 

Fair  stood  his  hopes,  when  first  he  came  to 
Town, 

Mot  every  where  with  welcome  of  Renown, 
Courted,  and  lov’d  by  all,  with  wonder  read, 
And  promises  of  Princely  Favour  fed : 

But  what  Reward  for  all  had  he  at  last, 
After  a  Life  in  dull  expectance  pass’d? 


330 


SAMUEL  BUTLER 


The  Wretch  nt  summing  up  liis  in  is- spent. 

days 

Fouud  nothing  left,  but  Poverty  mnl  Pmise: 
Of  all  his  Gains  by  Verse  he  could  not  save 
Enough  to  purchase  Flannel,  and  a  Grave  : 
Reduc’d  to  want,  he  in  due  time  fell  sick, 
Was  fain  to  die,  and  be  interr’d  on  tick: 

Aud  well  might  bless  the  Fever  that  was  sent. 
To  rid  him  hence,  and  his  worse  Fate  prevent. 

— Oldham,  John,  1681,  A  Satyr  Dissuad¬ 
ing  from  Poetry. 

This  Samuel  Butler,  who  was  a  boon 
and  witty  companion,  especially  among 
the  company  he  knew  well,  died  of  a  con¬ 
sumption,  September  25th,  1680,  and  was, 
according  to  his  desire,  buried  six  foot 
deep  in  the  yard  belonging  to  the  Church 
of  S.  Paul  in  Covent-Garden  within  the 
liberty  of  Westminster,  viz.  at  the  west 
end  of  the  said  yard,  on  the  north  side, 
and  under  the  wall,  of  the  church ;  and 
under  that  wall  which  parts  the  yard  from 
the  common  high-way. — Wood,  Anthony, 
1691-1721,  Athena  Oxonicnscs,  vol.  n. 

Did  not  the  celebrated  author  of  “  Hudi¬ 
bras”  bring  the  King’s  enemies  into  lower 
contempt  with  the  sharpness  of  his  wit 
than  all  the  terrors  of  his  administration 
could  reduce  them  to?  Was  not  his  book 
always  in  the  pocket  of  the  prince?  And 
what  did  the  mighty  prowess  of  this 
knight-errant  amount  to?  Why,  he  died, 
with  the  highest  esteem  of  the  court,  in  a 
garret. — Cibber,  Colley,  1719,  Ximcncs, 
Dedication  to  Sir  Richard  Steele. 

Inthismist  of  obscurity  passed  the  life 
of  Butler,  a  man  whose  name  can  only 
perish  with  his  language.  The  mode  and 
place  of  his  education  are  unknown ;  the 
events  of  his  life  are  variously  related ; 
and  all  that  can  be  told  with  certainty  is, 
that  he  was  poor. — Johnson,  Samuel, 
1779,  Samuel  Butler,  Lives  of  the  English 
Poets. 

The  house  of  his  birth  was  standing  till 
very  recently ;  but  in  1873  was  pulled 
down,  as  no  longer  tenantable. — Rossetti, 
William  .Michael,  1878,  Lives  of  Famous 
Poets ,  p.  81. 

Butler  was  buried  in  the  yard  of  St. 
Paul’s  Church,  Covent  Garden ;  but  con¬ 
temporary  authorities  differ  as  to  the  ex¬ 
act  position  of  his  grave.  ...  A 
tablet  to  the  memory  of  Butler  was  placed 
on  the  south  side  of  the  church  “by  the 
inhabitants  of  the  parish”  in  1786,  nine 
years  before  the  old  edifice  was  destroyed 


by  fire.  It  was  not  renewed  when  the 
church  was  rebuilt;  and  the  clerk  of  the 
vestry  in  1885  had  no  knowledge  of  it,  or 
of  the  position  of  Butler’s  grave.  The 
churchyard  has  been  levelled  and  covered 
with  grass,  where  it  is  not  paved  with 
fragments  of  the  old  tombstones  it  used 
to  contain,  and  few  memorials  to  its  illus¬ 
trious  dead  are  now  to  be  found. — Hut¬ 
ton,  Lawrence,  1885,  Literary  Land¬ 
marks  of  London,  p.  29. 

HUDIBRAS 

To  St.  Paul’s  Church  Yard  to  my  book¬ 
sellers  .  .  .  choose  .  .  .  “Hudi- 

bras,”  both  parts,  the  book  now  in  great¬ 
est  fashion  for  drollery,  though  I  cannot, 

I  confess,  see  enough  where  the  wit  lies. 
— Pepys,  Samuel,  1663,  Diary,  Dec.  10. 

CHARLES  R.  Our  will  and  pleasure  is 
and  we  do  hereby  strictly  charge  and 
command,  that  no  printer,  bookseller, 
stationer,  or  other  person  whatsoever 
within  our  kindgom  of  England  or  Ireland, 
do  print,  reprint,  utter  or  sell,  or  cause 
to  be  printed,  reprinted,  uttered  or  sold, 
a  book  or  poem  called  “Hudibras,  ”  or  any 
part  thereof,  without  the  consent  and  ap¬ 
probation  of  Samuel  Boteler,  Esq.  or  his 
assignees,  as  they  and  every  of  them  will 
answer  the  contrary  at  their  perils. 
Given  at  our  Court  at  Whitehall,  the  tenth 
day  of  September,  in  the  year  of  our  Lord 
God  1677,  and  in  the  29th  year  of  our 
reign.  By  his  Majesty’s  command.— 
Berkbniiead,  Jo.,  1677,  Miscellaneous 
Papers,  Mus.  Brit.  Bibl.  Birch,  No.  4293. 

The  worth  of  his  poem  is  too  well 
known  to  need  my  commendation,  and  he 
is  above  my  censure.  His  satire  is  of  the 
Varronian  kind,  though  un mixed  with 
prose.  The  choice  of  his  numbers  is  suit¬ 
able  enough  to  his  design,  as  he  has  man¬ 
aged  it;  but  in  any  other  hand,  the  short¬ 
ness  of  liis  verse,  and  tho  quick  returns  of 
rhyme,  had  debased  the  dignity  of  style. 
— Drydex,  John,  1692,  Essays  on  Satire, 
Works,  erf.  Scott  a?id  Saintsbury,  vol.  XIII. 

If  “Hudibras”  had  been  set  out  with  as 
much  wit  and  humour  in  heroic  verse  as 
he  is  in  doggerel  he  would  have  made  a 
much  more  agreeable  figure  than  he  does; 
though  the  generality  of  his  readers  are 
so  wonderfully  pleased  with  the  double 
rhymes,  that  I  do  not  expect  many  will  be 
of  my  opinion  in  this  particular. — Addi¬ 
son,  Joseph,  1711,  The  Spectator,  Dec.  15. 
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Butler  set  out  on  too  narrow  a  plan, 
and  even  that  design  is  not  kept  up.  lie 
sinks  into  little  true  particulars  about  the 
Widow,  &c. — The  enthusiastic  Knight, 
and  the  ignorant  Squire,  over-religious  in 
two  different  ways,  and  always  quarrelling 
together,  is  the  chief  point  of  view  in  it. 
—Pope,  Alexander,  1737-39,  Spences 
Anecdotes ,  cd.  Singer,  p.  157. 

Burlesque  may  perhaps  be  divided  into 
such  as  turns  chiefly  on  the  thought  and 
such  as  depends  more  on  the  expression, 
or  we  may  add  a  third  kind,  consisting  in 
thoughts  ridiculously  dressed,  in  language 
much  above  or  below  their  dignity.  “The 
Splendid  Shilling”  of  Phillips,  and  the 
“Hudibras”  of  Butler  are  the  most  obvi¬ 
ous  instances.  Butler,  however,  depended 
much  on  the  ludicrous  effect  of  his  double 
rhymes;  in  other  respects,  to  declare 
your  sentiments,  he  is  rather  a  witty 
writer.than  a  humorous  one. — Siienstone, 
William,  1763?  IForfcs,  3rd  ed.,  vol.  II,  p. 
182. 

Butler  stands  without  a  rival  in  bur¬ 
lesque  poetry.  His  “Hudibras”  is,  in 
its  kind,  almost  as  great  an  effort  of 
genius  as  the  “Paradise  Lost”  itself.  It 
abounds  with  uncommon  learning,  new 
rhymes,  and  original  thoughts.  Its  im¬ 
ages  are  truly  and  naturally  ridiculous: 
we  are  never  shocked  with  excessive  dis- 
tortiun  nor  grimace  ;  nor  is  human  nature 
degraded  to  that  of  monkeys  and  yahoos. 
There  are  in  it  many  strokes  of  temporary 
satire,  and  some  characters  and  allusions 
which  cannot  bo  discovered  at  this  dis¬ 
tance  of  time. — Granger,  James,  1769- 
1824,  Bioqraphical  History  of  England, 
vol.  v,  p.  243. 

The  poem  of  “J-Iudibras”  is  one  of 
those  compositions  of  which  a  nation  may 
justly  boast,  as  the  images  which  it  ex¬ 
hibits  are  domestick,  the  sentiments  un¬ 
borrowed  and  unexpected,  and  the  strain 
of  diction  original  and  peculiar. — John¬ 
son,  Samuel,  1779,  Samuel  Butler ,  Lives 
of  the  English  Poets. 

UnrivalPd  Butler  I  Blest  with  happy  skill 
To  heal  by  comic  verse  each  serious  ill. 

By  Wit’s  strong  lashes  Reason’s  light  dis¬ 
pense, 

And  laugh  a  frantic  nation  into  sense' 

— Hayley,  William,  1782,  An  Essay  on 
Epic  Poetry ,  Ep.  iii. 

Concerning  “Hudibras”  there  is  but 
one  sentiment — it  is  universally  allowed 


to  be  the  first  and  last  poem  of  its  kind  ; 
the  learning,  wit,  and  humour,  certainly 
stand  unrivalled:  various  have  been  the 
attempts  to  describe  and  define  the  two 
last.  .  .  If  any  one  wishes  to  know 

what  wit  and  humour  are,  let  him  read 
“Hudibras”  with  attention;  he  will  there 
see  them  displayed  in  the  brightest  col¬ 
ours  :  there  is  lustre  resulting  from  the 
quick  elucidation  of  an  object  by  a  just 
and  unexpected  arrangement  of  it  with 
another  subject :  propriety  of  words,  and 
thoughts  elegantly  adapted  to  the  occasion : 
objects  which  possess  an  affinity  and  con- 
gruity,  or  sometimes  a  contrast  to  each 
other,  assembled  with  quickness  and 
variety;  in  short,  every  ingredient  of  wit, 
or  of  humour,  which  critics  have  discov¬ 
ered  on  dissecting  them,  may  be  found  in 
this  poem.  -Nash,  Treadway  Russel, 
1793,  cd.  Hudibras,  Preface. 

The  perpetual  scintillation  of  Butler’s 
wit  is  too  dazzling  to  be  delightful;  and 
we  can  seldom  read  far  in  “Hudibras” 
without  feeling  more  fatigue  than  plea? 
ure.  Ilis  fancy  is  employed  with  the  pr 
fusion  of  a  spendthrift,  by  whose  eterr 
round  of  banqueting  his  guests  are 
length  rather  wearied  out  than  regaled. 
—Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1805,  The  Life  of 
John  Dry  den. 

There  are  some  excellent  moral  and 
even  serious  lines  in  “Hudibras;”  but 
what  if  a  clergyman  should  adorn  his  ser¬ 
mon  with  a  quotation  from  that  poem ! 
Would  the  abstract  propriety  of  the  verse 
leave  him  “honourably  acquitted ?” — Col¬ 
eridge,  Samuel  Taylor,  1807,  Notes  on 
Books  and  Authors ;  Miscellanies,  ^Esthetic 
and  Literary,  cd.  Ashe,  p.  330. 

Matchless  Hudibras. — Byron,  Lord, 
1811,  Hints  from  Horace. 

The  “Hudibras”  of  Butler,  like  the 
fabled  Arabian  bird,  is  in  itself  a  species: 
it  had  no  precursor,  and  its  imitators  are 
forgotten.  With  all  the  disadvantages  of 
a  temporary  subject,  obsolete  characters, 
and  “a  conclusion  in  which  nothing  is  con¬ 
cluded,”  it  continues  to  be  the  delight 
of  the  few,  and  the  text-book  of  the  many : 
its  couplets  have  passed  into  proverbs — 
the  names  of  its  heroes  are  “familiar  in 
our  mouths  as  household  words.”  With 
the  exception  of  Shakspeare,  there  is, 
perhaps,  no  author  whose  expressions  are 
so  inextricably  intertwined  with  our  every¬ 
day  discourse,  and  whose  writings  afford 
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such  an  inexhaustible  variety  of  apo¬ 
thegms  of  universal  and  apposite  applica¬ 
tion;  yet  there  is  no  author,  enjoying  any 
considerable  share  of  popularity,  who  is  so 
imperfectly  understood  and  appreciated. 
—  Baldwin,  H.,  1820,  Butler's  Genuine 
and  Spurious  Remains,  Retrospective  Re- 
7 new,  vol.  II,  p.  256. 

The  construction  of  the  story,  and  the 
delineation  of  the  characters,  have  been 
praised  far  beyond  their  merits.  In  these 
particulars  it  has  very  slender  claims  to 
originality. — Neele,  Henry,  1827-29, 
Lectures  on  English  Poetry,  p.  171. 

The  defect  of  Butler’s  poem  undoubt 
edly  consists  in  .  .  .  the  poverty  of 

the  incidents,  and  the  incompleteness  and 
irregularity  of  the  design.  The  slender 
strain  of  narrative  which  is  just  visible  in 
the  commencement,  soon  dwindles  away 
and  is  lost.  It  is  true  that  the  poem 
abounds  with  curious  and  uncommon  learn¬ 
ing,  with  original  thoughts,  happy  images, 
quaint  and  comic  turns  of  expression,  and 
new  and  fanciful  rhymes.  But  the 
humour,  instead  of  being  diffused  quietly 
and  unostentatiously  over  the  whole  poem, 
in  rich  harmonious  colouring,  is  collected 
into  short  epigrammatic  sentences,  pointed 
apothegms,  and  unexpected  allusions. 
It  has  the  same  merits  and  defects  as  a 
poem  of  a  very  different  kind — -Young’s 
“Night  Thoughts,”— copious  invention, 
new  and  pleasing  images,  and  brilliant 
thoughts;  with  a  want  of  sufficient  con¬ 
nexion  in  the  subject,  and  progress  in  the 
story. — Mitford,  John,  1835,  erf.  Hudi- 
bras,  Life  of  Butler. 

His  reading  and  illustration  are  all  out 
of  the  way ;  and  his  manner,  dry  and  crab¬ 
bed  at  one  time,  flowing  and  free  and  pop¬ 
ular  at  another.  I  should  call  him,  there¬ 
fore,  a  humorist,  not  only  in  the  literary 
sense,  but  in  the  sense  in  which  we  apply 
the  word  to  one  who  has  some  strong  pe¬ 
culiarity  of  character,  which  he  indulges, 
•in  whims,  in  oddities,  in  comic  extrava¬ 
gances,  according  to  the  bent  of  his  incli¬ 
nation.  There  is  a  kind  of  likeness  be¬ 
tween  Butler  and  old  Burton  of  the  “An¬ 
atomy  of  Melancholy.”  Both  men  had 
various  and  unusual  reading;  both  were 
at  once  comic  and  grave  ;  and  both,  amidst 
wild  and  homely  pleasantry,  shoot  out 
flashes  of  thought  and  fancy  which  are 
equal  to  the  efforts  of  anybody  .... 
Among  humorous  writers  he  must  always 


occupy  a  very  high  place.  He  is  a  thinker, 
old  Butler,  as  you  see  through  all  his  odd 
comic  poem ;  while  as  a  man  of  wit,  it 
would  be  perhaps  impossible  to  name  one 
in  whom  wit  is  so  absolutely  redundant. — 
Hanna y,  James,  1854,  Satire  and  Satir¬ 
ists,  pp.  114,  115. 

It  is  rather  curious  to  remember  that 
the  two  best  burlesque  poems  in  the  Eng¬ 
lish  language,  “Iludibras”  and  “Don 
Juan,”  are  both  fragments;  and  that,  in 
reference  to  the  first  of  these,  at  least, 
we  have  not  the  most  distant  data  to 
guide  us  in  conjecturing  what  was  the 
ultimate  plan  or  purpose  of  the  poet,  be¬ 
yond,  at  least,  the  very  probable  conjec¬ 
ture  that  his  vigorous  and  unsparing 
satire  would  have  swept  at  least  into  the 
ranks  of  the  ungrateful  cavaliers.  As  it 
is,  “Hudibras”  now  stands  before  us — 
not  a  sublime,  unfinished  temple  conse¬ 
crated  to  deities,  whose  worship  was 
never  to  be  celebrated  therein — but  a 
great,  grotesque,  nameless  structure, 
reared  half  in  sport  and  half  in  earnest, 
which  excites  in  the  mind  of  those  who 
walk  in  it  rather  laughter  than  love, 
rather  wonder  than  satisfaction,  and 
which,  after  all  the  explanations  given  is 
far  more  a  problem  than  a  poem. — Gil- 
fillan,  George,  1854,  erf.,  Poetical 
Works  of  Samuel  Butler,  Life,  p.  xxv. 

I  love  all  beauty  :  I  can  go 
At  times  from  Gainsborough  to  Watteau; 
Even  after  Milton’s  thorough-bass 
I  hear  the  rhymes  of  Hndibras, 

And  find  more  solid  wisdom  there 
Than  pods  professor’s  easy  chair. 

— Landor,  Walter  Savage,  1858,  Apol¬ 
ogy  for  Gebir . 

An  old  affection  for  “Hudibras,”  ac¬ 
quired  nearly  half  a  century  ago,  at  a 
time  when  its  piquant  couplets  were  still 
familiarly  quoted,  had  long  impressed 
him  [me]  with  the  desire  to  publish  a  really 
popular  edition. — Bohn,  Henry  G.,  1859, 
erf.  Hudibras,  Preface,  p.  vi. 

Butler’s  power  of  arguing  in  verse,  in 
his  own  way,  may  almost  be  put  on  a  par 
with  Dryden’s  in  his ;  and,  perseveringly 
as  he  devotes  himself  upon  system  to  the 
exhibition  of  the  ludicrous  and  grotesque, 
he  sometimes  surprises  us  with  a  sudden 
gleam  of  the  truest  beauty  of  thought 
and  expression  breaking  out  from  the 
midst  of  the  usual  rattling  fire  of  smart¬ 
nesses  and  conundrums, — as  when  in  one 
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place  he  exclaims  of  a  thin  cloud  drawn 
over  the  moon— 

Mistcrious  veil ;  of  brightness  mode. 

At  onco  her  histre  nnd  her  shade ! 

He  must  also  be  allowed  to  tell  his  story 
and  to  draw  his  characters  well,  independ¬ 
ently  of  his  criticisms.— Craik,  George 
L.,  1861,  A  Compendious  History  nf  Eng¬ 
lish  Literature  and  of  the  English  Language, 
vol.  II,  p.  100. 

There  is  hardly  another  poem  in  the 
language  which  carries  so  essentially  dis¬ 
tinct  a  style  of  its  own.  It  is  at  once 
comic,  pointed,  and  precise,  continually 
surprising  the  reader  with  its  vivacity  and 
freshness,  to  the  success  of  which  its 
doggrel  verse  and  odd  rhymes  no  doubt 
contribute.- -Friswell,  James  Hain, 
1869,  Essays  on  English  Writers,  p.  87. 

How  mean  is  the  wit,  with  what  awk¬ 
wardness  and  dulness  he  dilutes  his  splen¬ 
etic  satire !  Here  and  there  lurks  a  happy 
picture,  the  remnant  of  a  poetry  which 
has  just  perished  ;  but  the  whole  material 
of  the  work  reminds  one  of  a  Scarron,  as 
unworthy  as  the  other,  and  more  malig¬ 
nant.  ...  No  action,  no  nature,  all 
is  would-be  satire  and  gross  caricature ; 
neither  art,  nor  harmony,  nor  good  taste : 
the  Puritan  style  is  converted  into  a  harsh 
gibberish  ;  and  the  engalled  rancour,  miss¬ 
ing  its  aim  by  its  mere  excess,  spoils  the 
portrait  it  wishes  to  draw.  Would  you 
believe  that  such  a  writer  gives  himself 
airs,  wishes  to  enliven  us,  pretends  to  be 
funny?— Taine,  H.  A.,  1871,  History  of 
English  Literature,  tr.  Van  Laun,  vol.  i, 
bk.  iii,  ch.  i,  pp.  463,  464. 

A  poem  which  the  finest  wits  of  his  own 
age,  and  the  finest  wits  of  every  age  and 
country  to  the  present  time,  have  con¬ 
curred  in  pronouncing  the  wittiest  com¬ 
position,  integrally,  that  was  ever  penned. 
If  the  story  or  substructure  of  this  re¬ 
markable  work  had  been  of  more  fanciful 
character,  with  variety  and  surprises  in 
the  development,  and  the  subject  of  it 
more  general,  and  applicable  to  universal 
humanity — its  causes  and  effects  of  action 
— I  believe  I  may  state  without  fear  of 
contradiction,  that  it  would  have  stood 
pre-eminent  and  unrivalled. 

Nothing  can  exceed  the  slashing  style  in 
which  this  great  writer  rips  open  and  ex¬ 
poses  to  view  the  hypocritcal  pretensions 
of  the  objects  of  his  ridicule,  and  the 
proof  of  it  is,  that  the  book  has  furnished 


texts  and  mottoes  to  the  opponents  of  big¬ 
otry  and  fanaticisms  of  all  descriptions — 
whether  ecclesiastical  or  civil — to  the 
present  day.— Clarke,  Charles  Cowden, 
1871,  On  the  Comic  Writers  of  England, 
The  Gentleman's  Magazine ,  n.  s.,  vol.  7, 
pp.  176,  183. 

Butler,  in  his  "Hudibras, ”  poured  in¬ 
sult  on  the  past  with  a  pedantic  buffoon¬ 
ery  for  which  the  general  hatred,  far 
more  than  its  humor,  secured  a  hearing. 
—Green,  John  Richard,  1874,  A  Short 
History  of  the  English  People,  ch.  ix,  sec.  i. 

Although  the  merits  of  “Hudibras" 
have,  in  our  opinion,  been  exaggerated* 
because  largely  taken  on  trust,  yet  no  one 
can  question  the  power  and  merit  of  the 
poem.  It  is  a  rough,  strong,  grotesque 
satire,  full  of  point  and  force,  and  did 
more  to  put  the  defects  of  Puritanism  in 
a  ridiculous  and  glaring  light  and  give 
popular  currency  to  their  faults,  real  and 
supposed,  than  anything  which  has  ever 
been  written.  The  terse  and  stinging  sen 
tences  of  the  mock  epic  were  in  eve? 
one’s  mouth;  but  their  author  lived  ai 
died  a  neglected  and  morose  man,  b 
queathing  a  volume  of  posthumous 
papers,  full  of  bitter  flings  against  man¬ 
kind.— Lodge,  Henry  Cabot,  1880,  Af<zs- 
son's  Life  of  Milton,  International  Review , 
vol,  9,  p.  129. 

“Hudibras”  is  none  the  less  as  notable 
in  these  days  as  it  was  at  the  epoch  of  its 
birth.  It  has  been  more  largely  read  and 
quoted  than  almost  any  book  in  the  lan¬ 
guage.  It  contains  the  best  and  brightest 
of  Butler,  and  is  a  perfect  reflex  of  hiB 
mind  and  temper. — Henley,  William 
Ernest,  1880,  English  Poets  ed.  Ward , 
vol.  II,  p.  397. 

Every  good  cause  has  its  HudibraB. 
Butler  wrote,  no  doubt,  as  a  partisan,  but 
his  whole  war  was  against  hypocrisy. 
Against  that  in  every  form  he  waged  his 
war,  though  putting  into  the  central 
place  what  he  regarded  as  the  worst  hy¬ 
pocrisy  of  all.  But  he  aimed  also  his 
shafts  of  wit  against  false  show  of  cour¬ 
age;  pedantry  of  learning:  the  false  con¬ 
ventions  of  love  poetry;  the  worldliness 
of  love ;  pretensions  of  false  science ;  de¬ 
lusive  aids  of  law.  Had  he  completed  the 
book,  he  would  have  left  few  of  the  shams 
of  life  untouched.  To  the  weak  side  of 
Law  and  Divinity  he  would,  no  doubt, 
have  added  the  weak  side  of  Physic,  when 
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time  came  for  summoning  the  Doctor  to 
despatch  his  knight.  An  attentive  reader 
of  “  Hudribas”  will  not  be  more  impressed 
by  its  wit,  than  by  the  breadth  of  its  plan. 
— Morley,  Henry,  1885,  cd.  Hudibras 
( Universal  Library ),  p.  viii. 

The  poem  is  a  curio  of  letters — a  speci¬ 
men  of  literary  bric-a-brac — an  old,  in¬ 
geniously  enamelled  snuff-box,  with  dirty 
pictures  within  the  lid. — Mitchell,  Don¬ 
ald  G.,  1890,  English  Lands,  Letters  and 
Kings,  From  Elizabeth  to  Anne,  p.  197. 

The  book  is  a  very  great  book.  Its 
wonderful  skill  of  doggerel  verse  and  ac¬ 
robatic  rhyme,  the  inexhaustible  abun¬ 
dance  of  its  fantastic  imagery,  its  learn¬ 
ing,  its  fancy,  its  pictorial  skill — great 
as  they  all  are  -yield,  perhaps,  to  the 
fashion  in  which  the  persons,  things,  sys¬ 
tems  ridiculed  are  made  to  render  them¬ 
selves  ridiculous — to  the  pitiless  mastery 
with  which  the  puppets  work  out  their 
own  failure  and  contempt.  There  are 
many  more  lovely  books  of  English  litera¬ 
ture  than  ‘‘Hudibras;’'  there  are,  per- 
taps,  not  so  many  of  which  it  can  be  said 
chat  they  are  intellectually  greater. — 
Saintsbury,  George,  1895,  Social  Eng¬ 
land,  ed .  Traill ,  vol.  IV,  p.  427. 

It  was  greatly  relished,  and  though  it 
is  a  barbarous  and  ribald  production  of 
small  literary  value,  it  is  still  praised, 
and  perhaps  occasionally  read.  It  affords 
rare  opportunities  for  quotation,  every 
few  pages  containing  a  line  or  couplet  of 
considerable  facetiousness.  "Hudibras” 
was  incessantly  imitated,  and  the  generic 
term  Hudibrastics  was  invented  for  this 
kind  of  daring  doggerel.  Cutler,  how¬ 
ever,  is  a  mere  episode. — Gosse,  Edmund, 
1897,  Short  History  of  Modern  English  Lit¬ 
erature,  p.  188. 

GENERAL 

Butler  was  suffered  to  die  in  a  garret, 
Otway  in  an  alehouse,  Nat  Lee  in  the 
street.  And  yet  Butler  was  a  whole 
species  of  poets  in  one;  admirable  in  a 
manner  in  which  no  one  else  has  been  tol¬ 
erable  ;  a  manner  which  began  and  ended 
in  him,  in  which  he  knew  no  guide  and 
has  found  no  followers. — Dennis,  John, 
1717,  Remarks  oh  Pope's  Homer,  p.  6. 

He,  consummate  master,  knew 
When  to  recede,  nnd  where  pursue ; 

His  noble  negligences  teach 
What  others’  toils  despair  to  reach. 


He,  perfect  dancer,  climbs  the  rope, 

And  balances  your  fear  and  hope  : 

If,  after  some  distinguish'd  leap. 

He  drops  his  pole,  and  seems  to  slip, 

Straighr  gathering  all  his  active  strength, 
He  rises  higher  half  his  lengiii. 

With  wonder  you  approve  his  sleight ; 

And  owe  your  pleasure  to  your  fright. 

— Prior,  Matthew,  1718,  Alma,  Canto  ii. 

There  was  something  singular  in  this 
same  Butler.  Besides  an  infinite  deal  of 
wit,  he  had  great  sense  and  penetration, 
both  in  the  sciences  and  the  world.  Yet 
with  all  this,  he  could  never  plan  a  work, 
nor  tell  a  story  well  The  first  appears 
from  his  "Hudibras,”  the  other  from  his 
"Elephant  in  the  Moon.”  He  evidently 
appears  to  have  been  dissatisfied  with  it, 
by  turning  it  into  long  verse :  from 
whence,  you  perceive,  he  thought  the 
fault  lay  in  the  doggerel  verse,  but  that 
was  his  forte ;  the  fault  lay  in  the  manner 
of  telling.  .  .  .  Butler’s  heroics  are 

poor  stuff ;  indeed  only  doggerel,  made 
languid  by  heavy  expletives.  This  at¬ 
tempt  in  the  change  of  his  measure  was 
the  sillier,  not  only  as  he  had  acquired  a 
mastery  in  the  short  measure,  but  as  that 
measure,  somehow  or  other,  suits  best 
with  his  sort  of  wit.  His  characters  are 
full  of  cold  puerilities,  though  intermixed 
with  abundance  of  wit,  and  with  a  great 
deal  of  good  sense.  He  is  sometimes 
wonderfully  fine  both  in  his  sentiment 
and  expression. — Warburton,  William, 
1759,  Letters  from  a  Late  Eminent  Prelate, 
July  8,  p.  2S7. 

Butler’s  treasures  of  knowledge  appear 
proportioned  to  his  expence :  whatever 
topick  employs  his  mind,  he  shews  himself 
qualified  to  expand  and  illustrate  it  with 
all  the  accessaries  that  books  can  furnish; 
he  is  found  not  only  to  have  travelled  the 
beaten  road,  but  the  bye-paths  of  litera¬ 
ture  ;  not  only  to  have  taken  general  sur¬ 
veys,  but  to  have  examined  particulars 
with  minute  inspection. — JOHNSON,  Sam¬ 
uel,  1779,  Samuel  Butler,  Lives  of  the 
English  Poets. 

Butler,  who  had  as  much  wit  and  learn¬ 
ing  as  Cowley,  and  who  knew,  what  Cow¬ 
ley  never  knew,  how  to  use  them.  A 
great  command  of  good  homely  English  dis¬ 
tinguishes  him  still  more  from  the  other 
writers  of  the  time. — Macaulay,  Thomas 
Babington,  1827,  Drydcn,  Edinburgh  Re¬ 
view,  Critical  and  Miscellaneous  Essays. 

Butler’s  business  was  the  business  of 
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desecration,  the  exact  reverse  of  a  poet’s. 
When  Prior  attempted  afterwards  the  same 
line  of  composition  with  his  peculiar 
grace  and  airiness  of  diction, — when  Swift 
ground  society  into  jests  with  a  rougher 
turning  of  the  wheel,— -still,  then  and 
since,  has  this  Butler  stood  alone.  He  is 
the  genius  of  his  class;  a  natural  enemy 
to  poetry  under  the  form  of  a  poet:  not 
a  great  man,  but  a  powerful  man. — 
Browning,  Elizabeth  Barrett,  1842-63, 
The  Book  of  the  Poets. 

Butler  is  tho  wittiest  of  English  poets, 
and  at  the  same  time  he  is  one  of  the  most 
learned,  and  what  is  more,  one  of  the 
wisest.  His  “Hudibras, ”  though  nat¬ 
urally  the  most  popular  of  his  works  from 
its  size,  subject,  and  witty  excess,  was  an 
accident  of  birth  and  party  compared 
with  his  Miscellaneous  Poems;  yet  both 
abound  in  thoughts  as  great  and  deep  as 
the  surface  is  sparkling;  and  his  genius 
altogether,  having  the  additional  recom¬ 
mendation  of  verse,  might  have  given  him 
a  fame  greater  than  Rabelais,  had  his  an¬ 
imal  spirits  been  equal  to  the  rest  of 
his  qualifications  for  a  universalist.  At 
tho  same  time,  though  not  abounding  in 
poetic  sensibility,  he  was  not  without  it. 
—Hunt,  Leigh,  1846,  Wit  and  Humour , 
p.  242. 


Butler  must  ever  retain  his  own  plot  of 
ground  on  the  English  Parnassus:  it  is  a 
plot  however  which  the  other  denizens 
regard  as  rather  an  excrescence  and  per¬ 
ceptibly  malodorous,  and,  in  their  loftier 
moods,  Apollo  and  the  Muses  turn  a  res¬ 
olutely  blind  eye  to  that  particular  com¬ 
partment.— Rossetti,  William  Michael, 
1878,  Lives  of  Famous  Poets ,  p.  89. 

Taking  them  in  this  order,  we  will  com¬ 
mence  with  a  short  notice  of  the  miscel¬ 
laneous  verso.  (I)  We  see  Butler  here, 
as  in  all  his  writings,  a  disappointed  man, 
whose  hand  was  raised  against  every  man. 
He  had  a  keen  eye  for  the  ridiculous  side 
of  things,  but  he  did  not  care  to  draw  atten¬ 
tion  to  the  better  side.  This  may  be  said 
of  all  satirists,  but  it  is  a  specially  marked 
characteristic  of  Butler.  One  would  have 
thought  that  there  was  enough  folly  on 
all  sides  of  him  to  occupy  his  pen,  and  it 
is  to  be  regretted  that  the  new-born  love 
for  science  and  antiquity,  which  distin¬ 
guished  the  Restoration  era,  should  have 
had  so  persistent  an  enemy  in  this  man  of 
genius.— Wheatley,  Henry  B.,  1881 
Butler's  Unpublished  Remains ,  The  Am 
quary,  vol.  IV,  p.  252. 

A  consummate  master  of  caustic  h 
mour.—  Collins,  John  Churton,  1895, 
Essays  and  Studies,  p.  33. 
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Earl  of  Rochester 


1647-1680 


John  Wilmot,  Earl  of  Rochester,  was  born  at  Ditchley,  Oxfordshire,  10th  April 
1647,  and  was  educated  at  Burford  school  and  Wadham  College,  Oxford.  He  travelled 
in  France  and  Italy,  and  then  repaired  to  court,  where  his  handsome  person  and  lively 
wit  made  him  a  prominent  figure.  In  1665  he  showed  conspicuous  courage  against 
the  Dutch.  With  his  friend  Windham  he  had  engaged  that,  "if  either  of  them  died, 
he  should  appear  and  give  the  other  notice  of  the  future  state,  if  there  was  any.” 
Windham  was  killed,  but  did  not  disturb  the  rest  of  his  friend,  who  now  plunged  into 
a  life  of  the  grossest  debauchery  and  buffoonery,  yet  wrote  excellent  letters,  personal 
satires,  bacchanalian  and  amatory  songs,  and  verses  too  often  obscene  and  licentious. 
At  the  last  he  was  moved  to  repentance  by  Bishop  Burnet,  and  died  26  July  1680. 
His  verses  show  more  wit  than  poetry,  but  he  possessed  a  rich  gift  of  satire.  Among 
the  best  of  his  poems  are  an  imitation  of  Horace  on  Lucilius,  Verses  to  Lord  Mulgrave, 
a  Satire  against  Man,  and  Verses  upon  Nothing. — Patrick  and  GROOME,  cds.,  1897, 
Chambers's  Biographical  Dictionary ,  p.  797. 

PERSONAL  For  the  benefit  of  all  those  whom  I  have 

A  very  prophane  wit. — Evelyn,  John,  drawn  into  sin  by  my  example  and  encour- 
1670,  Diary ,  Nov.  24.  agement,  I  leave  to  the  world  this  my  last 

To  the  King’s  everlasting  shame,  to  have  declaration,  (which  I  deliver  in  the  pres- 


so  idle  a  rogue  his  companion. — Pepys, 
Samuel,  1668-69,  Diary,  Feb.  17. 


ence  of  the  great  God,  who  knows  the 
secrets  of  all  hearts,  and  before  whom  I 
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am  now  appearing  to  be  judged;)  that, 
from  the  bottom  of  my  soul,  1  detest  and 
abhor  the  whole  course  of  my  former 
wicked  life ;  that  I  think  I  can  never  suffi¬ 
ciently  admire  the  goodness  of  God.  who 
has  given  me  a  true  sense  of  my  perni¬ 
cious  opinions  and  vile  practices,  by  which 
I  have  hitherto  lived,  without  hope  and 
without  God  in  the  world ;  have  been  an 
open  enemy  to  Jesus  Christ,  doing  the  ut¬ 
most  despite  to  the  Holy  Spirit  of  Grace. 
And  that  the  greatest  testimony  of  my 
charity  to  such  is,  to  warn  them,  in  the 
name  of  God,  and  as  they  regard  the  wel¬ 
fare  of  their  immortal  souls,  no  more  to 
deny  his  being  or  his  providence,  or 
despise  his  goodness;  no  more  to  make 
a  mock  of  sin,  or  contemn  the  pure 
and  excellent  religion  of  my  ever  blessed 
Redeemer  ;  through  whose  merits  alone,  I, 
one  of  the  greatest  of  sinners,  do  yet 
hope  for  mercy  and  forgiveness.  Amen. 
Declared  and  signed  in  the  presence  of 
j  Anne  Rochester, 

{  Robert  Parsons. 

—Rochester,  John  Wilmot,  Earl,  1680, 
Declaration,  June  19. 

Moarn  all  ye  Groves,  in  darker  ShadeB  be 
seen, 

Let  groans  bo  heard  where  gentle  Winds 
have  been : 

Ye  Albion  Rivers,  weep  your  Fountains  dry, 
And  all  ye  PlantB  your  moisture  spend,  and 
die : 

Ye  melancholy  Flowers,  which  once  were 
Men, 

Lament,  until  yon  be  transform’d  ageu : 

Let  every  Rose  pale  as  the  Lilly  be. 

And  Winter  Frost  seize  the  Anemone : 

Bnfc  thou,  O  Hyacinth,  more  vigorous  grow, 
In  mournful  Letters  thy  sad  Glory  show, 
Enlarge  thy  Grief,  and  flourish  in  thy  Woe : 
For  Bion,  the  beloved  Bion's  dead, 

His  Voice  is  gone,  his  tuneful  Breath  is  fled. 
Come,  all  ye  Muses,  come,  adorn  the  Shep¬ 
herd’s  Herte, 

With  never-fading  Garlands,  never-dying 
Verse. 

— Oldham,  John,  1680,  A  Pastoral  on 
the  Death,  of  the  Earl  of  Rochester. 

As  on  his  death-bed  gasping,  Strephon  lay, 
Strephon!  the  wonder  of  the  plains, 

The  noblest  of  th’  Arcadian  swains. 
Strephon  I  the  bold,  the  witty,  and  the  gay. 
With  many  a  sigh  and  many  a  tear  be  said — 
Remember  me,  ye  shepherds,  when  I’m 
dead  1 

Ye  trifling  glories  of  the  world,  adienl 
And  vain  applauses  of  the  age; 

For  when  we  quit  this  earthly  stage, 


Believe  me  shepherds,  for  I  tell  you  truo, 

The  pleasures  which  from  virtuous  deeds 
wo  have. 

Procure  the  sweetest  slnmberB  in  the  grave. 

— Flat.man,  Thomas,  1686,  Poems,  p.  174. 

Wilmot,  earl  of  Rochester,  was  nat¬ 
urally  modest  till  the  court  corrupted 
him.  His  wit  had  in  it  a  peculiar  bright¬ 
ness,  to  which  none  could  ever  arrive.  Ho 
gave  himself  up  to  all  sorts  of  extrava¬ 
gance,  and  to  the  wildest  frolics  that  a 
wanton  wit  could  devise.  He  would  have 
gone  about  the  street  as  a  beggar,  and 
made  love  as  a  porter.  He  set  up  a  stage 
as  an  Italian  mountebank.  He  was  for 
some  years  always  drunk,  and  was  ever 
doing  some  mischief.  The  king  loved  his 
company  for  the  diversion  it  atforded, 
better  than  his  person  ;  and  there  was  no 
love  lost  between  them.  He  took  his  re¬ 
venges  in  many  libels.  He  found  out  a 
footman  that  knew  all  the  court,  and  he 
furnished  him  with  a  red  coat  and  a 
musket  as  a  centinel,  and  kept  him  all  the 
winter  long  every  night  at  the  doors  of 
such  ladies  as  he  believed  might  be  in  in¬ 
trigues.  In  the  court  a  centinel  is  little 
minded,  and  is  believed  to  be  posted  by  a 
captain  of  the  guards  to  hinder  a  combat: 
so  this  man  saw  who  walked  about  and 
visited  at  forbidden  hours.  ...  In  the  last 
year  of  his  life  I  was  much  with  him,  and 
have  writ  a  book  of  what  pass’d  between 
him  and  me.  I  do  verily  believe  he  was 
then  so  entirely  changed,  that,  if  he  had 
recovered,  he  would  have  made  good  all 
his  resolutions.— Burnet,  Gilbert,  1715- 
34,  History  of  My  Own  Time. 

Lord  Rochester  was  of  a  very  bad  turn 
of  mind  as  well  as  debauched.  [From 
the  Duke  of  Buckingham  and  others  that 
knew  him.]— Pope,  Alexander,  1728- 
30,  Spence's  Anecdotes,  ed.  Singer,  p.  4. 

He  had  very  early  an  inclination  to  in¬ 
temperance,  which  he  totally  subdued  in 
his  travels ;  but,  when  he  became  a  court¬ 
ier  he  unhappily  addicted  himself  to  dis¬ 
solute  and  vitious  company,  by  which  his 
principles  were  corrupted,  and  his  man¬ 
ners  depraved.  He  lost  all  sense  of  re¬ 
ligious  restraint ;  and,  finding  it  not  con¬ 
venient  to  admit  the  authority  of  laws 
which  he  was  resolved  not  to  obey,  shel¬ 
tered  his  wickedness  behind  infidelity. 
.  .  .  He  confessed  to  Dr.  Burnet,  he 

was  for  five  years  together  continually 
drunk,  or  so  much  inflamed  by  frequent 
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ebriety,  as  in  no  interval  to  be  master  of 
himself.  .  .  Having  an  active  and 

inquisitive  mind,  he  never,  except  in  his 
paroxysms  of  intemperance,  was  wholly 
negligent  of  study,  he  read  what  is  con¬ 
sidered  as  polite  learning  so  much,  that 
he  is  mentioned  by  Wood  as  the  greatest 
scholar  of  all  the  nobility.  .  .  .  Thus 

in  a  course  of  a  drunken  gaiety  and  gross 
sensuality,  with  intervals  of  study  perhaps 
yet  more  criminal,  with  an  avowed  con¬ 
tempt  of  all  decency  and  order,  a  total 
disregard  to  every  moral,  and  a  resolute 
denial  of  every  religious  obligation,  he 
lived  worthless  and  useless,  and  blazed 
out  his  youth  and  his  health  in  lavish 
voluptuousness:  till,  at  the  age  of  one- 
and-thirty,  he  had  exhausted  the  fund  of 
life,  and  reduced  himself  to  a  state  of 
weakness  and  decay. — Johnson,  Samuel, 
1779,  Earl  of  Rochester ,  Lives  of  the  Eng¬ 
lish  Pocls. 

It  is  not  now  meant  to  deny  many  of 
the  charges  made  against  the  character 
of  Rochester,  though  some  of  them  rest 
on  very  slender  foundation ;  and  when  his 
memory  has,  for  a  century  and  a  half, 
been  loaded  with  unalloyed  obloquy,  it 
might  seem  the  height  of  folly  to  offer 
any  thing  in  its  vindication  ;  but  if  we  can 
shew  his  character  in  a  more  amiable  or 
less  odious  light,  justice  demands  that  his 
memory  should  have  the  benefit  of  it :  and 
if  we  can  prove  that,  notwithstanding  all 
his  dissipation,  and  “lavish  voluptuous¬ 
ness,’’  he  was  an  affectionate  husband, 
and  a  fond  father,  we  shall  at  least  exhibit 
him  in  a  light  in  which  he  has  not  hitherto 
been  regarded.  Happily,  the  evidence  on 
which  this  will  rest,  is  indisputable:  it  is 
drawn  from  his  own  domestic  letters. — 
Collet,  Stephen,  1823,  Relics  of  Litera¬ 
ture,  p.  44. 

His  reputation  as  a  wit  must  rest,  in 
the  present  day,  chiefly  upon  productions 
which  have  long  since  been  condemned  as 
unreadable.  Strange  to  say,  when  not 
under  the  influence  of  wine,  he  was  a 
constant  student  of  classical  authors,  per¬ 
haps  the  worst  reading  for  a  man  of  his 
tendencies :  all  that  was  satirical  and  im¬ 
pure  attracting  him  most.  Boileau, 
among  French  writers,  and  Cowley  among 
the  English,  were  his  favorite  authors. 
He  also  read  many  books  of  physic;  for 
long  before  thirty  his  constitution  was  so 
broken  by  his  life,  that  he  turned  his 


attention  to  remedies, and  to  medical  treat¬ 
ment  ;  and  it  is  remarkable  how  many  men 
of  dissolute  lives  take  up  the  same  sort  of 
reading,  in  the  vain  hope  of  repairing  a 
course  of  dissolute  living.  As  a  writer, 
his  style  was  at  once  forcible  and  lively; 
as  a  companion,  he  was  wildly  vivacious : 
madly,  perilously,  did  he  outrage  decency, 
insult  virtue,  profane  religion. -“Thomp¬ 
son,  Katherine  and  J.  C.  (Grace  and 
Philip  Wharton),  1860,  The  Wits  and 
Beaux  of  Society ,  p.  67. 

His  manners  were  those  of  a  lawless 
and  wretched  mountebank ;  his  delight 
was  to  haunt  the  stews,  to  debauch 
women,  to  write  filthy  songs  and  lewd 
pamphlets;  he  spent  his  time  between 
scandal  with  the  maids  of  honour,  broils 
with  men  of  letters,  the  receiving  of  in¬ 
sults,  the  giving  of  blows.  By  way  of 
playing  the  gallant,  he  eloped  with  his 
wife  before  he  married  her.  To  make  a 
display  of  scepticism,  he  ended  by  declin¬ 
ing  a  duel,  and  gained  the  name  of  a  cow¬ 
ard.  For  five  years  together  he  was  saic 
to  be  drunk.  The  spirit  within  him  fail' 
ing  of  a  worthy  outlet,  plunged  him  int 
adventures  more  befitting  a  clown.  Onc^ 
with  the  Duke  of  Buckingham  he  rented 
an  inn  on  the  Newmarket  road,  and 
turned  innkeeper,  supplying  the  husbands 
with  drink  and  defiling  their  wives.  He 
introduced  himself,  disguised  as  an  old 
woman,  into  the  house  of  a  miser,  robbed 
him  of  his  wife,  and  passed  her  on  to 
Buckingham.  The  husband  hanged  him¬ 
self;  they  made  very  merry  over  the 
affair.  At  another  time  he  disguised  him¬ 
self  as  a  chairman,  then  as  a  beggar, 
and  paid  court  to  the  guttergirls.  He 
ended  by  turning  charlatan,  astrologer, 
and  vendor  of  drugs  for  procuring  abor¬ 
tion,  in  the  suburbs.  .  .  .  One  can¬ 

not  copy  even  the  titles  of  his  poems; 
they  were  written  only  for  the  haunts  of 
vice. — TaiNE,  H.  A.,  1871,  History  of 
English  Literature,  tr.  Van  Laun,  vol.  i, 
bk.  iii,  cA.  i,  p.  469. 

Dorimant,  the  witty  aristocratic  rake 
in  Etherege’s  play  of  “The  ManofMode,’* 
represents  the  Earl  of  Rochester. — Frey, 
Albert  R.,  1888,  Sobriquets  and  Nick¬ 
names,  p.  94. 

To  the  same  court*  belonged  Rochester, 
his  great,  fine  wig  covering  a  great,  fine 
brain  ;  he  writing  harmonious  verses  about 

•Court  of  Charles  II. 
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— “Nothing"’ — or  worse  than  nothing; 
and  at  the  last  wheedling  Bishop  Burnet 
into  the  belief  that  he  had  changed  his 
courses,  and  that  if  he  might  rise  from 
that  ugly  deathbed  where  the  good- 
natured,  pompous  bishop  sought  him,  he 
would  be  enrolled  among  the  moralists. 

I  think  it  was  lucky  that  he  died  with 
such  good  impulse  flashing  at  the  top  of 
his  badnesses. — Mitchell,  Donald  G., 
1890,  English  Lands  Letters  and  Kings , 
From  Elizabeth  to  Anne,  p.  185. 

GENERAL 

Sometimes  he  has  some  humour,  never  wit, 
And  if  it  rarely,  very  rarely,  hit, 

’Tifl  under  bo  much  nasty  rubbish  laid 
To  find  it  oat’s  the  cinder-woman’s  trade. 

—Sheffield,  Duke  of  Buckingham,  1679, 
An  Essay  on  Satire. 

He  was  .  thoroughly  acquainted 
with  the  classic  authors,  both  Greek  and 
Latin ;  a  thing  very  rare  (if  not  peculiar 
to  him)  among  those  of  his  quality. — 
iVooo,  Anthony,  1691-1721,  Athenae 
Izonienses. 

Oldham  is  a  very  indelicate  writer  :  he 
has  strong  rage,  but  it  is  too  much  like 
Billingsgate.  Lord  Rochester  had  much 
more  delicacy,  and  more  knowledge  of 
mankind.  — Pope,  Alexander,  1728-30, 
Spences  Anecdotes ,  ed.  Singer,  p.  14. 

Lord  Rochester’s  poems  have  much 
more  obscenity  than  wit,  more  wit  than 
poetry,  more  poetry  than  politeness. — 
Walpole,  Horace,  1758,  A  Catalogue  of 
the  Royal  and  Noble  Authors  qf  England, 
Scotland  and  Ireland. 

The  very  name  of  Rochester  is  offensive 
to  modest  ears ;  yet  does  his  poetry  dis¬ 
cover  such  energy  of  style  and  such 
poignancy,  as  give  ground  to  imagine 
what  so  fine  a  genius,  had  he  fallen  in  a 
more  happy  age  and  had  followed  better 
models,  was  capable  of  producing.  The 
ancient  satirists  often  use  great  liberties 
in  their  expressions  ;  but  their  freedom  no 
more  resembles  the  licentiousness  of 
Rochester,  than  the  nakedness  of  an  Indian 
does  that  of  a  common  prostitute. — Hume, 
David,  1762,  History  of  England,  James  II. 

There  is  an  immense  strength  and  preg¬ 
nancy  of  expression  in  some  of  the  best 
of  his  compositions,  careless  and  un¬ 
finished  as  they  are. — Craik,  George  L., 
1861,  A  Compendious  History  of  English 
Literature,  vol.  II,  p.  113. 


The  volumes  which  continued  to  be  re¬ 
printed  for  nearly  a  century  under  the 
title  of  Rochester’s  Poems  form  a  kind  of 
“Parnasse  Satyrique”  into  which  a 
modern  reader  can  scarcely  venture  to  dip. 
Of  this  notorious  collection  a  large  part 
wa3  spurious;  the  offensive  matter  that 
had  to  be  removed  from  the  writings  of 
Dorset,  Buckinghamshire,  Butler,  and 
other  less  famous  profligate  poets,  found 
an  asylum  under  the  infamy  of  the  name 
of  Rochester.  But  readers  who  are 
fortunate  enough  to  secure  the  volume 
edited  by  the  dead  poet’s  friends  in  1691 
will  find  no  more  indiscretions  than  are 
familiar  in  all  poetry  of  the  Restoration, 
and  will  discover,  what  they  will  not  find 
elsewhere,  the  exquisite  lyrics  on  which 
the  fame  of  Rochester  should  rest.  His 
satires,  as  trenchant  and  vigorous  as  they 
are  foul,  are  not  included  in  this  edition; 
he  uses  the  English  language  in  them  as 
Poggio  and  Filelfo  had  used  Latin.  .  .  . 
With  Rochester  the  power  of  writing 
songs  died  in  England  until  the  age  of 
Blake  and  Burns.  He  was  the  last  of  the 
cavalier  lyrists,  and  in  some  respects  the 
best.  In  the  qualities  that  a  song  de¬ 
mands,  simplicity,  brevity,  pathos  and 
tenderness,  he  arrives  nearer  to  pure  ex¬ 
cellence  than  any  one  between  Carew  and 
Burns.  His  style  is  without  adornment, 
and,  save  in  this  one  matter  of  song- 
writing,  he  is  weighed  down  by  the  dry¬ 
ness  and  inefficiency  of  his  age.— Gosse, 
Edmund,  1880,  English  Poets ,  ed.  Ward, 
vol.  II,  pp.  424,  425. 

Victims  of  vanity  and  lechery  are 
seldom  worth  regret :  but  this  hapless 
pupil  of  the  Puritans,  hounded  as  he  was 
by  false  shame  and  foolish  emulation  into 
such  inconceivable  eccentricities  of  liter¬ 
ary  and  personal  debauchery,  was  born 
for  so  different  a  fate  and  so  different  a 
record,  had  not  his  evil  star  intervened  to 
thwart  it,  that  no  one  who  realizes  what 
he  might  and  should  have  been  can  ever 
think  of  the  poet  or  the  man  without  a 
thrill  or  a  pang  of  pity.  The  gallant 
young  volunteer  who  distinguished  him¬ 
self  even  among  English  sailors  and  sol¬ 
diers  as  the  hero  of  a  sea  fight  drank  him¬ 
self  into  cowardice,  and 1  truckled  to  a 
challenger  as  a  Russo-Radical  of  our  own 
day  would  tuckle  to  any  enemy  who  might 
assist  him  in  the  degradation  of  this 
country :  the  noble  and  thoughtful  poet 
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who  might  have  beaten  all  competitors 
out  of  the  field  became  such  a  rhymester 
as  Plato  might  have  excepted  from  the 
sentence  of  expulsion — surely  in  other 
cases  a  superfluous  sentence — pronounced 
against  poets  who  might  find  themselves 
within  the  limits  of  a  republic  from  which 
Platonic  love  had  excluded  the  superfluous 
and  obsolete  influence  of  woman.  -Swin¬ 
burne,  Algernon  Charles,  1891,  Social 
Verse,  The  Forum,  vol.  12,  p.  177 


Rochester  had  as  sprightly  a  lyric  gift 
as  any  writer  of  the  Restoration.  As  a 
satirist  he  showed  much  insight  and 
vigour,  and,  according  to  Aubrey,  Marvell 
regarded  him  as  the  best  satirist  of  his 
time.  But  he  was  something  of  a  plagiar¬ 
ist.  His  “Satire  against  Mankind’’  owes 
much  to  Boileau,  and  to  Cowley  his 
lyrics  were  often  deeply  indebted.— Lee, 
Sldney,  1900,  Dictionary  of  National 
Biography,  vol.  lxii,  p.  66. 


Sir  Thomas  Browne 

1605-1682 


Born,  in  London,  19  Oct.  1605.  Educated  at  Winchester  Coll.,  as  Scholar,  1616- 
23.  To  Broadgate  Hall  (now  Pembroke  Coll.),  Oxford,  1623;  B.  A.,  31  June  1626; 
M.  A.,  11  June  1629.  Practised  medicine  for  a  short  time.  Tour  in  Ireland,  France 
Italy,  Holland.  Returned  to  practice  near  Halifax,  “Religio  Medici”  probably 
written  1635.  To  Norwich,  1637.  M.  D.,  Oxford,  10  July  1637.  Married  Dorothy 
Mileham,  1641.  “Religio  Medici”  privately  published,  1642.  Sided  with  Royalist^ 
in  Civil  Wars.  Hon.  Fellow  of  Coll,  of  Physicians,  6  July  1665.  Knighted,  on  State 
visit  of  Charles  II.  to  Norwich,  28  Sept.  1671.  Died,  19  Oct.  1682;  buried  at 
Norwich.  ILorAs:  “Religio  Medici,”  privately  printed,  1642;  authorized  version, 
1643;  “Pseudodoxia  Epidemics,  ”  1646;  “Hydriotaphia,  ”  1658.  Posthumous : 
“Certain  Miscellany  Tracts,”  1684;  “Works,”  1686;  “Posthumous  Works,”  1712; 
“Christian  Morals,”  1716.  Collected  Works :  including  Lift  and  Correspondence, 
ed.  by  S.  Wilkin  (4  vols.),  1835-36.— Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary 
of  English  Authors,  p.  33. 


PERSONAL 

M.  S. 

Hie  Situs  Est 
THOMAS  BROWNE,  M.  D. 

Et  Miles. 

A0  1605.  Londoni  Natus 
Generosa  Familia  Apud  Upton  In  Agro 
Cestriensi  Oriundus. 

SCHOLA  PRIMUM  WrNTONIENSI,  Postea 
In  Coll.  Pembr. 

Apud  Oxonienses  Bonis  Literis 
Haud  Leviter  Imbutus. 

In  Urbe  Hac  Nordovicensi  Medicinam 
Arte  Egregi  Et  Fcelici  Successu  Pro- 
fessus, 

Scriptis,  Quibus  Tituli,  Religio  Medici 
Et  Pseudodoxia  Epidemica  Aliisque 
Per  Orbem  Notissiwus 
VlR  PlENTISSIMUS,  LnTEGERRIMUS,  DoCTIS- 
simus  ; 

Obiit  Octobr.  19,  1682. 

Pie  Posuit  Mcestissima  Conjux 
Da  Doroth.  Br. 

— Inscription  on  Monument,  Church  of 
St.  Peter,  Mancroft,  Norwich. 


For  a  character  of  his  person,  his  com¬ 
plexion  and  hair  was  answerable  to  his 
name,  his  stature  was  moderate,  and  habit 
of  body  neither  fat  nor  lean  but  evodpkoc. 
In  his  habit  of  clothing,  he  had  an  aver¬ 
sion  to  all  finery,  and  affected  plainness, 
both  in  the  fashion  and  ornaments.  He 
ever  wore  a  cloke,  or  boots,  when  few 
others  did.  He  kept  himself  always  very 
warm,  and  thought  it  most  safe  so  to  do, 
though  he  never  loaded  himself  with  such 
a  multitude  of  garments,  as  Suetonius  re¬ 
ports  of  Augustus,  enough  to  clothe  a 
good  family.  .  .  .  His  memory, 

though  not  so  eminent  as  that  of  Seneca 
or  Scaliger,  was  capacious  and  tenacious, 
insomuch  as  he  remembered  all  that  was 
remarkable  in  any  book  that  he  had  read  ; 
and  not  only  knew  all  persons  again  that 
he  had  ever  seen  at  any  distance  of  time, 
but  remembered  the  circumstances  of 
their  bodies,  and  their  particular  dis¬ 
courses  and  speeches.  ...  He  was 
never  seen  to  be  transported  with  mirth, 
or  dejected  with  sadness ;  always  cheerful, 
but  rarely  merry,  at  any  sensible  rate, 
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seldom  heard  to  break  a  jest ;  and  when 
he  did,  he  would  be  apt  to  blush  at  the 
levity  of  it:  his  gravity  was  natural  with¬ 
out  affectation.  His  modesty  was  visible 
in  a  natural  habitual  blush,  which  wTas  in¬ 
creased  upon  the  least  occasion,  and  oft 
discovered  without  any  observable  cause. 
They  that  knew  no  more  of  him  than  by 
the  briskness  of  his  writings,  found  them¬ 
selves  deceived  in  their  expectation  when 
they  came  in  his  company,  noting  the 
gravity  and  sobriety  of  his  aspect  and 
conversation ;  so  free  from  loquacity,  or 
much  talkativeness,  that  he  was  some¬ 
thing  difficult  to  be  engaged  in  any  dis¬ 
course;  though  when  he  was  so,  it  was 
always  singular  and  never  trite  or  vulgar. 

.  .  .  Sir  Thomas  understood  most  of 

the  European  languages,  viz.  all  that  are 
in  Hutter’s  bible,  which  he  made  use  of. 
The  Latin  and  Greek  he  understood  criti 
ally.  — Whitefoot,  Rev.  John,  1690, 
Minutes  of  a  Life  of  Sir  Thomas  Browne. 

His  own  character  was  a  fine  mixture 

f  humourist,  genius,  and  pedant.  A 

brary  was  a  living  world  to  him,  and 
ivery  book  a  man,  absolute  flesh  and 
blood !  and  the  gravity  with  which  he  re¬ 
cords  contradictory  opinions  is  exquis¬ 
ite. — Coleridge,  Samuel  Taylor,  1802, 
Notes  on  Books  and  Authors ;  Miscella¬ 
nies,  AEsthetic  and  Literary ,  ed.  Ashe,  p. 
300. 

It  is  very  remarkable,  that  although 
Sir  Thomas  Browne  had  forty  children  and 
grand-children  (including  those  who  were 
so  by  marriage),  yet,  in  the  second  gener¬ 
ation,  within  thirty  years  after  his  decease, 
the  male  line  became  extinct ;  and  of  the 
third  generation,  none  survived  their  in¬ 
fancy,  excepting  in  the  family  of  his 
eldest  daughter,  Anne ;  of  whose  eight 
children,  none  left  any  descendants  but 
the  third  daughter,  Frances  Fairfax,  mar¬ 
ried  to  the  Earl  of  Buchan  ;  whose  daugh¬ 
ter,  Lady  Frances  Erskine,  married  the 
celebrated  Colonel  Gardener,  killed  at 
Preston-pans  in  1745  ; — whose  grandson 
was  the  late  Lord  Erskine,  one  of  the 
most  splendid  ornaments  of  the  English 
bar,  created  Lord  Chancellor  in  1806;  and 
from  whom  are  thus  lineally  descended 
Henry  David,  the  present  and  12th  Earl 
of  Buchan,  and  David  Montagu,  the  pres¬ 
ent  and  2nd  Lord  Erskine  of  Restormel 
Castle.— Wilkin,  Simon,  1836,  ed..  The 
Works  of  Sir  Thomas  Browne,  Memoir . 


Of  a  mild  and  kindly  temperament,  fond 
of  his  books  and  his  curiosities,  and  spin¬ 
ning  out  his  subtle  and  aerial  thoughts 
from  materials  which  the  crowded  world 
casts  out  of  its  bustling  way  into  nooks 
and  corners — moderate  as  a  politician, 
averse  to  all  disputes  in  theology,  inclined 
in  both  to  leave  things  in  their  beaten 
course,  beneath  the  shelter  of  unexamin¬ 
ing  veneration  there  did  not  exist  for 
Sir  Thomas  Browne  those  great  and  ex¬ 
citing  interests  which  gird  up  the  loins 
of  a  man’s  mind,  and  make  him  in  earnest 
in  all  that  he  undertakes.  —  HULWER-LYT- 
ton,  Lord  Edward  George  Lytton,  1S36, 
Sir  Thomas  Browne,  Edinburgh  Review . 

It  is  not  difficult,  from  the  fragmentary 
notices  that  have  been  left  to  us,  to  put 
together  some  picture  of  his  personal  ap¬ 
pearance.  He  was  a  man  of  dignified  ap¬ 
pearance,  with  a  striking  resemblance,  as 
Southey  has  remarked,  to  Charles  I.,  “al¬ 
ways  cheerful,  but  never  merry,”  given  to 
unseasonable  blushing,  little  inclined  to 
talk,  but  strikingly  original  when  once 
launched  in  conversation ;  sedate  in  his 
dress,  and  obeying  some  queer  medical 
crochets  as  to  its  proper  arrangement; 
always  at  work  in  the  intervals  of  his 
"drudging  practice,”  and  generally  a 
sober  and  dignified  physician. — Stephen, 
Leslie  1876,  Hours  in  a  Library,  Second 
Series. 

RELIGIO  MEDICI 
16-12 

But  to  come  back  to  our  Physician; 
truly,  my  lord,  I  must  needs  pay  him,  as 
a  due,  the  acknowledging  his  pious  dis¬ 
courses  to  be  excellent  and  pa thetical 
ones,  containing  worthy  motives  to  incite 
one  to  virtue,  and  to  deter  one  from  vice; 
thereby  to  gain  heaven,  and  to  avoid  hell. 
Assuredly  he  is  the  owner  of  a  solid  head, 
and  of  a  strong,  generous  heart. — DlGBY, 
Sir  Kenelm,  1642,  Letter  to  the  Earl  of 
Dorset. 

The  book  entitled  "Religio  Medici”  i3  in 
high  credit  here.  The  author  has  wit; 
there  are  abundance  of  fine  things  in  that 
book  ;  he  is  a  humorist,  whose  thoughts 
are  very  agreeable,  but  who,  in  my  opinion, 
is  to  seek  for  a  master  in  religion — as 
many  others  are — and,  in  the  end,  per¬ 
haps,  may  find  none.  One  may  say  of 
him,  as  Philip  de  Comines  did  the  founder 
of  the  Minimes,  a  hermit  of  Calabria, 
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Francis  de  Paula,  “he  is  still  alive,  and 
may  grow  worse  as  well  Us  better/1 — 
Patin,  Guy,  1645,  Letter,  from  Paris, 
April  7. 

The  “Religio  Medici"  was  no  sooner 
published  than  it  excited  the  attention  of 
the  publick  by  the  novelty  of  paradoxes, 
the  dignity  of  sentiment,  the  quick  suc¬ 
cession  of  images,  the  multitude  of  ab¬ 
struse  allusions,  the  subtlety  of  disquisi¬ 
tion,  and  the  strength  of  language. — 
Johnson,  Samuel,  1756,  Life  of  Sir 
Thomas  Browne. 

The  “Religio  Medici"  is  one  of  the  most 
beautiful  prose  poems  in  the  language  ;  its 
power  of  diction,  its  subtlety  and  large¬ 
ness  of  thought,  exquisite  conceits  and 
images,  have  no  parallel  out  of  the  writers 
of  that  brilliant  age,  when  Poetry  and 
Prose  had  not  yet  divided  their  domain, 
and  the  Lyceum  of  Philosophy  was  watered 
by  the  Ilissus  of  the  Nine. — Bulwer-Lyt- 
ton,  Lord  Edward  George  Lytton,  1836, 
Sir  Thomas  Browne,  Edinburgh  Review. 

This  little  book  made  a  remarkable  im¬ 
pression :  it  was  soon  translated  into 
several  languages,  and  is  highly  extolled 
by  Conringius  and  others,  who  could  only 
judge  through  these  versions.  Patin, 
though  ho  rather  slights  it  himself,  tells  us 
in  one  of  his  letters  that  it  was  very 
popular  at  Paris.  The  character  which 
Johnson  has  given  of  the  “Religio  Medici" 
is  well  known  ;  and,  though  perhaps  rather 
too  favorable,  appears,  in  general,  just. 
The  mind  of  Browne  was  fertile,  and,  ac¬ 
cording  to  the  current  use  of  the  word, 
ingenious ;  his  analogies  are  original,  and 
sometimes  brilliant;  and,  as  his  learning 
is  also  in  things  out  of  the  beaten  path, 
this  gives  a  peculiar  and  uncommon  air  to 
all  his  writings,  and  especially  to  the 
“Religio  Medici.”  He  was,  however,  far 
removed  from  real  philosophy,  both  by  his 
turn  of  mind  and  by  the  nature  of  his 
erudition:  he  seldoms  reasons;  his 
thoughts  are  desultory,  sometimes  he  ap¬ 
pears  sceptical  or  paradoxical;  but 
credulity,  and  deference  to  authority, 
prevail.— Hall  am,  Henry,  1837-39,  In¬ 
troduction  to  the  Literature  of  Europe,  pt. 
iii,  ch.  iv,  par.  36. 

It  is  not  their  intrinsic  merit  that  keeps 
the  “Religio  Medici"  and  the  “Urn- 
Burial"  alive;  it  is  because  they  were 
written  by  Sir  Thomas  Browne.  The  per¬ 
ennial  charm  of  his  quaint  and  engaging 


personality  is  impressed  upon  every  line. 
Hence  their  vitality.— Skelton,  Sir  John, 
1895,  Mainly  about  The  Story-Tellers, 
Table-Talk  of  Shirley,  p.  262. 

It  is  a  book  to  be  read  slowly,  with 
frequent  pauses  to  allow  the  quaint 
thoughts  to  mature,  and  with  full  resolve 
to  be  led  whither  the  writer’s  fancy  sug¬ 
gests.  So  read,  it  is  a  perpetual  refresh¬ 
ment  and  delight.  Though  full  of  allu¬ 
sions,  it  is  free  from  that  overloading  of 
quotation  and  reference  which  was  a  pre¬ 
vailing  fault  of  the  age,  and  which  makes 
Burton’s  “Anatomy  of  Melancholy"  so 
hard  to  enjoy.- — Masterman,  J.  Howard 
B.,  1897,  The  Age  of  Milton,  p.  151. 

Sir  Thomas  Browne  directed  a  free  play 
of  mind  upon  the  old  dogmas,  and  the  re¬ 
sult  was  the  “Religio  Medici,”  a  work 
which  each  generation  treasures  and  re¬ 
reads,  not  because  of  the  dogma,  but  be¬ 
cause  of  the  literature ;  it  is  a  rare  speci¬ 
men  of  vital,  flexible,  imaginative  writing. 

Burroughs,  John,  1897,  On  the  Re-read 
ing  of  Books,  The  Century,  vol.  LV,  p.  15C 

FSEUDOXIA  EFIDEMICA 
1646 

It  is,  indeed,  to  be  wished,  that  he  had 
longer  delayed  the  publication,  and  added 
what  the  remaining  part  of  his  life  might 
have  furnished  :  the  thirty-six  years  which 
he  spent  afterwards  in  study  and  experi¬ 
ence,  would  doubtless  have  made  large 
additions  to  an  Inquiry  into  Vulgar 
Errors.— Johnson,  Samuel,  1756,  Life  of 
Sir  Thomas  Browne. 

Browne  was  where  the  learned  in 
Europe  had  been  seventy  years  before, 
and  seems  to  have  been  one  of  those  who 
saturate  their  minds  with  bad  books  till 
they  have  little  room  for  any  thing  new 
that  is  better.  A  man  of  so  much 
credulity  and  such  an  irregular  imagina¬ 
tion  as  Browne  was  almost  sure  to  believe 
in  witchcraft  and  all  sorts  of  spiritual 
agencies.  In  no  respect  did  he  go  in  ad¬ 
vance  of  his  age,  unless  we  make  an  ex¬ 
ception  of  his  declaration  against  persecu¬ 
tion.  He  seems  to  have  been  fond  of 
those  trifling  questions  which  the  bad 
taste  of  the  schoolmen  and  their  con¬ 
temporaries  introduced;  as  whether  a  man 
has  fewer  ribs  than  a  woman,  whether 
Adam  and  Eve  had  navels,  whether 
Methusaleh  was  the  oldest  man ;  the  prob¬ 
lems  of  children  put  to  adults.  With  a 
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strong  curiosity  and  a  real  love  of  truth, 
Browne  is  a  striking  instance  of  a  merely 
empirical  mind:  he  is  at  sea  with  sails 
and  a  rudder,  but  without  a  compass  or 
log-book ;  and  has  so  little  notion  of  any 
laws  of  nature,  or  of  any  inductive  reason¬ 
ing  either  as  to  efficient  or  final  causes, 
that  he  never  seems  to  judge  anything  to 
be  true  or  false  except  by  experiment. — 
Hall  am,  Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction  to 
the  Literature  of  Europe,  pt.  iii,  c A.  ix, 
par.  47, 

No  wonder,  then,  that  Browne,  who 
certainly  was  inferior  to  several  of  his 
contemporaries,  should  have  been  affected 
by  a  movement  which  they  were  unable  to 
resist.— Buckle,  Henry  Thomas,  1857, 
History  of  Civilization  in  Englxmd ,  vol.  r, 
p.  265. 

To  modern  readers  “Vulgar  Errors'* 
presents  an  inexhaustible  store  of  enter¬ 
tainment.  The  attainment  of  scientific 
truth  was  not  for  Browne  the  sole  object ; 
it  is  in  the  discussion  itself  that  he  de¬ 
lights,  and  the  more  marvellous  a  fable  is, 
the  more  sedulously  he  applies  himself  to 
the  investigation  of  its  truth.  Though  he 
professed  his  anxiety  to  dispel  popular 
superstitions,  Browne  was  himself  not  a 
little  imbued  with  the  spirit  of  credulity. 
He  believed  in  astrology,  alchemy,  witch¬ 
craft,  and  magic,  and  he  never  abandoned 
the  Ptolemaic  system  of  astronomy.- — 
Bullen,  A.  H.,  1886,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography ,  vol.  VII,  p.  67. 

Shows  Browne’s  insatiable  love  of  what 
is  strange,  grotesque  and  mysterious. 
The  book  is,  in  truth,  a  museum  of 
curiosities — the  sweepings  of  an  antiqua¬ 
rian’s  note-book.  Here  you  may  read  of 
the  phoenix,  the- pelican,  and  the  dolphin, 
of  the  flowering  thorn  and  of  the  shriek¬ 
ing  mandrake,  of  strange  errors  on  Scrip¬ 
ture  or  geography.  On  the  whole,  Browne 
seems  more  anxious  to  record  than  to 
refute;  the  benefit  of  the  doubt  generally 
falls  on  the  side  of  credulity,  for  in  a 
world  so  full  of  mystery  how  many  things 
may  be  true  that  cannot  be  demonstrated. 
— Master  man,  J.  Howard  B.,  1897,  The 
Age  of  Milton ,  p.  151. 

HYDRIOTAPHIA 

1658 

There  is,  perhaps,  none  of  his  works 
which  better  exemplifies  his  reading  or 
memory.  It  is  scarcely  to  be  imagined, 


how  many  particulars  he  has  amassed 
together  in  a  treatise  which  seems  to 
have  been  occasionally  written ;  and  for 
which,  therefore,  no  materials  could  have 
been  previously  collected.  — Johnson, 
Samuel,  1756,  Life  of  Sir  Thomas  Browne. 

The  slight  vacuum  in  the  left-hand  case 
— two  shelves  from  the  ceiling — scarcely 
distinguishable  but  by  the  quick  eye  of  a 
loser  -was  whilom  the  commodious  rest¬ 
ing-place  of  Brown  on  Urn  Burial.  C. 
will  hardly  allege  that  he  knows  more 
about  that  treatise  than  I  do,  who  intro¬ 
duced  it  to  him,  and  was  indeed  the  first 
(of  the  moderns)  to  discover  its  beauties — 
but  so  have  I  known  a  foolish  lover  to 
praise  his  mistress  in  the  presence  of  a 
rival  more  qualified  to  carry  her  off  than 
himself.— Lamb,  Charles,  1820,  The  Two 
Races  of  Men. 

GENERAL 

The  true  classical  style  of  Hooker  and 
his  fellows  was  easily  open  to  corruption; 
and  Sir  Thomas  Browne  it  was,  who, 
though  a  writer  of  great  genius,  first 
effectually  injured  the  literary  taste  of 
the  nation  by  his  introduction  of  learned 
words,  merely  becauso  they  were  learned. 
It  would  be  difficult  to  describe  Browne 
adequately;  exuberant  in  conception  and 
conceit,  dignified,  hyper-latinistic,  a  quiet 
and  sublime  enthusiast;  yet  a  fantast,  a 
humourist,  a  brain  with  a  twist ;  egotistic 
like  Montaigne,  yet  with  a  feeling  heart 
and  an  active  curiosity,  which,  however, 
too  often  degenerates  into  a  hunting  after 
oddities.  In  his  “Hydriotaphia”  and,  in¬ 
deed,  almost  all  his  works,  the  entireness 
of  his  mental  action  is  very  observable; 
he  metamorphoses  every  thing,  be  it  what 
it  may,  into  the  subject  under  consid¬ 
eration.  But  Sir  Thomas  Browne  with 
all  his  faults  had  a  genuine  idiom.  -Cole¬ 
ridge,  Samuel  Taylor,  1818,  Style,  Mis¬ 
cellanies  JEsthetic  and  Literary,  ed.  Ashe, 
p.  179. 

Sir  Thomas  Browne  seemed  to  be  of 
opinion  that  the  only  business  of  life  was 
to  think,  and  that  the  proper  object  of 
speculation  was,  by  darkening  knowledge, 
to  breed  more  speculation,  and  “find  no 
end  in  wandering  mazes  lost.”  He  chose 
the  incomprehensible  and  impracticable 
as  almost  the  only  subjects  fit  for  a  lofty 
and  lasting  contemplation,  or  for  the  ex¬ 
ercise  of  a  solid  faith.  He  cried  out  for 
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an  oh  altiludo  beyond  the  heights  of  reve¬ 
lation,  and  posed  himself  with  apocryphal 
mysteries,  as  the  pastime  of  his  leisure 
hours.  He  pushes  a  question  to  the  ut¬ 
most  verge  of  conjecture,  that  he  may  re¬ 
pose  on  the  certainty  of  doubt ;  and  he  re¬ 
moves  an  object  to  the  greatest  distance 
from  him,  that  he  may  take  a  high  and 
abstracted  interest  in  it,  consider  it  in  its 
relation  to  the  sum  of  things,  not  to  him¬ 
self,  and  bewilder  his  understanding  in 
the  universality  of  its  nature  and  the  in¬ 
scrutableness  of  its  origin.  His  is  the 
sublime  of  indifference  ;  a  passion  for  the 
abstruse  and  imaginary.  He  turns  the 
world  round  for  his  amusement,  as  if  it 
was  a  globe  of  pasteboard.  He  looks 
down  on  sublunary  affairs  as  if  he  had 
taken  his  station  in  one  of  the  planets. 
The  antipodes  are  next-door  neighbours 
to  him,  and  Doomsday  is  not  far  off. 
With  a  thought  he  embraces  both  the 
poles ;  the  march  of  his  pen  is  over  the 
great  divisions  of  geography  and  chronol¬ 
ogy.  Nothing  touches  him  nearer  than 
humanity.  He  feels  that  he  is  mortal 
only  in  the  decay  of  nature,  and  the  dust 
of  long-forgotten  tombs.  The  finite  is 
lost  in  the  infinite.  The  orbits  of  the 
heavenly  bodies  or  the  history  of  empires 
are  to  him  but  a  point  in  time  or  a  speck 
in  the  universe.  The  great  Platonic  year 
revolves  in  one  of  his  periods.  Nature  is 
too  little  for  the  grasp  of  his  style.  He 
scoops  an  antithesis  out  of  fabulous  antiq¬ 
uity,  and  rakes  up  an  epithet  from  the 
sweepings  of  Chaos.  It  is  as  if  his  books 
had  dropped  from  the  clouds,  or  as  if 
Friar  Bacon’s  head  could  speak.  He 
stands  on  the  edge  of  the  world  of  sense 
and  reason,  and  gains  a  vertigo  by  looking 
down  at  impossibilities  and  chimeras.  Or 
he  busies  himself  with  the  mysteries  of 
the  Cabala,  or  the  enclosed  secrets  of  the 
heavenly  quincunxes,  as  children  are 
amused  with  tales  of  the  nursery.  The 
passion  of  curiosity  (the  only  passion  of 
childhood)  had  in  him  survived  to  old  age, 
and  had  superannuated  his  other  faculties. 
He  moralizes  and  grows  pathetic  on  a 
mere  idle  fancy  of  his  own,  as  if  thought 
and  being  were  the  same,  or  as  if  “all 
this  world  were  one  glorious  lie." — Haz- 
litt,  William,  1820,  Lectures  on  the  Lit¬ 
erature  of  the  Age  of  Elizabeth,  Lecture  vii. 

A  writer  of  this  school  in  the  age  of 
Charles!.,  and  incomparably  superior  to 


any  of  the  churchmen  belonging  to  it,  in 
the  brightness  and  originality  of  his  gen¬ 
ius,  sir  Thomas  Browne,  whose  varied  tal¬ 
ents  wanted  nothing  but  the  controlling 
supremacy  of  good  sense  to  place  him  in 
the  highest  rank  of  our  literature,  will 
furnish  a  better  instance  of  the  prevailing 
bias  than  merely  theological  writings. 
He  united  a  most  acute  and  skeptical  un¬ 
derstanding  with  strong  devotional  sensi¬ 
bility,  the  temperament  so  conspicuous  in 
Pascal  and  Johnson,  and  which  has  a  pe¬ 
culiar  tendency  to  seek  the  repose  of  im¬ 
plicit  faith.-  -Hallam,  Henry,  1827-46, 
The  Constitutional  History  of  England,  ch. 
viii. 

Sir  Thomas  Browne,  like  most  other  men 
of  genius,  is  but  an  author  of  great  imag¬ 
ination  and  original  habits  of  thought  and 
study,  reflecting  back  upon  us  the  fantas¬ 
tic  light  that  he  received  from  the  influ¬ 
ences  that  gathered  and  played  around 
him.  ...  A  scholar  by  habit,  i 
philosopher  by  boast,  and  a  poet  b 
nature. —Bulwer-Lytton  Lord  Edwaf 
George  Lytton,  1836,  Sir  Thoma . 
Browne ,  Edinburgh  Review. 

One  of  the  most  interesting  specimens 
of  the  genuine  philosopher  in  the  annals 
of  literature,  is  Sir  Thcmas  Browne.  His 
candour,  scope,  and  kindliness,  united 
with  bravery  of  thought  and  originality 
of  expression,  make  his  works  attractive 
beyond  any  other  of  the  old  English  prose 
writers.  The  bulk  of  the  writings  of  Sir 
Thomas  Browne  are  curious  rather  than  of 
practical  value ;  but  their  indirect  utility 
is  greater  than  a  casual  view  of  their  os¬ 
tensible  design  would  suggest.  A  vast 
amount  of  quaint  knowledge,  a  vein  of 
original  speculation,  and  a  loftiness  of 
conception  as  well  as  waywardness  of 
fancy,  fix  the  mind  to  the  page  whither 
the  quaint  title  attracts  it. — Tuckerman, 
Henry  T.,  1849,  Characteristics  of  Liter¬ 
ature,  p.  14. 

Sir  Thomas  Browne,  deep,  tranquil,  and 
majestic  as  Milton,  silently  premeditating 
and  “disclosing  his  golden  couplets,”  as 
under  some  genial  instinct  of  incubation. 
— De  Quincey,  Thom*s,  1859,  Rhetoric , 
Collected  Writings,  ed.  Masson ,  vol.  x,  p. 
105. 

The  thoughtful  melancholy,  the  singular 
mixture  of  skepticism  and  credulity,  and 
the  brilliancy  of  imaginative  illustration, 
give  his  essays  a  peculiarity  of  character 
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that  renders  them  exceedingly  fascinating. 
— Botta,  Anne  C.  Lynch,  1860,  Hand- 
Book  of  Universal  Literature,  p.  493. 

By  no  means  free  from  blemishes,  nor 
exempt  from  vain  conceits  and  fancies, 
Sir  Thomas  Browne  may  yet  be  ranked  as 
one  of  the  foremost  philosophical  religious 
writers,  of  whom  our  language  can  boast. 
— Ferry,  George  G.,  1861,  History  qf 
the  Church  of  England,  vol.  I,  p.  6-1-1 . 

Out  of  such  a  writer  the  rightly  at¬ 
tuned  and  sympathizing  mind  will  draw 
many  things  more  precious  thar:  any  mere 
facts. — Craik,  George  L.t  1861,  A  Com¬ 
pendious  History  qf  English  Literature  and 
of  the  English  Language,  vol.  II,  p.  82. 

His  mixed  devotion  to  science  and 
credulity,  his  love  of  a  comprehensive  and 
liberal  Christianity,  his  quaint  enthusiasm 
and  love  of  pleasantry,  his  vivacious  and 
garrulous  mysticism,  which  peopled  the 
world  around  him  with  spiritual  agencies, 
and  saw  in  it  everywhere  the  “picture 
of  the  Invisible,”  closely  ally  him  with 
such  writers  as  More  and  Glanvill.  Un¬ 
connected  by  any  external  bonds,  he  rep¬ 
resents  with  them  the  same  combination 
of  inquiry  and  faith— the  same  yearning 
towards  higher  forms  of  truth,  and  the 
same  love  and  fondness  for  the  Past— the 
same  eclecticism  in  thought— and  must 
we  not  also  say  the  same  dreamy  religious 
imaginativeness,  more  beautiful  than 
strong,  more  picturesque  and  ideal  than 
practically  earnest,  self-denying,  and  vic¬ 
torious?—  Tulloch,  John,  1872,  Rational 
Theology  and  Christian  Philosophy  in 
England  in  the  Seventeenth  Century,  vol. 
II,  p.  454. 

Browne  had  not  the  passionate  fervour 
of  Milton;  grave,  solemn,  meditative, 
without  fire  or  freshness  of  sentiment,  he 
would  have  shrunk  from  Milton's  vituper¬ 
ative  scorn,  and  could  never  have  con¬ 
ceived  the  tender  and  graceful  fancies  of 
Milton’s  smaller  poems.  The  prevailing 
characteristic  of  his  style  is  tranquil 
elaboration.  He  abounds  in  carefully- 
constructed  periods,  intermixed  with 
short  pointed  sentences  that  have  a  singu¬ 
larly  Johnsonian  sound,  from  the  fulness 
of  the  rhythm.  His  sentence-structure 
is  more  “formed”  than  in  any  previous 
writer,  perhaps  more  so  than  in  any  writer 
anterior  to  Johnson.  His  figures  are  orig¬ 
inal,  ingenious  and  peculiarly  apt;  he 
does  not  err  in  excess  of  similitudes. 


Felicitous  and  complete  expression,  com¬ 
paratively  free  from  tautology,  inspires  a 
general  feeling  of  vigour;  and  here  and 
there  we  are  carried  away  by  flights  of 
high  and  solemn  elevation.  The  great 
drawback  for  the  modern  reader  is  his  ex¬ 
cessive  use  of  words  coined  from  the 
Latin.  Even  Johnson  condemns  him  on 
this  score.  His  Latinised  diction  is  all 
the  more  remarkable  because  he  expressly 
condemns  Latin  quotations.— Minto, 
William,  1872-80,  Manual  of  English 
Prose  Literature,  p.  305 

Did  any  mirror,  even  of  French  plate 
glass,  ever  reflect  any  man’s  outer  con¬ 
figuration  more  vividly  and  distinctly  than 
the  strange  inner  nature  of  Sir  Thomas 
Browne  is  mirrored  in  bis  periods?  What 
a  revelation  we  have  of  his  inmost  self, — 
what  a  picture  of  his  wit,  imagination, 
portentous  memory,  insatiable  curiosity, 
“humorous  sadness,”  pedantry,  and  love 
of  crotchets  and  hobbies,  even  “a  whole 
stable-full,” — in  the  quaint  analogies,  the 
grotesque  fancies,  the  airy  paradoxes,  the 
fine  and  dainty  fretwork,  the  subtle  and 
stately  music,  the  amazing  Latinisms,  and 
the  riotous  paradoxes  and  eloquent  epi¬ 
grams  of  the  old  knight’s  style! — 
Mathews,  William.  1881,  Literary  Style, 

p.  22. 

Paradox  thougn  it  be,  we  may  venture 
to  say,  that  even  in  Sir  Thomas  Browne 
there  is  more  of  rich,  strong,  nervous 
English  than  in  Steele  or  Tillotson. — 
Washburn,  Emelyn  W.,  1884,  Studies  in 
Early  English  Literature,  p.  151. 

To  most  persons  of  mind  sensitive  as 
his,  his  chosen  studies  would  have  seemed 
full  of  melancholy,  turning  always,  as 
they  did,  upon  death  and  decay.  It  is 
well,  perhaps,  that  life  should  be  some¬ 
thing  of  a  “meditation  upon  death;”  but 
to  many,  certainly,  Browne’s  would  have 
seemed  too  like  a  lifelong  following  of 
one’s  own  funeral.  A  museum  is  seldom 
a  cheerful  place — oftenest  induces  the 
feeling  that  nothing  could  ever  have  been 
young ;  and  to  Browne  the  whole  world  is 
a  museum ;  all  the  grace  and  beauty  it 
has  being  of  a  somewhat  mortified  kind. 
Only,  for  him  (poetic  dream,  or  philo¬ 
sophic  apprehension,  it  was  this  which 
never  failed  to  evoke  his  wonderful  genius 
for  exquisitely  impassioned  speech)  over 
all  those  ugly  anatomical  preparations,  as 
though  over  miraculous  saintly  relics, 
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there  was  the  perpetual  flicker  of  a  sur¬ 
viving  spiritual  ardency,  one  day  to  reas¬ 
sert  itself— stranger  far  than  any  fancied 
odylic  gravelights! — Pater,  Walter, 
1886,  Appreciations,  p.  137. 

As  an  artist,  or  rather  architect,  of 
words  in  the  composite  and  florid  style,  it 
is  vain  to  look  anywhere  for  his  superior. 

.  .  .  The  work  of  this  country  doctor 

is,  for  personal  savour,  for  strangeness, 
and  for  delight,  one  of  the  most  notable 
things  in  English  literature.  ...  In 
character  and  interest  it  yields  to  the 
work  of  no  other  English  prose  writer. — 
Saintsbury,  George,  1887,  History  of 
Elizabethan  Literature,  pp.  316,  338. 

If  there  were  no  other  reason  for  our 
love  of  the  best  writings  of  Sir  Thomas 
Browne,  it  would  be  for  this— that  in 
some  scarce  distinguishable  way  he  has 
inoculated  our  “Elia’'  of  a  later  day  with 
something  very  like  his  own  quaint  ego¬ 
isms  and  as  quaint  garniture  of  speech. — 
Mitchell,  Donald  G.,  1890,  English 

Lands  Letters  and  Kings,  From,  Elizabeth 
to  Anne,  p.  223. 

He  was  one  of  those  rare  prose-writers 
whom  we  meet  at  intervals  in  the  history 
of  literature,  who  leave  nothing  to  im¬ 
provisation,  but  balance  and  burnish  their 
sentences  until  they  reach  a  perfection 


analogous  to  that  of  very  fine  verse. 
Supported  by  his  exquisite  ear,  Browne 
permits  himself  audacities,  neologism,  ab¬ 
rupt  transitions,  which  positively  take 
away  our  breath.  But  while  we  watch 
him  thus  dancing  on  the  tight-rope  of 
style,  we  never  see  him  fall;  if  he  lets  go 
his  footing  in  one  place,  it  is  but  to  amaze 
us  by  his  agility  in  leaping  to  another. 
His  scheme  has  been  supposed  to  be 
founded  on  that  of  Burton,  and  certainly 
Browne  is  no  less  captivated  by  the 
humours  of  melancholy.  But  if  Burton 
is  the  greater  favourite  among  students, 
Browne  is  the  better  artist  and  the  more 
imaginative  writer.  — Gosse,  Edmund, 
1897,  Short  History  of  Modern  English 
Literature,  p.  153. 

The  phrasing  of  Sir  Thomas  Browne, 
Milton’s  contemporary,  is  characterized 
by  literary  ingenuity  and  a  certain  quaint 
affectation  that  has  an  original  flavor  and 
a  charm  of  its  own,  though  his  great  at¬ 
traction  lies  in  the  rhythm  of  his  senten¬ 
ces  and  the  fine  quality  of  his  thought 
He,  too,  is  disfigured  by  writing  in  an  a 
tificial  language  which,  however,  like  tl 
stiff  ruff  and  long  waist  of  the  period, 
could  not  altogether  hide  natural  grace  and 
symmetry. — Johnson,  Charles  F.,  1898, 
Elements  of  Literary  Criticism,  p.  206. 


Isaac  Walton 

1593  1683 

Izaak  Walton  was  born  at  Stafford  in  August  1593.  He  came  early  up  to  London, 
and  took  a  shop  in  Cornhill.  In  1617-18  he  was  made  one  of  the  Ironmonger’s  Com¬ 
pany.  In  1624  we  find  him  a  linen-draper  in  Fleet  Street,  near  Chancery  Lane,  and 
in  1630  he  bought  a  house  in  the  latter  thoroughfare.  He  possessed  many  noble  and 
clerical  friends,  whose  acquaintance  he  sedulously  cultivated.  To  the  “LXXX, 
Sermons’’  of  Dr.  Donne  he  prefixed  in  1640  his  “Life”  of  that  worthy.  His  “Life 
of  Sir  Henry  Wotton’’  appeared  in  the  same  year.  During  the  Civil  War  he  retired 
toStafford.  His  “Complete  Angler’’  made  its  first  appearance  in  1653.  He  published 
the  “Life  of  Hooker’’  in  1662;  the  “Life  of  George  Herbert”  in  1670  in  a  first  com¬ 
plete  edition  of  the  four  “Lives;”  the  “Life  of  Sanderson”  followed  in  1678;  and, 
possibly,  a  work  called  “Love  and  Truth”  in  1680.  He  spent  the  close  of  his  career 
in  the  house  of  his  son-in-law,  Prebendary  Hawkins,  in  Winchester,  where  he  died  in 
his  ninety-first  year  on  the  15th  day  of  December  1683,  and  was  buried  in  Winchester 
Cathedral. — Craik,  Henry,  1893,  ed.,  English  Prose,  vol.  II,  p.  338. 


PERSONAL 
Here  resteth  the  body  of 
MR.  ISAAK  WALTON, 
Who  dyed  the  J5th  of  Deer. 
16S3. 

Alas!  He's  gone  before , 
Gone  to  return  no  more. 
Our  panting-  breasts  aspire 
After  their  aged  sire, 


Whose  well-spent  life  did  last 
Full  ninety  years  and  past. 

But  now  he  hath  begun 
That  which  will  ne'er  be  done. 
Crowned  with  eternal  bliss, 

We  wish  our  souls  with  his. 

votis  modestis  sic  flerunt  liberi  ! 
—Inscription  on  Monument,  Cathedral 
of  Winchester. 
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Sweet  and  fresh 

As  the  flower-skirted  streams  of  Staffordshire, 
Where,  under  aged  trees,  the  son th west  wind 
Of  Boft  June  mornings  fanned  the  thin,  white 
hair 

Of  the  sage  fisher. 

— Whittier,  John  Greenleaf,  1848,  The 
Bridal  of  Pennaeook. 

One  of  the  most  interesting  memorials 
of  Walton  left  us  is  the  monogram  “I  W.” 
and  the  date  “1668”  scratched  by  Walton 
himself  on  the  mural  table  to  Isaac  Casau- 
bon  in  the  south  transept  of  Westminster 
Abbey.  Dean  Stanley  was  very  fond  of 
pointing  this  out  to  his  personal  friends 
as  he  escorted  them  to  the  Poets’  Corner ; 
and  it  is  the  only  desecration  ever  com¬ 
mitted  in  the  Abbey  that  he  heartily  for¬ 
gave.— Hutton,  Laurence,  1885,  Liter¬ 
ary  Landmarks  of  London ,  p.  315. 

Without  ambition,  save  to  be  in  the  so¬ 
ciety  of  good  men,  he  passed  through  tur¬ 
moil,  ever  companioned  by  content.  For 
him  existence  had  its  trials:  he  saw  all 
that  he  held  most  sacred  overthrown; 
laws  broken  up ;  his  king  publicly  mur¬ 
dered  ;  his  friends  outcasts ;  his  worship 
proscribed;  he  himself  suffered  in  prop¬ 
erty  from  the  raid  of  the  Kirk  into  Eng¬ 
land.  He  underwent  many  bereavements : 
child  after  child  he  lost,  but  content  he 
did  not  lose,  nor  sweetness  of  heart,  nor 
belief.  He  was  one  of  those  happy  char¬ 
acters  which  are  never  found  disassociated 
from  unquestioning  faith.  Of  old  he 
might  have  been  the  ancient  religious 
Athenian  in  the  opening  of  Plato’s  Repub¬ 
lic,  or  Virgil’s  aged  gardener.  The  hap¬ 
piness  of  such  natures  would  be  incomplete 
without  religion,  but  only  by  such  tran¬ 
quil  and  blessed  souls  can  religion  be  ac¬ 
cepted  with  no  doubt  or  scruple,  no  dread, 
and  no  misgiving.— Lang,  Andrew,  1896, 
ed..  The  Compleat  Angler ,  Introduction ,  p. 
xxx  i. 

COMPLETE  ANGLER 
1053 

And  I  wish  the  Reader  also  to  take  no¬ 
tice,  that  in  writing  of  it  I  have  made 
myself  a  recreation  of  a  recreation  ;  and 
that  it  might  prove  so  to  him,  and  not 
read  dull  and  tediously,  I  have  in  several 
places  mixed,  not  any  scurrility,  but  some 
innocent,  harmless  mirth,  of  which,  if 
thou  be  severe,  sour-complexioned  man, 
then  I  here  disallow  thee  to  be  a  compe¬ 
tent  judge ;  for  divines  say,  there  are 


offences  given,  and  offences  not  given  but 
taken. — Walton,  Izaak,  1653,  The  Com¬ 
pleat  Angler ,  The  Epistle  to  the  Reader. 

Lays  the  stress  of  his  arguments  upon 
other  men’s  observations,  wherewith  he 
stuffs  his  indigested  octavo;  so  brings 
himself  under  the  angler’s  censure  and  the 
common  calamity  of  a  plagiary,  to  be  pitied 
(poor  man)  for  his  loss  of  time,  in  scrib¬ 
bling  and  transcribing  other  men’s  notions. 

I  remember  in  Stafford,  1  urged 
his  own  argument  upon  him,  that  pickerel 
weed  of  itself  breeds  pickerel  (pike). — 
Franck,  Richard,  1658-94,  Northern 
Memoirs . 

1  have  just  been  reading  a  book  which 
I  may  be  too  partial  to,  as  it  was  the  de¬ 
light  of  my  childhood;  but  I  will  recom¬ 
mend  it  to  you :  it  is  Izaak  Walton’s 
“Complete  Angler.”  All  the  scientific 
part  you  may  omit  in  reading.  The  dia¬ 
logue  is  very  simple,  full  of  pastoral 
beauties,  and  will  charm  you. — Lamb, 
Charles,  1796,  Letter  to  Coleridge ;  Letters, 
ed.  Aingcr ,  vol.  I,  p.  20. 

Let  me  take  this  opportunity  of  recom¬ 
mending  the  amiable  and  venerable  Isaac 
Walton’s  “Complete  Angler  a  work  the 
most  singular  of  its  kind,  breathing  the 
very  spirit  of  contentment,  of  quiet,  and  of 
unaffected  philanthropy,  and  interspersed 
with  some  beautiful  relics  of  poetry,  old 
songs,  and  ballads.— Bowles,  William 
Lisle,  1807,  ed.  Pope’s  Works,  vol.  I,  p. 
135. 

That  well-known  work  has  an  extreme 
simplicity,  and  an  extreme  interest,  aris¬ 
ing  out  of  its  very  simplicity.  In  the 
description  of  a  fishing-tackle  you  per¬ 
ceive  the  piety  and  humanity  of  the  au¬ 
thor’s  mind.  This  is  the  best  pastoral  in 
the  language,  not  excepting  Pope’s  or 
Philips’s.  We  doubt  whether  Sannaza- 
rius’  “Piscatory  Eclogues”  are  equal  to 
the  scenes  described  by  Walton  on  the 
banks  of  the  River  Lea.  He  gives  the 
feeling  of  the  open  air.  We  walk  with 
him  along  the  dusty  road-side,  or  repose 
on  the  banks  of  the  river  under  a  shady 
tree,  and,  in  watching  for  the  finny  prey, 
imbibe  what  he  beautifully  calls  “the  pa¬ 
tience  and  simplicity  of  poor,  honest  fish¬ 
ermen.”  We  accompany  them  to  their 
inn  at  night,  and  partake  of  their  simple, 
but  delicious  fare,  while  Maud,  the  pretty 
milk-maid,  at  her  mother’s  desire,  sings 
the  classical  ditties  of  Sir  Walter  Raleigh. 
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Good  cheer  is  not  neglected  in  this  work, 
any  more  than  in  4 ‘John  Buncle,”  or  any 
other  history  which  sets  a  proper  value  on 
the  good  things  of  life.  The  prints  in 
the  “Complete  Angler”  give  an  additional 
reality  and  interest  to  the  scenes  it  de¬ 
scribes.  While  Tottenham  Cross  shall 
stand,  and  longer,  thy  work,  amiable  and 
happy  old  man,  shall  last. — Hazlitt, 
William,  1817,  The  Round.  Tabic. 

Indeed  the  “Complete  Angler,”  whether 
considered  as  a  treatise  on  the  art  of  ang¬ 
ling,  or  a  beautiful  pastoral,  abounding  in 
exquisite  descriptions  of  rural  scenery,  in 
sentiments  of  the  purest  morality,  and  in 
unaffected  love  of  the  Creator  and  his 
works,  has  long  been  ranked  among  the 
most  popular  compositions  in  our  lan¬ 
guage.  Nicolas,  Sir  N.  Harris,  1832 
36-60,  ed.,  Walton’s  Complete  Angler. 

Us  simplicity,  its  sweetness,  its  natural 
grace,  and  happy  intermixture  of  graver 
strains  with  the  precepts  of  angling,  have 
rendered  this  book  deservedly  popular, 
and  a  model  which  one  of  the  most  famous 
among  our  late  philosophers,  and  a  suc¬ 
cessful  disciple  of  Isaac  Walton  in  his 
favorite  art,  has  condescended  to  imitate. 
— Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction 
to  the  Literature  of  Europe ,  pt.  iv,  ch.  vii. 

Will  be  recognized  by  every  student  of 
English  literature  as  one  of  the  most 
precious  gems  in  the  language. — BETI1UNE, 
George  W.,  1848,  ed.,  Walton's  Complete 
Angler,  Advertisement. 

A  London  linen-draper  writes  a  treatise 
on  Angling,  with  no  other  thought,  per¬ 
haps,  than  to  teach  an  angler’s  subtle 
craft;  but  infusing  into  his  art  so  much  of 
Christian  meekness,  so  deep  a  feeling  for 
the  beauties  of  earth  and  sky,  such  ra¬ 
tional  loyalty  to  womanhood,  and  such 
simple,  child-like  love  of  song,  the  songs 
of  bird,  of  milk-maid,  and  of  minstrel, 
that  this  little  book  on  fishing  has  earned 
its  life  of  two  hundred  years  already,  out¬ 
living  many  a  more  ambitious  book,  and 
Izaak  Walton  has  a  place  of  honour  amid 
British  authors. — Reed,  Henry,  185d, 
Lectures  on  English  Literature,  p.  31. 

I  am  glad  to  remember  that  there  is 
such  a  book  in  our  libraries,  even  if  I  un¬ 
derstand  very  little  of  it,  because  it  is  one 
of  the  links  between  the  life  of  the  woods 
and  streams  and  the  life  of  the  study, 
which  it  would  be  a  great  misfortune 
for  us  to  lose. — Maurice,  Frederick 


Denison,  1856-74,  The  Friendship  of  Books 
and  Other  Lectures,  ed.  Hughes,  p.  18. 

When  I  would  be  quiet  and  go  angling 
it  is  my  custom  to  carry  in  my  wallet  thy 
pretty  book,  “The  Com  pleat  Angler.” 
Here,  methinks,  if  I  find  not  trout  1  shall 
find  content,  and  good  company,  and  sweet 
songs,  fair  milkmaids,  and  country  mirth. 
— Lang,  Andrew,  1886,  Letters  to  Dead 
Authors,  p.  86. 

There  are  two  books  which  have  a 
place  'by  themselves  and  side  bv  side  in 
our  literature,-  Walton’s  “Complete  An¬ 
gler”  and  White’s  “Natural  History  of 
Selborne;”  and  they  are  books,  too, 
which  have  secured  immortality  without 
showing  any  tincture  of  imagination  or  of 
constructive  faculty,  in  the  gift  of  one 
or  the  other  of  which  that  distinction 
commonly  lies.  They  neither  stimulate 
thought  nor  stir  any  passionate  emotion. 
If  they  make  us  wiser  it  is  indirectly  an- 
without  attempting  it,  by  making  us  mor 
cheerful.  The  purely  literary  charm 
neither  of  them  will  alone  authorize  tl 
place  they  hold  so  securely,  though,  as 
respects  the  “Angler,”  this  charm  must 
be  taken  more  largely  into  account.  They 
cannot  be  called  popular,  because  they  at¬ 
tract  only  a  limited  number  of  readers, 
but  that  number  is  kept  full  by  new  re¬ 
cruits  in  every  generation ;  and  they  have 
survived  every  peril  to  which  editing  could 
expose  them,  even  the  crowning  one  of  il¬ 
lustration.  They  have  this  in  common, 
that  those  who  love  them  find  themselves 
growing  more  and  more  to  love  the  au¬ 
thors  of  them,  too.  Theirs  is  an  immor¬ 
tality  of  affection,  perhaps  the  most  de¬ 
sirable,  as  it  is  the  rarest,  of  all. — 
Lowell,  James  Russell,  1889,  IFa Iton’s 
Complete  Angler,  Introduction. 

His  book  holds  spicy  place  among  ranks 
of  books,  as  lavender  keeps  fresh  odor 
among  stores  of  linen.  It  is  worth  any 
man’s  dalliance  with  the  fishing-craft  to 
make  him  receptive  to  the  simplicities  and 
limpidities  of  Walton’s  “Angler.”  I  am 
tempted  to  say  of  him  again,  what  I  have 
said  of  him  before  in  other  connection: — 
very  few  fine  writers  of  our  time  could 
make  a  better  book  on  such  a  subject  to¬ 
day,  with  all  the  added  information  and  all 
the  practice  of  the  newspaper  columns. — 
Mitchell,  Donald  G.,  1890,  English 
Lands  Letters  and  Kings,  From  Elizabeth 
to  Anne,  p .  112. 
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Unquestionably,  “Old  Izaak,”  ‘as  his 
followers  delight  to  call  him,  has  won  the 
regard  and  reverence  of  many  generations 
of  anglers  throughout  the  world,  not  so 
much  because  of  the  literary  merit  of  his 
book,  though  that  is  great,  as  because  of 
the  influence  of  that  rare,  restful,  human¬ 
izing  spirit  which  so  largely  pervades  it. 
It  is  for  this  that  the  “Complete  Angler" 
occupies,  and  will,  in  all  likelihood,  con¬ 
tinue  to  do  so  for  many  and  many  a  day 
to  come,  a  unique  place  among  the  be3t 
of  our  English  literature.  To  all  lovers 
of  angling,  at  any  rate,  it  will  never  cease 
to  be  a  classic  or  to  body  forth  the  de¬ 
lightfully  unalloyed  personality  of  the 
writer.  Of  course,  few  learners  have 
consulted  the  book  for  practical  guidance. 
—Cargill,  Alexander,  1893,  Izaak 
Walton,  Scribner’s  Magazine ,  vol.  14,  p. 
275. 

And  thou,  homely  little  brown  thing 
with  worn  leaves,  yet  more  precious  to 
Tie  than  all  jewels  of  the  earth — come, 
et  me  take  thee  from  thy  self  and  hold 
thee  lovingly  in  my  hands  and  press 
thee  tenderly  to  this  aged  and  slow- 
pulsing  heart  of  mine!  Dost  thou  re¬ 
member  how  I  found  thee  half  a  century 
ago  all  tumbled  in  a  lot  of  paltry  trash? 
Did  I  not  joyously  possess  thee  for  a  six¬ 
pence,  and  have  1  not  cherished  thee  full 
sweetly  all  these  years?  My  Walton, 
soon  must  we  part  forever ;  when  l  am 
gone  say  unto  him  who  next  shall  have 
thee  to  his  own  that  with  his  latest  breath 
an  old  man  blessed  thee ! — Field,  Eugene, 
1895,  The  Love  Affairs  of  a  Bibliomaniac, 
p.  89. 

Walton’s  “Angler,”  1653,  first  edi¬ 
tion.  Rev.  J.  Brand  (1807),  £3,  3s.  (fine 
copy).  Hunter  (1813),  £7,  10s.  Utter- 
son  (1852),  £11,  15s.  Beckford  (1883), 
fine  copy,  in  green  morocco,  £87 — Bain. 
Gibson-Craig  (1887),  £195  (morocco). 
Gibson-Craig  (1888),  £23  (imperfect, 
sold  with  all  faults).  G.  Wood  (Sotheby, 
1891),  £310  (clean,  in  original  sheepskin). 
Sotheby  (December  1895),  £415. — 

Wheatley,  Henry  B.,  1898,  Prices  of 
Books ,  p.  247. 

LIVES 

He  talked  of  Isaac  Walton’s  “Lives," 
which  was  one  of  his  most  favourite 
books.  Dr.  Donne’s  Life,  he  said,  was  the 
most  perfect  of  them. — Boswell,  James, 
1790,  Life  of  Dr.  Samuel  Johnson. 


Izaac  Walton,  adorned  with  a  guileless 
simplicity  of  manners,  claims  from  every 
good  man  the  tribute  of  applause.  It  was 
his  ambition  to  commend  to  the  reverence 
of  posterity  the  merits  of  those  excellent 
persons,  whose  comprehensive  learning 
and  exalted  piety  will  ever  endear  them 
in  our  memories.  Zouch,  Thomas,  1796, 
Some  Account  of  the  Life  and  Writings  of 
Izaak  Walton. 

There  are  no  colours  in  the  fairest  sky, 

So  fair  as  these.  Tho  feather,  whence  tho 
pen 

Was  shaped  that  (meed  the  lives  of  these 
good  men, 

Dropped  from  an  Angel's  wing.  With  moist¬ 
ened  eye 

Wo  read  of  faith  and  purest  charity 
In  Statesman,  Priest,  and  humble  Citizen: 

Oh  could  wo  copy  their  uuld  virtues,  then 
What  joy  to  live,  what  blessedness  to  diol 
Mothinks  their  very  names  shine  still  and 
bright ; 

Apart— like  glow-worms  on  a  summer  night; 
Or  lonely  tapers  when  from  far  they  fling 
A  guiding  ray  ,  or  seen  like  stars  on  high, 
Satellites  burning  in  a  lucid  ring 
Around  meek  Walton's  heavenly  memory. 

—Wordsworth,  William,  1821-22,  Ec¬ 
clesiastical  Sonnets ,  Part  iii,  v. 

His  life  of  Dr.  Donne,  the  satirist  and 
theologian,  contains  an  account  of  a  vision 
(the  apparition  of  a  beloved  wife  in  Eng¬ 
land  passing  before  the  waking  eyes  of 
her  husband  in  Paris)  which  both  for  the 
clearness  of  the  narration  and  the  un¬ 
doubted  authenticity  of  the  event,  is 
among  the  most  interesting  that  is  to  be 
found  in  the  long  catalogue  of  super¬ 
natural  visitations.  —  Mitford,  Mary 
Russell,  1851,  Recollections  of  a  Literary 
Life ,  p.  203. 

The  life  of  the  “learned  and  judicious" 
Mr.  Richard  Hooker,  by  Izaak  Walton,  is 
one  of  the  most  perfect  biographies  of  its 
kind  in  literature.  But  it  is  biography 
on  its  knees ;  and  though  it  contains  some 
exquisite  touches  of  characterization,  it 
does  not,  perhaps,  convey  an  adequate  im¬ 
pression  of  the  energy  and  enlargement  of 
the  soul  whose  meekness  it  so  tenderly 
and  reverentially  portrays.  The  individu¬ 
ality  of  the  writer  is  blended  with  that  of 
his  subject,  and  much  of  his  representa¬ 
tion  of  Hooker  is  an  unconscious  idealiza¬ 
tion  of  himself.  The  intellectual  limita¬ 
tions  of  Walton  are  felt  even  while  we  are 
most  charmed  by  the  sweetness  of  his 
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spirit,  and  the  mind  of  the  greatest  thinker 
the  Church  of  England  has  produced  is 
not  reflected  on  the  page  which  celebrates 
his  virtues.-— Whipple,  Edwin  I\,  1859- 
68,  The  Literature  of  the  Age  of  Elizabeth , 
p.  340. 

As  a  biographer,  again.  Walton  was  an 
innovator.  The  five  short  lives  which  he 
published,  though  pale  by  the  side  of  such 
work  in  biography  as  the  end  of  the 
eighteenth  century  introduced,  are  yet 
notable  as  among  the  earliest  which  aim 
at  giving  us  a  vivid  portrait  of  the  man, 
instead  of  a  discreet  and  conventional 
testimonial.  It  is  to  Walton,  too,  that 
we  owe  the  idea  of  illustrating  and  de¬ 
veloping  biography  by  means  of  corre¬ 
spondence.  Without  doubt  his  incorrigible 
optimism  entered  into  his  study  of  the 
character  of  his  friends,  and  it  is  no  part 
of  his  inexperience  as  a  portrait-painter 
that  he  mixes  his  colours  with  so  much 
rosewater.  He  saw  his  distinguished  ac¬ 
quaintances  in  that  light;  he  saw  them 
pure,  radiant,  and  stately  beyond  a  mortal 
guise,  and  he  could  not  be  true  to  himself 
unless  he  gave  them  the  superhuman 
graces  at  which  we  may  now  smile  a  little. 
We  sometimes  feel  that  the  stiffness  of 
the  biographical  portrait  is  irksome  to 
him.  But  here,  as  elsewhere,  the  artist 
is  true  to  himself. — Gosse,  Edmund,  1893, 
English  Prose,  ed.  Craik,  vol,  Ii,  p.  341. 

GENERAL 

Izaak  Walton  hallows  any  page  in  which 
his  reverend  name  appears.  — Lamb, 
Charles,  1816,  Letter  to  Wordsworth, 
Letters ,  ed .  Ainger,  vol.  I,  p.  304. 

Not  many  English  authors  have  pos¬ 
sessed  a  more  attractive  or  strictly  idio¬ 
matic  style,  not  many  have  exhibited  a 
wider  variety  of  expression,  than  Izaak 


Walton,  but  Walton  had  no  classical 
learning.— Marsh,  George  P.,  1859,  Lee - 
tures  on  the  English  Language,  First  Series, 
p.  83. 

Few  English  prose  writers  again  are 
better  known  than  Izaak  Walton,  though 
it  might  be  difficult  to  prove  that  in  a 
matter  of  pure  literature  he  stands  very 
high.  The  engaging  character  of  his 
subjects,  and  the  still  more  engaging  dis¬ 
play  of  his  own  temper  and  mode  of 
thought  which  he  makes  in  almost  every 
sentence,  both  of  his  “Complete  Angler” 
and  of  his  hardly  less  known  “Lives,” 
account  for  the  survival  and  constant 
popularity  of  books  which  are  neither 
above  nor  below  the  better  work  of  their 
time  in  literary  form.  — SaintsbuRY, 
George,  1887,  History  of  Elizabethan 
Literature ,  p.  441. 

He  had  the  purest  and  the  most  innocent 
of  minds,  he  was  the  master  of  a  style  as 
bright,  as  sweet,  as  refreshing  and  de¬ 
lightful,  as  fine  clean  home-spun  sorm 
time  in  lavender;  he  called  himself  a 
angler,  and  he  believed  in  the  descriptor 
with  a  cordial  simplicity  whose  appeal  is 
more  persuasive  now  than  ever.  But  he 
was  nothing  if  not  the  citizen  afield — -the 
cockney  aweary  of  Bow  Bells  and  rejoic¬ 
ing  in  “the  sights  and  sounds  of  the  open 
landscape.” — Henley,  William  Ernest, 
1890,  Essays  and  Reviews,  p.  110. 

While  thought  of  thee  to  men  is  yet 
A  sylvan  playfellow, 

Ne’er  by  thy  marble  they  forget 
In  pious  cheer  to  go. 

As  air  falls,  the  prayer  falls 
O’er  kingly  Winchester: 

O  hash  thee,  O  hash  theel  heart  innocent 
and  dear. 

— Guiney,  Louise  Imogen,  1893,  For 
Izaak  Walton,  A  Roadside  Harp,  p.  28. 


John  Oldham 

1653-1683 

Born  in  England ;  educated  at  Oxford,  where  he  won  distinction  by  his  proficiency 
in  Latin  and  Greek,  and  by  his  English  poetry.  Want  of  means  forced  him  to  leave 
the  university  in  1674,  and  he  soon  secured  employment  as  an  usher  at  the  free 
school  in  Croydon,  Surrey.  The  first  of  his  published  poems  was  a  Pindaric  ode, 
on  the  death  of  his  friend,  Richard  Morwent ;  it  is  rich  in  comparisons,  and 
shows  a  tenderness  in  strong  contrast  with  the  fierce  satire  of  his  later  works.  He 
continued  to  cultivate  poetry  as  a  relief  from  the  drudgery  of  “beating  Greek  and 
Latin  for  his  life,”  as  he  describes  it;  and  some  of  his  MS.  poems  attracted  the 
notice  of  the  reigning  London  wits,  sir  Charles  Sedley,  the  earl  of  Dorset,  and  the 
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earl  of  Rochester,  who  paid  him  a  visit  at  Croydon.  By  their  influence  he  was  made 
tutor  to  the  sons  of  sir  Edward  Thurlow,  with  whom  he' lived  till  1680.  At  this  time 
he  was  engaged  upon  his  “Satires  upon  the  Jesuits,”  which  appeared  in  1679,  when 
the  excitement  in  regard  to  the  so-called  “Popish  plot”  was  at  its  height.  They  are 
full  of  bitterness  and  Protestant  rancor,  and  gained  for  Oldham  a  high  reputation. 
— Peck,  Harry  Thurston,  1898.  ed.,  The  International  Cyclopaedia,  vol.  x,  p .  756. 

PERSONAL 


His  person  was  tall  and  thin,  which  was 
much  owing  to  a  consumptive  complaint, 
but  was  greatly  increased  by  study  ;  his 
face  was  long,  his  nose  prominent,  his  as¬ 
pect  unpromising,  but  satire  was  in  his 
eye.— Thompson,  Edward,  1770,  The 
Compositions  in  Prose  and  Verse  of  Mr. 
John  Oldham,  to  which  are  added  Memoirs 


Farewell,  too  Little  and  too  Lately  known, 
Whom  I  began  to  think  and  call  my  own; 
For  Bore  our  Souls  were  near  ally’d;  and 
thine 

Cast  in  the  same  Poctick  mould  with  mine. 
Ine  common  Note  on  either  Lyre  did  strike, 
ind  Knaves  and  Fools  we  both  abhorr'd  alike; 

Thy  generous  fruits,  though  gather’d  e're 
their  prime 

Still  sbew’d  a  quickness;  and  maturing  time 
But  mellows  what  we  write  to  the  dull  aweets 
of  Rhime. 

Once  more,  hail  and  farewel;  farowel  yon 
young, 

Bat  ah  1  too  short,  Marcellus  of  onr  Tongue; 
Thy  Brows  with  Ivy,  and  with  Laurels  bound  ; 
But  Fate  and  gloomy  Night  encompass  thee 
around. 

— Dryden,  John,  1684,  To  the  Memory 
of  Mr.  Oldham. 

Inspir’d  above,  and  could  command  each 
Passion, 

Hnd  all  the  Wit  without  the  Affectation. 

A  Calm  of  Nature  still  possest  his  Soul, 

No  canker'd  envy  did  his  Breast  controul: 
Modest  as  Virgins  that  have  never  known 
The  jilting  Breeding  of  the  nauseous  Town; 
And  easie  os  his  Numbers  that  Bublime 
His  lofty  Strains,  and  boautifle  his  Rhime. 

— D’Urfey,  Thomas,  1684,  On  Mr.  John 
Oldham . 

Oldham  is  a  very  indelicate  writer:  he 
has  strong  rage,  but  it  is  too  much  like 
Billingsgate.— Pope,  Alexander,  1728- 
30,  Spence’ 8  Anecdotes ,  ed.  Singer,  p.  14. 

He  appears  to  have  been  no  enemy  to 
the  fashionable  vices  of  this  reign;  and  as 
he  was  of  a  very  different  turn  from  his 
father,  the  character  of  the  old  parson, 
at  the  end  of  his  works,  is  supposed  to 
have  been  designed  for  him.  It  is  perhaps 


the  most  extravagant  caricature  that 
ever  was  drawn,  and  is  incomparably  more 
outre  than  the  Rlenalcas  of  Bruyere. — 
Granger,  James,  1769-1824,  Biograph¬ 
ical  History  of  England,  vol.  V,  p.  251. 

He  is  spirited  and  pointed  ;  but  his  ver¬ 
sification  is  too  negligent,  and  his  sub¬ 
jects  temporary. — Hallam,  Henry,  1837- 
39,  Introduction  to  the  Literature  of  Europe , 
pt.  iv,  ch.  v,  par.  47. 

1  have  been  looking  over  the  poems  of 
Oldham,  which  are  now  little  read.  I 
have  never  seen  the  book  in  any  private 
library  in  this  country;  and  yet  a  poet 
whom  Dryden  warmly  commended,  and 
from  whom  Pope  and  Swift  and  Johnson 
did  not  disdain  to  borrow,  cannot  be  en¬ 
tirely  unworthy  of  attention  in  an  age 
which  has  produced  so  many  eminent 
poets  as  that  in  which  we  live. 

Although  Oldham  in  his  lifetime  achieved 
his  fame  by  what  he  wrote  as  a  satirist, 
his  principal  talent  as  a  poet  was  not  for 
satire.  His  odes  show  that  he  possessed 
a  genuine  poetic  enthusiasm,  which  ap¬ 
pears  through  all  his  negligence  of  versi¬ 
fication  and  diction,  and  often  finds  ex¬ 
pression  in  majestic  imagery  and  flowing 
numbers.  He  is  no  artist  in  his  vocation. 
Dryden  is  our  witness  that  he  had  not  well 
learned  “the  numbers  of  his  native 
tongue.”  He  has  none  of  those  happy 
turns  of  thought  and  expression  which  the 
practiced  and  expert  author  attains  by 
skilful  search  or  resolute  waiting:  what 
he  has,  came  to  him  in  the  glow  of  rapid 
composition ;  and  these  so  often  that  few 
poets  can  boast  of  so  illustrious  a  train  of 
imitators.  His  rhymes  are  marvellously 
bad:  indeed,  it  is  often  amusing  to  see 
what  distant  resemblances  of  sound  he  is 
content  to  accept  as  substitutes  for 
rhymes. — Bryant,  William  Cullen,  1872, 
Oldham’s  Poems,  Prose  Writings,  vol.  I, 
pp.  115,  127. 

The  satires  of  Oldham  are  distressing  to 
read ;  the  author  has  no  belief  in  the  bet¬ 
ter  part  of  human  nature ;  he  is  cynical 
and  bitter  to  the  extreme,  and  he  strikes, 
not  for  a  party,  like  Marvell,  but  wildly, 
against  the  world.  Oldham  is  the  Ajax 
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among  our  satirists,  and  his  own  contem¬ 
poraries,  not  easily  moved  by  personal 
characteristics,  were  touched  by  his 
strange  cold  frenzy,  his  honourable  isola¬ 
tion,  and  his  early  death.  Dryden  seems 
to  have  been  genuinely  distressed  at  the 
fate  of  a  young  man  whose  personal  ac¬ 
quaintance  he  had  but  lately  formed,  and 
whose  work  had  a  character  particularly 
attractive  to  him.  Oldham’s  versification 
is  better  than  that  of  Marvell,  in  his 
satires,  but  still  rugged;  as  Dryden  ob¬ 
served,  his  prosody  needed  mellowing. — 
Gosse,  Edmund,  1888,  A  History  of  Eight¬ 
eenth  Century  Literature ,  1660-1.780,  p.30. 

The  contemporary  of  Dryden  who  ap¬ 
proached  him  most  nearly  in  satiric  force, 
and,  generally  speaking,  in  the  borderland 
between  poetry  and  prose,  was  John  Old¬ 
ham.  Oldham’s  talent,  depend 

ing  upon  masculine  sense  and  vigour  of 
expression  rather  than  upon  the  more 
ethereal  graces  of  poetry,  was  of  the  kind 
to  expand  and  mellow  by  age  and  practice. 
Had  he  lived  longer  he  would  undoubtedly 
have  left  a  name  conspicuous  in  English 
literature.  As  it  is,  he  can  only  be  re¬ 
garded  as  a  bright  satellite  revolving  at 


a  respectful  distance  around  the  all-illu¬ 
mining  orb  of  Dryden.  —  Garnett, 
Richard,  1895,  The  Age  of  Dryden,  pp. 
42,  46. 

Oldham’s  productions  deserve  more  no¬ 
tice  than  they  have  received.  Their  own- 
original  power  -is  notable.  Pope,  and 
perhaps  other  of  our  chief  eighteenth- 
century  poets,  were  under  important  lit¬ 
erary  obligations  to  their  author.  .  .  . 

Whether  or  no  the  Pindaric  dedicated  by 
Oldham  “to  the  memory  of  my  dear  friend, 
Mr.  Charles  Morwent,”  in  date  of  com¬ 
position  preceded  his  most  celebrated 
“Satires,”  it  must  be  described  as  the 
most  finished  product  of  his  genius,  and 
as  entitled  to  no  mean  place  in  English 
“In  Memoriam”  poetry.  Cowley  is  evi 
dently  the  master  followed  in  this  od, 

.  .  While  in  “original”  satire  0 

ham  cannot  be  said  to  have  reached 
length  to  which  he  was  desirous  of  clir 
ing,  he  is  memorable  in  our  poetic  lite 
ture  as  one  of  the  predecessors  of  Pope 
in  the  “imitative”  or  adapting  species  of 
satirical  and  didactic  verse. — Ward, 
Adolphus  William,  1895,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography ,  vol.  XLii,  p .  109. 


John  Owen 

1616-1683 

John  Owen,  Puritan,  born  at  Stadhampton  vicarage,  Oxfordshire,  in  1616,  took 
his  B.  A.  in  1631  from  Queen’s  College,  Oxford,  and  in  1637  was  driven  from  Oxford 
by  dislike  to  Laud’s  statues.  Some  years  he  spent  as  private  chaplain;  then  in  1642 
he  removed  to  London,  and  published  “The  Display  of  Arminianism,”  a  work  for 
which  he  was  rewarded  with  the  living  of  Fordham  in  Essex.  In  1646  he  removed  to 
Coggeshall,  and  showed  his  preference  for  Independency  over  Presbyterianism.  Crom¬ 
well  carried  him  in  1649  as  his  chaplain  to  Ireland,  where  he  regulated  the  affairs  of 
Trinity  College.  Next  year  (1650)  he  went  with  Cromwell  to  Scotland.  In  1651-52 
he  became  dean  of  Christ  Church  and  vice-chancellor  of  Oxford  University.  Here  be 
wrote  his  “Diatriba  de  Divina  Justita,”  his  “Doctrine  of  the  Saints’  Perseverance,” 
his  “Vindiciae  Evangelic®, ”  and  his  “Mortification  of  Sin  in  Believers.”  He  was  one 
of  the  Friers  appointed  to  purge  the  church  of  scandalous  ministers.  He  opposed  the 
giving  the  crown  to  the  Protector,  and  the  year  after  Cromwell’s  death  he  was  ejected 
from  his  deanery.  He  purchased  an  estate  at  Stadham,  and  formed  a  congregation. 
The  writings  of  this  period  are  “Communion  with  God,”  “On  the  Divine  Original  of 
the  Scriptures,”  “Theologoumena,”  and  a  diatribe  against  Walton's  “Polyglot.” 
These  were  followed  by  works  on  “Indwelling  Sin,”  on  the  130th  Psalm,  and  on  the 
Epistle  to  the  Hebrews,  the  last  his  greatest  work.  In  1673  he  became  pastor  in 
Leadenhall  Street.  Late  publications  were  “Concerning  the  Holy  Spirit”  (1674), 
“Justification  by  Faith”  (1677),  and  “Christologia.  ”  He  wrote  replies  to  a  IVancis- 
can  and  to  Bishop  Parker,  sustained  controversies  with  Sherlock  and  Still ingfleet,  and 
to  the  end  preached  and  wrote  incessantly.  He  died  24th  August  1683.  See  Orme’s 
“Memoirs”  (1820),  and  “Life”  by  Thomson,  prefixed  to  Goold’s  edition  of  Owen’s 
works  (1850-55). — Patrick  and  GROOME.eds.,  1897,  Chambers's  Biographical  Diction¬ 
ary,  p.  712. 
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PERSONAL 

Was  a  person  well  skill’d  in  the  tongues, 
rabinical  learning,  Jewish  rites  and  cus¬ 
toms  ;  that  he  had  a  great  command  of  his 
English  pen,  and  was  one  of  the  most 
genteel  and  fairest  writers,  who  have  ap¬ 
peared  against  the  Church  of  England,  as 
handling  his  adversaries  with  far  more  civil, 
decent  and  temperate  language  than  many 
of  his  fiery  brethren,  and  by  confining 
himself  wholly  to  the  cause  without  the 
unbecoming  mixture  of  personal  slanders 
and  reflection.— Wood,  Anthony,  1691- 
1721,  Athena  Oxonienses,  vol.  II,/.  740. 

On  the  4th  September  a  vast  funeral 
procession,  including  the  carriages  of 
sixty-seven  noblemen  and  gentlemen,  with 
long  trains  of  mourning  coaches  and  horse¬ 
men,  took  the  road  to  Finsbury  ;  and  there 
in  a  new  burying-ground,  within  a  few 
paces  of  Goodwin’s  grave,  and  near  the 
b pot  where,  five  years  later,  John  Bunyan 
was  interred,  they  laid  the  dust  of  Dr. 
Owen.— Hamilton,  James,  1857-59,  ed., 
Our  Christian  Classics,  vol.  II,  p.  9. 

GENERAL 

This  book  [“Exposition”]  bears  the 
same  rank,  and  has  the  same  relation  to 
the  study  of  divinity,  which  the  “Prin- 
cipia”  of  Sir  Isaac  Newton  bears  to  the 
true  system  of  the  world  in  the  study  of 
natural  philosophy;  and  it  is  of  equal  im¬ 
portance  to  all  young  divines  which  that 
great  man’s  work  is  to  young  philosophers. 

.  .  .  I  am  ashamed  of  my  countrymen 

for  their  ignorance  of  this  incomparable 
work, — perhaps  the  very  greatest  of  the 
kind  that  ever  was  written  by  a  British 
divine ;  and  it  now  lies  buried  in  dust 
amidst  the  lumber  of  a  bookseller's  garret, 
whilst  a  thousand  volumes  of  wretched 
trash  in  divinity,  with  their  pompous 
bindings,  stand  as  monuments  of  human 
folly  in  our  bookcases  and  libraries. — 
Hyland,  John,  1781,  ed.  Cotton  Mather’s 
Student  and  Preacher ,  Select  Library  for  a 
Student  of  Divinity. 

If  the  theological  student  should  part 
with  his  coat  or  his  bed  to  procure  the 
works  of  Howe,  he  that  would  not  sell  his 
shirt  to  procure  those  of  John  Owen, 
and  especially  his  “Exposition,”  of  which 
every  sentence  is  precious,  shews  too 
much  regard  to  his  body,  and  too  little  for 
his  immortal  mind. — Bogue  and  Bennett, 
1809-12,  History  of  Dissenters ,  from  the 
Revolution  in  1688  to  the  year  1808. 


Spiritual  life  is  the  vital  energy  which 
pervades  the  morality  and  the  practice 
recommended  by  Owen.  It  is  not  the  ab¬ 
straction  of  a  mystical  devotion,  like  that 
of  Fenelon  or  Law ;  nor  is  it  the  enthu¬ 
siastic  raptures  of  a  Zinzendorf ;  but  the 
evangelical  piety  of  Paul  and  the  heavenly 
affection  of  John.  For  every  practice, 
mortification,  and  feeling,  Owen  assigns  a 
satisfactory,  because  a  scriptural,  reason. 
The  service  which  he  recommends  is 
uniformly  a  reasonable  service ;  and  to 
every  required  exertion  he  brings  an  ade¬ 
quate  and  constraining  motive.  In  exam¬ 
ining  the  practical  writings  of  such  men 
as  Hall  and  Taylor  and  Tillotson,  we  miss 
the  rich  vein  of  evangelical  sentiment  and 
that  constant  reference  to  the  living  prin¬ 
ciple  of  Christianity  which  are  never  lost 
sight  of  in  Owen.  They  abound  in  excel¬ 
lent  directions,  in  rich  materials  for  self- 
examination  and  self-goverment ;  but  they 
do  not  state  with  sufficient  accuracy  the 
connexion  between  gracious  influence  and 
its  practical  results,  from  which  all  that 
is  excellent  in  human  conduct  must  pro¬ 
ceed.  They  appear  as  the  anatomists  of 
the  skin  and  the  extremities  :  Owen  is  the 
anatomist  of  the  heart.  He  dissects  it 
with  remarkable  sagacity,  tracing  out  its 
course  and  turnings  in  every  path  that 
leads  from  integrity,  and  marking  the 
almost  imperceptible  steps  which  conduct 
to  atrocious  sins.— Orme,  William,  1820, 
Memoirs  of  the  Life ,  and  Reli¬ 

gious  Connections  of  John  Owen. 

His  devotional,  and  practical,  and  ex¬ 
pository  works  are  an  invaluable  treasure 
of  divinity.  .  .  .  His  writings  are 

eminently  spiritual,  devotional,  and  edify¬ 
ing.  He  is  full  of  Biblical  learning, 
sound  exposition  of  doctrine,  acuteness, 
and  information.  His  controversial  writ¬ 
ings  against  the  Socinians  and  Papists,  on 
the  question  of  Justification,  on  the  Jew¬ 
ish  Questions,  Sabbath,  &c.,  are  valuable 
and  important.  There  is  hardly  any  mod¬ 
ern  controversy  that  he  has  not  well  di¬ 
gested  and  furnished  matter  for  the  de¬ 
fence  of  the  truth.  He  gives  expanded 
and  rich  views  of  the  fulness  of  the  gos¬ 
pel. — Bickersteth,  Edward,  1844,  The 
Christian  Student,  pp.  268,  269. 

The  publication  and  sale  of  two  com¬ 
plete  editions  of  his  works  in  upwards  of 
twenty  volumes,  and  during  one  genera¬ 
tion,  attests  the  estimate  in  which  his 
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writings  are  held  by  general  readers.  It 
may  be  added  that  theologically  Owen  is 
more  Calvinistic  than  Calvin,  and  that  he 
was  one  of  the  first  in  England  to  teach 
the  doctrine  of  a  restricted  Atonement. — 
Angus,  Joseph,  1865,  The  Handbook  of 
English,  Literature,  p.  431. 

Owen  was  a  man  of  great  learning,  and 
his  industry  was  prodigious.  His  works 
fill  twenty-four  volumes  large  octavo. 
The  two  of  most  enduring  character  are 
the  Commentary  on  the  Hebrews,  and  the 
work  on  the  Holy  Spirit.  .  .  .  Owen 

did  not  cultivate  the  graces  of  style,  but 
there  is  always  robustness  and  strength 
in  his  argument.  He  discussed  whatever 
subject  he  undertook  as  if  he  intended  to 
have  nothing  to  be  said  by  those  who 
should  come  after  him.  With  all  the  prog¬ 
ress  made  since  his  time  in  the  science 
of  criticism  and  exegesis,  no  prudent 
commentator,  even  now,  would  undertake 


to  expound  the  Epistle  to  the  Hebrews 
without  a  constant  reference  to  the  work 
of  Owen.  In  his  writings  of  a  practical 
character,  he  had  a  peculiarity,  beyond 
all  the  other  great  writers  of  his  school, 
of  making  his  pious  emotion  dependent  in 
all  cases  upon  some  solid  scriptural  basis. 
— Hart,  John  S.,  1872,  A  Manual  of  Eng¬ 
lish  Literature ,  p.  178. 

Owen  ranks  with  Haxter  and  Howe 
among  the  most  eminent  of  puritan  di¬ 
vines.  A  trenchant  controversialist,  he 
distinguished  himself  no  less  by  temper¬ 
ateness  of  tone  than  by  vigour  of  polemic. 
His  learning  was  vast,  various,  and  pro¬ 
found,  and  his  mastery  of  calvinistic  the¬ 
ology  complete.  On  the  other  hand,  his 
style  is  somewhat  tortuous  and  his  method 
unduly  discursive,  so  that  his  works  are 
often  tedious  reading.— Kigg,  J.  M.,  1895, 
Dictionary  of  National  Biography ,  voL 
xlii,  p.  427. 


Algernon  Sidney 

1622-1682 

Born  at  Penshurst,  Kent,  England,  about  1622 :  beheaded  at  London,  Dec.  7,  1683. 
An  English  politician  and  patriot,  younger  son  of  the  second  Earl  of  Leicester.  He 
served  in  the  Parliamentary  army,  being  wounded  at  Marston  in  1644 ;  was  in  1645 
elected  to  Parliament,  where  he  took  rank  as  one  of  the  leaders  of  the  Independents ; 
became  governor  of  Dublin  and  lieutenant-general  of  horse  in  Ireland  1646 ;  became 
councilor  of  state  in  1659;  was  peace  commissioner  between  Denmark  and  Sweden 
1659-60;  lived  on  the  Continent  after  the  Restoration  until  1677;  and,  being  known 
to  be  a  supporter  of  Monmouth,  was  arrested  on  the  discovery  of  the  Rye  House  Plot 
(with  which  he  had  no  connection)  in  June,  1683,  and  condemned  to  death  for  high 
treason.  He  wrote  “  Discourses  Concerning  Government”  (1698),  etc. — Smith,  Ben¬ 
jamin  E.,  1894-97,  The  Century  Cyclopedia  of  Names,  p.  930. 

personal  peculiar  form  of  his  own;  he  thought  it 

All  who  come  from  Paris  commend  Al-  was  to  be  like  a  divine  philosophy  in  the 
gernon  for  a  huge  deal  of  wit  and  much  mind ;  but  he  was  against  all  public  wor- 


sweetness  of  nature. — Leicester,  Count¬ 
ess  OF,  1636,  Letter,  Nov.  10. 

When  he  came  on  the  scaffold,  instead 
of  a  speech,  he  told  them  onely  that  he  had 
made  his  peace  with  God,  that  he  came 
not  thither  to  talk,  but  to  die;  put  a 
paper  into  the  sheriff’s  hand,  and  another 
into  a  friend’s,  sayd  one  prayer  as  short 
as  a  grace,  laid  down  his  neck,  and  bid 
the  executioner  do  his  office. — Evelyn, 
John,  1683,  Diary,  Dec.  5. 

A  man  of  the  most  extraordinary  cour¬ 
age — a  steady  man  even  to  obstinacy — 
sincere,  but  of  a  rough  and  boisterous 
temper  that  could  not  bear  contradiction. 
He  seemed  to  be  a  Christian,  but  in  a 


ship  and  everything  that  looked  like  a 
church.  He  was  stiff  to  all  republican 
principles,  and  such  an  enemy  to  every¬ 
thing  that  looked  like  monarchy,  that  he 
set  himself  in  a  high  opposition  against 
Cromwell  when  he  was  made  protector. 
He  had  studied  the  history  of  government 
in  all  its  branches  beyond  any  man  1  ever 
knew.  .  .  .  Sidney  had  a  particular  way 
of  insinuating  himself  into  people  that 
would  hearken  to  his  notions,  and  not  con¬ 
tradict  him. — Burnet,  Gilbert,  1715- 
34,  History  of  My  Own  Time. 

The  production  of  papers,  containing 
speculative  opinions  upon  government  and 
liberty,  written  long  before,  and  perhaps 
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never  even  intended  to  be  published, 
together  with  the  use  made  of  those 
papers,  in  considering  them  as  a  substi¬ 
tute  for  the  second  witness  to  the  overt 
act,  exhibited  such  a  compound  of  wick¬ 
edness  and  nonsense  as  is  hardly  to  be 
paralleled  in  the  history  of  juridical 
tyranny.  But  the  validity  of  pretences 
was  little  attended  to  at  that  time,  in  the 
case  of  a  person  whom  the  court  had  de¬ 
voted  to  destruction,  and  upon  evidence 
such  as  has  been  stated  was  this  great 
and  excellent  man  condemned  to  die. — 
Fox,  Charles  James,  1806?  A  History  of 
the  Early  Part  of  the  Reign  of  James  II. 

The  manifest  iniquity  of  this  sentence 
upon  Algernon  Sidney,  as  well  as  the  high 
courage  he  displayed  throughout  these 
last  scenes  of  his  life,  have  inspired  a 
sort  of  enthusiasm  for  his  name,  which 
neither  what  we  know  of  his  story,  nor 
the  opinion  of  his  contemporaries,  seems 
Itogether  to  warrant.  The  crown  of 
artyrdom  should  be  suffered  perhaps  to 
alt  every  virtue,  and  efface  every  de- 
:t,  in  patriots,  as  it  has  often  done  in 
nts.  In  the  faithful  mirror  of  history 
Iney  may  lose  something  of  this  lustre, 
possessed  no  doubt  a  powerful,  active, 
and  undaunted  mind,  stored  with  exten¬ 
sive  reading  on  the  topics  in  which  he  de¬ 
lighted.  But  having  proposed  one  only 
object  for  his  political  conduct,  the  estab¬ 
lishment  of  a  republic  in  England,  his 
pride  and  inflexibility,  though  they  gave 
a  dignity  to  his  character,  rendered  his 
views  narrower  and  his  temper  unaccom¬ 
modating. — Hallam,  Henry,  1827-41, 
The  Constitutional  History  of  England, 
vol,  n,  ch.  xii. 

Errors  may  well  be  passed  over  in 
silence  and  his  faults  forgotten,  where  so 
much  remains  to  be  admired  and  ven¬ 
erated.  One  of  the  noblest  martyrs  of 
that  liberty  which  the  progress  of  civili¬ 
zation  and  the  developments  of  time  seem 
to  point  out  as  the  heritage  of  the  Anglo- 
Saxon  race.  His  were  virtues  which  de¬ 
serve  immortality,  and  his  a  name  which 
will  go  down  with  honor  to  remote  gener¬ 
ations  of  men.  The  man  dies,  the  prin¬ 
ciples  he  cherished  are  immortal.  That 
cause  for  which  Sidney  suffered,  pro¬ 
scribed  in  his  day,  has  been  gloriously 
vindicated  in  ours.  The  doctrines  of 
resistance  to  oppression  — *  of  popular 
sovereignty — of  the  inalienable  right  of 


mankind  to  intellectual  and  moral,  to  civil 
and  religious  freedom — of  which  he  was 
the  champion  in  life,  and  in  death  the 
martyr,  have  become  the  foundation  and 
corner  stone  of  those  democratic  institu¬ 
tions  which  since  his  day  have  sprung  up 
in  the  New  World.  No  nobler  cenotaph 
than  the  free  institutions  of  America  can 
be  reared  to  the  memory  of  the  dust  which 
sleeps  in  its  ancestral  vault  at  Penshurst. 
No  more  glorious  epitaph  can  be  written 
for  the  patriot  martyr  than  that  which 
so  eloquently  speaks  in  the  silent  work¬ 
ings  of  those  institutions.  Surely  while 
they  endure,  and  while  the  doctrines 
which  Sidney  taught  shall  continue  to  be 
regarded  as  the  elementary  truths  of  our 
political  creed,  it  may  with  truth  be  said 
that  the  noble  blood  shed  in  their  defence 
on  Tower  Hill,  has  not  been  spilled  in  vain. 

Van  SaNTVOORD,  G.,  1851,  Life  of  Alger¬ 
non  Sidney ,  p.  333. 

He  lived  through  most  critical  times. 
He  was  an  actor  in  events  which  affected 
the  whole  of  Europe.  He  was  a  keen  and 
shrewd  observer  of  men  and  characters. 
He  was  a  student  and  an  author.  He  had 
a  remarkable  individuality.  His  friends 
and  his  enemies  he  had  most  of  the  lat¬ 
ter — alike  bear  witness  to  the  power  he 
exercised  over  the  minds  of  all  with  whom 
he  was  brought  into  contact.  There  is, 
however,  always  something  strange  in  the 
way  they  speak  of  him.  The  affection  of 
his  friends  is  but  loving  admiration ;  the 
opposition  of  his  enemies  is  always  admir¬ 
ing  fear.  He  is  a  noble-minded,  hard¬ 
working  patriot,  and  a  pure-souled  and 
thoroughly  honourable  man  of  the  world. 
He  died  under  an  unjust  sentence,  at  per¬ 
haps  the  darkest  period  of  our  English 
history ;  but  what  gives  him  a  claim  on 
our  interest  and  sympathy  to  a  far  greater 
extent  is  the  fact  of  his  suffering  injus¬ 
tice  throughout  an  almost  blameless  life. 
— Blackburne,  Gertrude  M.  Ireland, 
1884,  Algernon  Sidney ,  a  Review,  p.  1. 

GENERAL 

They  [“Discourses” J  are  admirably 
written,  and  contain  great  historical 
knowledge  and  a  remarkable  propriety  of 
diction;  so  that  his  name,  in  my  opinion, 
ought  to  be  much  higher  established  in 
the  temple  of  literature  than  I  have  hith¬ 
erto  found  it  placed. — Boyle,  John 
(Lord  Orrery),  1751,  Remarks  on  the 
Life  and  Writings  of  Dr.  Jonathan  Swift. 
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Algernon  Sidney  created  the  language 
of  politics;  his ‘‘Discourses  upon  Govern¬ 
ment’'  have  grown  obsolete.  .  . 

The  revolution  of  1688  arose  from  the 
scaffold  of  Sidney,  with  the  steam  of  the 
blood  of  the  holocaust!  This  bloody  dew 
is  now  falling,  and  the  England  of  1688 
is  disappearing. — Chateaubriand,  Fran¬ 
cois  RenS,  Vicomte  de,  1837,  Sketches  of 
English,  Literature,  vol.  II,  pp.  197,  198. 

In  all  the  discourse  of  Algernon  Sid¬ 
ney  upon  Government  we  see  constant  in¬ 
dications  of  a  rooted  dislike  to  monarchy 
and  ardent  love  of  Democracy;  but  not  a 
sentence  can  we  find  that  shows  the  illus¬ 
trious  author  to  have  regarded  the  man¬ 
ner  in  which  the  people  were  represented 
as  of  any  importance. — Brougham,  Henry 
Lord,  1840  14,  Political  Philosophy,  pt. 
iii,  chap.  xii. 

Both  in  his  diplomatic  mission,  and  in  his 
labours  on  the  legislative  council,  he  soon 
became  enrolled  among  the  intellectual 
minority  who  lead  instead  of  follow,  and  or¬ 
ganize  instead  of  assent.  When  he  placed 
pen  to  paper  and  logically  thought  out  his 
speculations,  his  style,  though  somewhat 
heavy,  was  clear,  solid,  and  vigorous — -all 
he  wrote  bore  the  impress  of  a  well-read 
mind,  a  mind  that  was  as  much  accus¬ 
tomed  to  profound  reflection  as  to 
practical  action. — Ewald,  Alexander 
Charles,  1873,  The  Life  and  Thmes  of 
Hon.  Algernon  Sydney ,  vol .  II,  pp.  334, 
335. 

More  than  any  other  among  the  distin¬ 
guished  historical  personages  of  the  seven¬ 
teenth  century,  Algernon  Sidney,  in 
point  of  character  and  conduct,  will  con¬ 
tinue  to  have  his  detractors  and  admirers. 
The  published  letters  in  the  different  edi¬ 
tions  of  the  Sidney  papers  serve  only  to 
confirm  his  partisans  in  their  admiration 
of  his  consistency  of  principle  as  an  en¬ 
emy  of  monarchical  government — even  to 
the  extent  of  deprecating  the  personal 
rule  of  Cromwell — and  his  enemies  in  their 
reprehension  of  the  factious  leader  who 
could  waste  his  splendid  energies  in  cabal¬ 
ling  with  France  and  Holland  for  the 
establishment  of  a  republic  in  England. 
The  most  able  and  eminent  of  the  knot  of 
revolutionary  patriots  to  which  he  be¬ 
longed,  he  was  also  the  most  uncompro¬ 
mising  and  most  provokingly  obstinate. — 
Scoones,  W.  Baptiste,  1880,  Four  Cen¬ 
turies  of  English  Letters,  p.  118. 


His  writings  are  “Discourses  concern¬ 
ing  Government,  ”  written  at  Frascati  in 
1663,  but  first  published  in  1698,  and  let¬ 
ters  and  memoirs  respectively  printed 
in  1742  and  1751.  In  1884  a  treatise 
on  “Love”  was  first  published  from  Al¬ 
gernon  Sydney’s  manuscript.  Sydney  is 
very  diffuse;  but  the  alteration  which 
had  come  over  prose  may  well  be  noted 
by' comparing  his  republican  discourses 
with  the  totally  unreadable  reams  on 
the  same  subject  which  Harrington  had 
produced  in  the  preceding  generation. 
— Gosse,  Edmund,  1888,  A  History  of 
Eighteenth.  Century  Literature,  1660-1780, 
p.  81. 

The  style  precisely  corresponds  to  the 
author’s  character,  haughty,  fiery,  and 
arrogant;  but  thrilling  with  conviction, 
and  meriting  the  highest  praise  as  a  spec¬ 
imen  of  masculine,  nervous,  and  at  the 
same  time  polished  English.  Much  addi¬ 
tional  zest  is  imparted  to  the  author’s  ar¬ 
gument  by  his  continual  strokes  at  the 
political  abuses  and  the  unworthy  charac¬ 
ters  of  his  own  day,  from  Charles  II 
downwards.  He  had  the  advantage  c 
writing  under  the  stimulus  of  fiery  indig 
nation  kindled  and  maintained  by  the  act¬ 
ual  existence  of  a  tyranny.  He  is  thus 
never  tame,  and  depicts  himself  as  one  of 
that  remarkable  class  of  men  of  whom 
Alfieri  is  perhaps  the  most  characteristic 
type — aristocrats  by  temperament,  cham¬ 
pions  of  democracy  by  intellectual  convic¬ 
tion.  Although  the  controversy  in  which 
he  engaged  now  belongs  entirely  to  the 
past,  he  is  often  modern  in  sentiment  as 
well  as  in  style ;  sometimes  we  are  re¬ 
minded  of  Shelley,  at  other  times,  and 
more  frequently,  of  Landor. — Gannett, 
Richard,  1895,  The  Age  of  Dryden,  p. 
171. 

Sidney’s  chief  work,  the  “Discourses 
concerning  Government,’’  was  first 
printed  by  Toland  or  Littlebury  in  1698. 
This  is  an  answer  to  Filmer’s  “Patri¬ 
archs,  ’’  which  was  first  published  in  1680 ; 
and  the  few  allusions  to  contemporary  pol¬ 
itics  in  Sidney’s  book  show  that  a  great 
part  of  it  was  written  about  that  year. 
Though  tedious  from  its  extreme  length 
and  from  following  too  closely  in  Filmer's 
footsteps,  it  contains  much  vigorous  writ¬ 
ing,  and  shows  wide  reading. — Firth,  G. 
H.,  1899,  Dictionary  of  National  Biogra¬ 
phy,  vol.  ui,  p.  209. 
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Roger  Williams 

1604  7-1683 

A  famous  clergyman,  minister  at  Salem,  Massachusetts,  but  banished  from  the  Mas¬ 
sachusetts  Bay  colony  in  1635  on  account  of  his  views  upon  religious  liberty.  In 
1636  he  founded  the  city  of  Providence,  and  was  the  chief  citizen  of  the  Rhode  Island 
colony  until  his  death.  He  was  the  first  upholder  of  the  doctrine  of  liberty  of  con¬ 
science  in  its  entirety,  and  actively  sustained  his  theories  in  many  controversial 
works.  “Key  Into  the  Languages  of  America;1'  “The  Bloudy  Tenent  of  Persecution 
for  Cause  of  Conscience;’’  “The  Bloudy  Tenent  Yet  More  Bluudy  by  Mr.  Cotton’s  En¬ 
deavour  to  wash  it  white  in  the  Bloud  of  the  Lambe;’’  “Mr.  Cotton’s  Letter  Lately 
Printed,  Examined  and  Answered;”  “George  Fox  Digg’d  Out  of  his  Burrowes,”  in¬ 
clude  his  principal  works. — Adams,  Oscar  Fay,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  American 
Authors,  v.  426. 


PERSONAL 

Hi3  history  belongs  to  America  rather 
than  England  ;  but  we  must  not  even  thus 
casually  mention  his  name,  without  an  ex¬ 
pression  of  respect  and  reverence,  for  he 
was  one  of  the  best  men  whoever  set  foot 
upon  the  new  world. — a  man  of  genius 
and  of  virtue,  in  whom  enthusiasm  took 
the  happiest  direction,  and  produced  the 
best  fruits.  ...  If  ever  a  Welsh  Fuller 
should  write  the  Worthies  of  Wales, 
toger  Williams  will  deserve,  if  not  the 
lirst  place,  a  place  among  the  first,  for  he 
began  the  first  civil  government  upon 
earth  that  gave  equal  liberty  of  conscience 
—Southey,  Robert,  1813,  Quarterly  Re¬ 
view,  vol.  10,  pp.  107,  113. 

Roger  Williams  asserted  the  great  doc¬ 
trine  of  intellectual  liberty.  .  .  .  It  be¬ 
came  his  glory  to  found  a  State  upon  that 
principle,  and  to  stamp  himself  upon  its 
rising  institutions,  in  characters  so  deep 
that  the  impres  has  remained  to  the 
present  day,  and  can  never  be  erased  with¬ 
out  the  total  destruction  of  the  work.  .  .  . 
He  was  the  first  person  in  modern  Christen¬ 
dom  to  establish  civil  government  on  the 
doctrine  of  the  liberty  of  conscience,  the 
equality  of  opinions  before  the  law ;  and 
in  its  defence  he  was  the  harbinger  of 
Milton,  the  precursor  and  the  superior 
of  Jeremy  Taylor. — Bancroft,  George, 
1834-74,  History  of  the  United  Slates,  vol.  i. 

We  must  not  rehearse  in  detail  the  se¬ 
quel  of  the  story;— how,  instead  of  a 
strict  enforcement  of  the  sentence,  he 
was  permitted  in  consideration  of  his 
health  to  remain  in  Salem  through  the 
winter,  under  an  injunction  “not  to  go 
about  to  draw  others  to  his  opinions;” — 
how,  as  soon  as  he  was  well  enough,  he 
renewed  his  work  of  agitation; — how  the 
court  of  magistrates,  finding  their  author¬ 
ity  defied  and  their  clemency  (or  what 


they  thought  was  clemency)  abused,  at¬ 
tempted  to  put  him  on  shipboard,  that  he 
might  try  what  liberty  there  was  for  such 
agitation  in  England  ;  how  he  escaped  out 
of  their  hands,  and  went  beyond  their 
jurisdiction  into  the  land  of  Narragansett, 
where  he  builded  a  city  and  devoutly 
named  it  Providence;  how,  notwithstand¬ 
ing  the  contempt  with  which  Puritan 
statesmen  in  the  other  colonies  regarded 
his  experiment  in  the  science  of  govern¬ 
ment,  or  as  they  thought  no-government, 
the  relations  between  him  and  them  were 
always  friendly ; — how  he  grew  wiser  and 
gentler,  though  hardly  less  crotchetty,  as 
he  grew  older;— how  he  kept  company 
with  the  wild  men  of  the  woods,  winning 
their  confidence  and  love; — how  his  old 
age  was  honored  ; — how  he  died  and  was 
buried,  leaving  a  name  not  unworthy  of 
grateful  and  perpetual  remembrance 
wherever  there  is  perfect  liberty  for  men 
to  think,  to  speak  their  thoughts,  and  to 
worship  in  spirit  and  in  truth.— Bacon, 
Leonard,  1877,  As  to  Roger  Williams, 
The  New  Englander,  vol.  36,  p.  23. 

Rodger  Williams,  never  in  anything  ad¬ 
dicted  to  concealments,  has  put  himself 
without  reserve  into  his  writings.  There 
he  still  remains.  There  if  anywhere  we 
may  get  well  acquainted  with  him. 
Searching  for  him  along  the  two  thousand 
printed  pages  upon  which  he  has  stamped 
his  own  portrait,  we  seem  to  see  a  very 
human  and  fallible  man,  with  a  large 
head,  a  warm  heart,  a  healthy  body,  an 
eloquent  and  imprudent  tongue;  not  a 
symmetrical  person,  poised,  cool,  accu¬ 
rate,  circumspect ;  a  man  very  anxious  to 
be  genuine  and  to  get  at  the  truth,  but 
impatient  of  slow  methods,  trusting  gal¬ 
lantly  to  his  own  institutions,  easily  de¬ 
luded  by  his  own  hopes ;  an  imaginative, 
sympathetic,  affluent,  impulsive  man;  an 
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optimist ;  his  master-passion  benevolence  ; 
his  mind  clarifying  itself  slowly  ;  never 
quite  settled  on  all  subjects  in  the  uni¬ 
verse  ;  at  almost  every  moment  on  the 
watch  for  some  new  idea  about  that  time 
expected  to  heave  in  sight;  never  able  by 
the  ordinary  means  of  intellectual  stagna¬ 
tion  to  win  for  himself  in  his  life-time  the 
bastard  glory  of  doctrinal  consistency; 
professing  many  things  by  turn  and  noth¬ 
ing  long,  until  at  last,  even  in  mid-life, 
he  reached  the  moral  altitude  of  being 
able  to  call  himself  only  a  Seeker — in 
which  not  ignoble  creed  he  continued  for 
the  remainder  of  his  days  on  earth.  It 
must  be  confessed  that  there  is  even  yet 
in  the  fame  of  Rodger  Williams  a  singular 
vitality.  While  living  in  this  world,  it 
was  his  fate  to  be  much  talked  about,  as 
well  as  to  disturb  much  the  serenity  of 
many  excellent  people;  and  the  rumour 
of  him  still  agitates  and  divides  men. 
There  are,  in  fact,  some  signs  that  his 
fame  is  now  about  to  take  out  a  new 
lease,  and  to  build  for  itself  a  larger 
habitation.  At  any  rate,  the  world,  hav¬ 
ing  at  last  nearly  caught  up  with  him, 
seems  ready  to  vote — though  with  a  pe¬ 
culiarly  respectable  minority  in  opposition 
— that  Rodger  Williams  was  after  all  a 
great  man,  one  of  the  true  heroes,  seers, 
world-movers,  of  these  latter  ages. — 
Tyler,  Moses  Coit,  1878,  A  History  of 
American  Literature,  vol.  I,  p .  241. 

GENERAL 

His  industry  in  every  enterprise  which 
he  undertook  was  indefatigable.  .  .  . 

He  placed  the  highest  estimate  upon  the 
value  of  time.  “One  grain  of  its  inesti¬ 
mable  sand,"  says  he,  “is  worth  a  golden 
mountain.”  .  .  .  His  knowledge,  espe¬ 
cially  in  history  and  theology,  appears  to 
have  been  extensive,  and  his  scholarship 
in  the  classic  languages  unusually  varied 
and  exact.  As  a  writer,  he  had  little 
time,  and,  it  may  be,  little  taste  for  the 
elegances  of  language. — Ga.mmell,  Will¬ 
iam,  1844,  Life  of  Roger  Williams ,  ck.  xv. 

The  “Bloody  Tenent”  is  a  noble  work, 
full  of  brave  heart  and  tenderness;  a 
book  of  learning  and  piety, — the  composi¬ 
tion  of  a  true,  gentle  nature.— Du  yck- 
inck,  Evert  A.  and  George  L.,  1855- 
65-75,  Cyclopaedia  of  American  Litera¬ 
ture ,  ed.  Simons,  vol.  i,  p.  39. 

Of  his  mental  powers  we  have  no  means 


of  judging,  except  the  respect  and  inter¬ 
est  he  awakened  in  those  with  whom  he 
dwelt,  and  the  writings  he  left.  These 
are  chiefly  of  a  controversial  nature,  and 
on  questions  which  have,  in  a  great  meas¬ 
ure,  lost  their  significance.  The  style, 
too,  is  involved,  quaint,  and  often  pedan¬ 
tic.  The  views,  however,  advocated  even 
in  his  polemic  discussions,  are  often  in 
advance  of  his  time,  and  the  sentiments 
he  professes  are  noble  and  progressive. 
Thus,  “The  Bloody  Tenent”  is  an  earnest 
plea  with  the  clergy  for  toleration  ;  and 
“A  Hireling  Ministry"  presents  bold  and 
just  arguments  in  support  of  free 
churches,  and  against  an  arbitrary  system 
of  tithes.  In  the  Redwood  Library,  at 
Newport,  is  a  copy  of  “George  Fox 
digged  out  of  his  Burrows,"  a  character¬ 
istic  specimen  of  the  theological  hardi¬ 
hood  of  Williams,  as  exhibited  in  his  con¬ 
troversy  with  the  Quakers.  But  it  is  from 
his  original  force  of  character,  and  his 
loyalty  to  a  great  principle,  that  Roger 
Williams  derives  his  claim  to  our  admira¬ 
tion.  His  shades  of  opinion  are  compar 
atively  unimportant;  but  the  spirit  i 
which  he  worked,  suffered,  and  triumphed 
enrols  his  name  among  the  moral  heroes 
and  benefactors  of  the  world.—  Tucker- 
man,  Henry  T.,  1857,  Essays,  Biograph¬ 
ical  and  Critical,  p.  189. 

Williams  was  an  able,  earnest,  and  suc¬ 
cessful  pioneer  in  that  great  movement 
towards  religious  freedom  which  has  char¬ 
acterized  the  history  of  the  United  States. 
But  in  justice  to  the  Puritans  it  should  be 
said  that  he  was  sometimes  hasty,  indis¬ 
creet,  sensational ;  and  that  he  lacked  the 
self-control  which  should  be  shown  by  a 
great  reformer,  as  well  as  the  solid  learn¬ 
ing  of  the  Puritan  leaders. — Richardson, 
Charles  F.,  1887,  American  Literature, 
1607-1885,  vol.  I,  p.  122. 

Milton  spoke  of  Williams  as  an  extraor¬ 
dinary  man  and  a  noble  confessor  of  re¬ 
ligious  liberty,  who  sought  and  found  a 
safe  refuge  for  the  sacred  ark  of  Con¬ 
science.  His  associates  in  the  new  world 
described  him  in  terms  less  exalted. 
Bradford  calls  him  a  man  godly  and  zeal¬ 
ous,  having  many  precious  parts,  but  very 
unsettled  in  judgment.  Cotton  Mather 
spoke  of  his  having  a  windmill  in  his  head ; 
Sir  William  Martin  and  Hubbard  both 
praised  his  zeal,  but  thought  it  overheated. 
Southey  held  his  memory  in  “ veneration,” 
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which  seems  hardly  the  word  to  apply  to 
a  man  so  profoundly  contentious  as  Will¬ 
iams  was.  Lowell  is  substantially  just  to 
him  when  he  writes,  “He  does  not  show 
himself  a  Btrong  or  a  very  wise  man,” 
though  “charity  and  tolerance  flow  so 
noticeably  from  his  pen  that  it  is  plain 
they  were  in  his  heart.  ’ '  Williams’s  place 
as  a  religious  leader  has  perhaps  been  ex¬ 
aggerated  by  his  eulogists.  His  view's  were 
not  in  advance  of  those  of  many  of  his 
contemporaries,  his  cardinal  doctrine  that 
“there  is  no  other  prudent  Christian  way 
of  preserving  peace  in  the  world  but  by 


permission  of  different  consciences”  being 
scarcely  more  than  a  reaffirmation  of  John 
Smith’s  dictum  of  1611  to  the  effect  that 
Christ  being  the  lawgiver  of  the  con¬ 
science,  the  magistrates  were  not  entitled 
to  meddle  with  religious  opinions.  His 
mind  had  none  of  the  roominess  of  Fuller’s, 
or  of  the  elevation  of  Milton’s;  but  lie 
certainly  had  a  firm  grip  of  the  necessity 
of  a  principle  of  toleration,  and  he  was 
one  of  the  very  first  to  make  a  serious 
effort  to  put  that  principle  into  practice. 
— Seccombe,  Thomas,  1900,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography ,  vol.  XLI,  p.  449. 


Robert  Leighton 

1611  1684 


Leighton  (Robert),  D.D.,  son  of  Alexander,  b.  in  Edinburgh  in  1611 ;  grad,  at  the 
univ.  of  that  city  (1631),  of  which  he  became  prin.  in  1653 ;  appointed  bp.  of  Dun¬ 
blane  in  1661,  in  pursuit  of  the  plan  of  Charles  II.  to  Anglicize  the  Ch.  of  Scot. ;  ap¬ 
pealed  twice  to  the  king  to  adopt  milder  measures  in  the  attempted  reform  (1665  and 
1669) ;  accepted  the  archbishopric  of  Glasgow  in  1670  upon  conditions  which  were 
not  fulfilled,  and  he  resigned  in  1673.  Wrote  “Sermons,”  “Prelectiones  Theologicae,” 
“Commentary  on  the  First  Epistle  of  Peter,”  and  “Posthumous  Tracts,”  etc.  D. 
June  26,  1684. — Barnard  and  Guyot,  eds.,  1885,  Johnson’s  New  General  Cyclopaedia, 


He  had  great  quickness  of  parts,  a  lively 
apprehension,  with  a  charming  vivacity 
of  thought  and  expression.  He  had  the 
greatest  command  of  the  purest  Latin 
that  ever  I  knew  in  any  man.  He  was  a 
maBter  both  of  Greek  and  Hebrew,  and  of 
the  whole  compass  of  theological  learn¬ 
ing,  chiefly  in  the  study  of  the  Scriptures. 
But  that  which  excelled  all  the  rest  was, 
he  was  possessed  with  the  highest  and 
noblest  sense  of  divine  things  that  I  ever 
saw  in  any  man.  .  .  .  He  had  so  sub¬ 

dued  the  natural  heat  of  his  temper,  that 
in  a  great  variety  of  accidents,  and  in 
the  course  of  twenty-two  years’  intimate 
conversation  with  him,  I  never  observed 
the  least  sign  of  passion  but  upon  one 
single  occasion.  .  .  .  There  was  a 

visible  tendency  in  all  he  said  to  raise  his 
own  mind,  and  those  he  conversed  with, 
to  serious  reflections.  He  seemed  to  be 
in  a  perpetual  meditation.  .  .  .  His 

preaching  had  a  sublimity  both  of  thought 
and  expression  in  it.  The  grace  and 
gravity  of  his  pronunciation  was  such, 
that  few  heard  him  without  a  very  sensible 
emotion:  I  am  sure  I  never  did. — Bur¬ 
net,  Gilbert,  1715-34,  History  of  my 
Own  Time 


This  excellent  person  is  represented  by 
Bishop  Burnet  as  one  of  the  most  perfect 
characters  of  his  own,  or  any  other  age. 
He  was  learned,  eloquent,  and  devout; 
but  his  piety  was  the  most  unaffected  in 
the  world.  His  charity  was  comprehen¬ 
sive  with  respect  to  speculative  opinions ; 
but  he  could  never  overlook  flagrant 
vices  and  corruptions  in  the  professors  of 
any  religion.  He  was,  for  his  singular 
merit,  preferred  to  the  bishopric  of  Dum- 
blain,  and  afterward  to  the  archbishopric 
of  Glasgow.  He  had  many  enemies  among 
the  rigid  Episcopalians,  as  he  was  strongly 
inclined  to  make  some  concessions  to  the 
Presbyterians,  in  order  to  an  accommoda¬ 
tion. — Granger,  James,  1769-1824,  Bio¬ 
graphical  History  of  England,  vol.  Ill,  p.  346. 

He  was,  indeed,  a  man  whom  either 
church  might  be  glad  to  claim.  But  the 
peculiarity  of  his  position  was,  that  he 
combined  a  sanctity  equal  to  that  of  the 
strictest  Covenanter  or  the  strictest 
Episcopalian,  with  a  liberality  in  his  in¬ 
nermost  thoughts  equal  to  that  of  the 
widest  Latitudinarian  of  the  school  of 
Jeremy  Taylor  or  of  Hoadley.  Let  us 
look  at  both  these  points  more  minutely. 
They  both  appear  far  more  strongly  in 
the  records  of  his  life  and  conversation 
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than  could  be  inferred  from  his  published 
writings.  There  are  few  men  whose 
character  gives  the  impression  of  a  more 
complete  elevation  both  above  the  cares 
and  the  prejudice  of  the  world — of  a  more 
entire  detachment  from  earth.— Stanley, 
Arthur  Penrhyn,  1872,  Lectures  on  the 
History  of  the  Church,  of  Scotland,  p.  121. 

As  saint,  author,  and  peacemaker,  Leigh¬ 
ton  presents  a  combination  of  quali¬ 
ties  which  has  called  forth  almost  unri¬ 
valled  tributes  of  admiration.  Thomas  & 
Kempis  was  one  of  his  favourite  books, 
and  the  “imitation  of  Christ,”  whose 
darling  virtues  he  said  were  humility, 
meekness,  and  charity,  was  the  business 
of  his  life.  He  shrank  from  every  ap¬ 
proach  to  ostentation,  and  so  far  from 
courting  the  riches  and  honours  of  the 
world  he  looked  upon  them  with  something 
of  holy  contempt.  On  accepting  the 
bishopric  he  said,  “One  benefit  at  least 
will  rise  from  it.  I  shall  break  that  little 
idol  of  estimation  my  friends  have  for 
me.  and  which  I  have  been  so  long  sick 
of.  ’  ’  Burnet  never  saw  his  temper  ruffled 
but  once  during  twenty-two  years  of  close 
intimacy,  and  could  not  recollect  having 
heard  him  say  one  idle  word.  When  re¬ 
minded  of  his  former  zeal  for  the  na¬ 
tional  covenant,  he  replied,  “When  I 
was  a  child  I  spoke  as  a  child,”  and  when 
charged  with  apostatising  from  his  fath¬ 
er’s  principles,  he  meekly  answered  that 
a  man  was  not  bound  to  be  of  his  father's 
opinions.  He  was  habitually  abstemious, 
kept  frequent  fasts,  and  often  shut  him¬ 
self  up  in  his  room  for  prolonged  periods 
of  private  devotion.  Everything  that  he 
could  spare  was  given  to  pious  purposes, 
and  he  employed  others  as  the  agents  of 
his  charity  that  he  might  not  get  the 
credit  of  it.— Sprott,  The  Rev.  G.  W., 
1893,  Dictionary  of  National  Biography , 
vol.  XXXIII,  p.  6. 

GENERAL 

All  his  works  are  admirable,  .  .  . 

full  of  holy  simplicity,  humility,  and  be¬ 
nevolent  zeal. — Williams,  Edward,  1800, 
The  Christian  Preacher. 

Next  to  the  inspired  Scriptures, — yea, 
and  as  the  vibration  of  that  once  Btruck 
hour  remaining  on  the  air,  stands  Leigh¬ 
ton’s  Commentary  on  the  first  Epistle  of 
Peter. — Coleridge,  Samuel  Taylor, 
1809-16,  Omniana,  ed.  Ashe,  p.  400. 


Perhaps  there  is  no  expository  work  in 
the  English  language  equal  altogether  to 
the  exposition  of  Peter.  It  is  rich  in 
evangelical  sentiment  and  exalted  devo¬ 
tion.  The  meaning  is  seldom  missed,  and 
often  admirably  illustrated.  There  is 
learning  without  its  parade,  theology  di¬ 
vested  of  systematic  stiffness,  and  elo¬ 
quence  in  a  beautiful  flow  of  unaffected 
language  and  appropriate  imagery.  To 
say  more  would  be  unbecoming,  and  less 
could  not  be  said  with  justice. — Orme, 
William,  1824,  Bibliotheca  Biblica. 

Leighton’s  praise  is  in  all  the  churches. 

.  .  .  He  is  one  of  the  very  first  divines 

of  the  British  Church ;  and  his  writings 
breathe  throughout  the  spirit  of  devotion  : 
they  are  distinguished  by  a  noble  strain  of 
deep  piety,  a  most  humble,  heavenly,  and 
loving  spirit,  an  elegant  mind,  and  a 
scriptural  standard  of  evangelical  doc¬ 
trine. — Bickersteth,  Edward,  1844,  Tk< 
Christian  Student 

That  very  remarkable  work  [on  Fin 
Peter]  teaches  a  singularly  pure  and  com 
plete  theology — a  theology  thoroughly 
evangelical,  in  the  true  sense  of  that  often 
abused  epithet,  being  equally  free  from 
Legalism  on  the  one  hand  and  Antinomian- 
ism  on  the  other ;  in  a  spirit  of  enlightened 
and  affectionate  devotion,  love  to  the  broth¬ 
erhood,  and  charity  to  all  men,  and  in  a 
style  which,  though  very  unequal,  indi¬ 
cates  in  its  genera]  structure  a  familiarity 
with  the  classic  models  of  antiquity ;  and 
in  occasional  expressions  is  in  the  highest 
degree  felicitous  and  beautiful.  As  a 
Biblical  expositor,  Leighton  was  above  his 
own  age,  and  as  a  theologian  and  practi¬ 
cal  writer  few  have  equalled,  still  fewer 
surpassed  him,  either  before  or  since  his 
time.  .  .  .  Laboring  under  more  than 

the  ordinary  disadvantages  of  posthumous 
publications,  through  the  extreme  sloven¬ 
liness  with  which  they,  with  few  excep¬ 
tions,  were  in  the  first  instance  edited, 
his  works  are  eminently  fitted  to  form 
the  student  of  theology  to  sound  views 
and  a  right  spirit,  and  to  minister  to  the 
instruction  and  delight  of  the  private 
Christian — possessing  in  large  measure 
and  rare  union  those  qualities  which  must 
endear  them  to  every  Christian  mind, 
however  uncultured,  and  those  which  are 
fitted  to  afford  high  gratification  to  them 
in  whom  the  knowledge  and  love  of  evan¬ 
gelical  truth  are  connected  with  literary 
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attainment  and  polished  taste.— Brown, 
John,  1849,  Expository  Discourses  on  the 
First  Epistle  of  Peter. 

A  man  whose  apostolic  gentleness  of 
conduct  endeared  him  deeply  to  his  con¬ 
temporaries,  and  whose  devoutly  medita¬ 
tive  eloquence  made  him,  in  our  own  day, 
the  bosom-oracle  of  Coleridge. — Spald¬ 
ing,  William,  1852-82,  A  History  of 
English  Literature,  p.  290. 

It  would  not  be  good,  perhaps,  to  read 
nothing  but  Leighton,  for  he  lacks  manli¬ 
ness,  and  would  not  fit  us  for  the  sterner 
side  of  Christian  duty  ;  but  in  an  age  like 
ours,  when  all  is  stir  and  bustle  and  push, 
his  books  furnish  a  first-rate  alterative, 
and  help  to  restore  the  devotional  to  its 
true  place  in  the  life  of  the  soul. — Tay¬ 
lor,  William  M.,  1887,  The  Scottish 

Pulpit,  p.  132. 

Robert  Leighton  is  as  a  March  swallow 
among  Protestant  theologians. 

Above  all  things  a  spiritual  divine,  he  has 
yet  the  gift  of  tongues  to  put  his  wisdom 
before  the  world  in  decent  and  profitable 
shape.  It  is  but  a  lax  prose,  not  ordered 


into  periods  and  paragraphs,  but  ebbing 
and  flowing  comment-wise,  as  the  exigen¬ 
cies  of  a  text  require  it.  The  phrase  is 
strong  and  sweet,  a  little  careless  perhaps, 
as  of  one  disregarding  the  conventions  of 
deliberate  art.  But  at  its  best  it  rises 
into  passages  of  extraordinary  height, 
glowing  with  the  rich  fire  of  jewels,  ring¬ 
ing  with  the  harmonies  of  restrained 
music.  Nor  do  such  passages  affect  one 
as  conscious  rhetoric  ;  they  are  not  merely 
purple  patches;  every  elevation  of  style 
corresponds  directly  to  some  moment  of 
intensity  or  ecstasy  in  the  course  of  the 
preacher’s  thought.  Only  Leighton  lived 
in  an  age  when  sermons  might  still  be  lit¬ 
erature ;  before  the  eighteenth  century 
had  ruled  that  colour  and  imagination 
were  out  of  place  in  the  pulpit.  In  him, 
as  in  Jeremy  Taylor  or  in  Donne,  dignity 
of  speech  is  not  the  first  consideration; 
they  are  not  so  far  removed,  Latinised 
though  they  be,  from  the  nervous  home- 
spun  of  Latimer. — Chambers,  Edmund 
K.,  1893,  English  Prose,  cd.  Craik ,  vol. 
11,  p.  489. 


Wentworth  Dillon 

Earl  of  Roscommon 
16337-1684 

Wentworth  Dillon,  Earl  of  Roscommon,  born  about  1633,  nephew  and  godson  to  the 
Earl  of  Strafford.  He  was  at  the  Protestant  College  at  Caen  when,  by  the  death  of 
his  father,  he  became  Earl  of  Roscommon,  at  the  age  of  ten.  He  remained  abroad, 
travelled  in  Italy  till  the  Restoration,  when  he  came  in  with  the  king,  became  captain 
of  the  band  of  Pensioners,  took  for  a  time  to  gambling,  married,  indulged  his  taste  in 
literature,  strongly  under  the  French  influence,  and  had  a  project  for  an  English 
academy  like  that  of  France.  He  translated  into  verse  Horace’s  “Art  of  Poetry,” 
translated  into  verse  Virgil’s  sixth  Eclogue,  one  or  two  Odes  of  Horace,  and  a  pas¬ 
sage  from  Guarini's  ‘‘Pastor  Fido.  ”  Of  his  original  writing  the  most  important 
piece  is  “An  Essay  on  Translated  Verse,”  carefully  polished  in  the  manner  of 
Boileau,  sensible,  and  often  very  happy  in  expression.  ...  He  died  in  1684. — 
Morley,  Henry,  1879,  A  Manual  of  English  Literature,  ed.  Tyler ,  p.  421. 

GENERAL,  In  all  Charles’  days 

It  was  my  Lord  Roscommon’s  “Essay  on  Roscommon  only  boasts  unspotted  bays. 
Translated  Verse :»  which  made  me  uneasy  -p°PE'  _  Alexander.  1733,  The  First 


till  I  tried  whether  or  no  I  was  capable  of 
following  his  rules,  and  of  reducing  the 
speculation  into  practice.— Dryden,  John, 
1685,  Second  Miscellany,  Preface. 

Nor  must  Roscommon  pass  neglected  by, 
That  makes  even  rules  n  noble  poetry ; 

Rules  whose  deep  sense  and  heavenly  num¬ 
bers  show 

The  best  of  critics,  and  of  poets  too. 
—Addison,  Joseph,  1694,  An  Account  of 
the  Greatest  English  Poets. 


Epistle  of  the  Second  Book  of  Horace. 

We  must  allow  of  Roscommon,  what 
Fenton  has  not  mentioned  so  distinctly  as 
he  ought,  and  what  is  yet  very  much  to 
his  honour,  that  he  is  perhaps  the  only 
correct  writer  in  verse  before  Addison ; 
and  that,  if  there  are  not  so  many  or  so 
great  beauties  in  his  compositions  as  in 
those  of  some  contemporaries,  there  are 
at  least  fewer  faults.  ...  Of  Ros¬ 
common’s  works,  the  judgement  of  the 
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publick  seems  to  be  right.  He  is  elegant, 
but  not  great;  he  never  labours  after  ex¬ 
quisite  beauties,  and  he  seldom  falls  into 
gross  faults.  His  versification  is  smooth, 
but  rarely  vigorous;  and  his  rhymes  are 
remarkably  exact.  He  improved  taste, 
if  he  did  not  enlarge  knowledge,  and  may 
be  numbered  among  the  benefactors  to 
English  literature.  —Johnson,  Samuel, 
1779,  Roscommon,  Lives  of  the  English 
Poets. 

Roscommon  filla  with  elegnnt  remark 

His  verso  na  elegant;  unspotted  linos 

Flow  from  a  mind  unspotted  ns  thenislves. 

-Hurdis,  James,  1788,  The  Village 
Curate. 

Roscommon,  one  of  the  best  for  har¬ 
mony  and  correctness  of  language,  has 
little  vigor,  but  he  never  oilends;  and 
Rope  has  justly  praised  his  “unspotted 
bays." — Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39,  In¬ 
troduction  to  the  Literature  of  Europe ,  pt. 
iv,  ch.  v,  par.  47. 

“Dies  Ira?, "  one  of  the  best  of  this 
poet's  few  works;  for  much  greater  credit 
is  due  to  Roscommon  for  his  endeavours 
to  purify  our  language,  than  for  his  poems 
taken  individually.  Severe  in  judgment, 
he  shone  chiefly  in  the  didactic  style. 
He  was  considered  as  the  most  correct 
writer  in  verse  before  Addison's  time;  but 
the  almost  total  indifference  of  our  own 
and  of  recently  past  times,  both  to  Addi¬ 
son’s  poems  and  to  those  of  Lord  Roscom¬ 


mon,  proves  that  correctness  is  one  of  the 
merits  least  appreciated  by  lovers  of 
poetry.  He  had,  however,  a  far  higher 
merit;  his  verses  were  free  from  the 
licentiousness  of  his  times. — Thompson, 
Katherlne  (Grace  Wharton),  1862,  The 
Literature  ef  Society,  vol.  I,  p.  262. 

Roscommon  stands  on  the  same  ground 
with  Denham — elegant  and  sensible,  but 
cold  and  unimpassioned.  —  Chambers, 
Robert,  1876,  Cyclopcedia  of  English  Lit¬ 
erature ,  ed.  Carruthcrs. 

Roscommon  is  remarkable  as  the  only 
writer  between  Milton  and  the  end  of  the 
century  who  discarded  rhyme  in  serious 
nondramatic  verse.  —  Gosse,  Edmund, 
1888,  A  History  of  Eighteenth  Century 
Literature,  p.  32. 

He  has  nothing  of  the  salt  and  savour 
of  Rochester's  more  serious  poetry,  and 
is  at  best  an  elegant  versifier,  who,  in  his 
only  considerable  original  poem,  the  “Es¬ 
say  on  Translated  Verse,  "  thinks  justly 
reasons  clearly,  and  expresses  himsel 
with  considerable  spirit  when  the  subjec 
requires.  The  most  original  feature  ol 
his  literary  character  is  his  preference  in 
a  rhyming  age  for  blank  verse,  which  he 
enforces  in  theory,  but  is  far  from  recom¬ 
mending  by  his  practice.  In  his  rhymed 
pieces  he  is  a  better  versifier  than  poet, 
and  in  his  blank  verse  the  contrary. — 
Garnett,  Richard,  1895,  The  Age  of 
Dryden,  p.  48. 


Thomas  Otway 

1652-1685 

Born,  at  Trotton,  Sussex,  3  March  1652.  Educated  at  Winchester  College,  till 
1669.  Matriculated,  Christ  Church,  Oxford,  27  May  1669;  left  in  1672,  without 
degree.  To  London;  devoted  himself  to  writing  plays.  Produced,  at  Dorset  Gardens 

Theatre,  “Alcibiades,"  1675;  “Don  Carlos,"  1676;  “Titus  and  Berenice,”  1677; 

“The  Cheats  of  Scapin,”  1677;  “Friendship  in  Fashion,"  1678.  Enlisted,  to  serve 
in  army  in  Holland,  1678.  Ensign  in  Duke  of  Monmouth’s  regiment,  Feb.  1678; 
Lieutenant,  Nov.  1678.  Returned  to  England,  1679.  Produced,  at  Dorset  Gardens 

Theatre,  “The  Orphan,"  Feb.  1680;  “History  and  Fall  of  Caius  Marius,"  1680; 

“The  Souldier's  Fortune,"  1681;  “Venice  Preserved,"  Feb.  1682;  “The  Atheist," 
1684.  Died,  in  London,  April  1685.  Buried  in  St.  Clement  Danes  Churchyard. 
Works:  “ Alcibiades, "  1675;  “Don  Carlos,"  1676;  “Titus  and  Berenice  .  .  . 

With  a  farce  called  The  Cheats  of  Scapin"  (adapted  from  Racine  and  Moltere),  1677; 
“Friendship  in  Fashion,"  1678;  “The  Orphan,”  1680;  “History  and  Fall  of  Caius 
Marius,”  1680;  “The  Poet’s  Complaint  of  his  Muse,"  1680;  “The  Souldier’s  For¬ 
tune,”  1681;  ‘‘Venice  Preserv’d,"  1682;  “The  Atheist,"  1684.  Posthumous: 
“Windsor  Castle, ”  1685 ;  “The  History  of  the  Triumvirates”  (trans.  from  the 
French),  1686.  Collected  Works:  in  2  vols.,  1713;  in 3  vols.,  ed.  by  W.  T.  Thornton, 
1813. — Sharp,  R.  Farquh arson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  <f  English  Authors,  p.  218. 
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PERSONAL 

An  Author  who  was  well  known  to  most 
Persons  of  this  Age,  who  are  famous  for 
Wit  and  Breeding. — Langbaine,  Gerard, 
1691,  An  Account  of  the  English  Drama- 
tick  Poets ,  p.  395. 

In  this  play  ["The  Jealous  Bridegroom”] 
Mr.  Otway,  the  poet,  having  an  inclina¬ 
tion  to  turn  actor,  Mr  Behn  gave  him  the 
King  in  the  play  for  a  probation  part; 
but  he,  being  not  used  to  the  stage,  the 
full  house  put  him  to  such  a  sweat  and 
tremendous  agony,  that  being  dash’t 
spoilt  him  for  an  actor. — Downes,  John, 
1708,  Roscius  Anglicanus  ;  or,  an  Histori¬ 
cal  View  of  the  Stage,  p.  34. 

Otway  had  an  intimate  friend  (one 
Blackstone),  who  was  shot;  the  murderer 
fled  toward  Dover ;  and  Otway  pursued 
him.  In  his  return,  he  drank  water  when 
violently  heated,  and  so  got  a  fever 
which  was  the  death  of  him. — Dennis, 
John,  1728-30,  Spence's  Anecdotes ,  ed. 
Singer,  p.  33. 

Bat  wherefore  need  I  wander  wide 

To  old  Bissos'  distant  side, 

Deserted  stream,  and  mute? 

Wild  Arun,  too,  has  heard  thy  strains, 

And  echo,  ’midst  my  native  plains, 

Been  soothed  by  pity’s  lute. 

There  first  the  wren  thy  myrtles  shed 

On  gentlest  Otway’s  infant  head. 

To  him  thy  cell  was  shown; 

And  while  ho  sang  the  female  heart, 

With  youth’s  soft  notes  unspoiled  by  art. 
Thy’ turtles  mixed  their  own. 

— Collins,  William,  1747,  Ode  to  Pity. 

His  person  was  of  the  middle  size, 
about,  5  ft.  7  in.  in  height,  inclinable  to 
fatness.  He  had  a  thoughtful  speaking 
eye. — Oldys,  William,  C1761,  MS.  note 
to  Langbaine's  Account  of  the  English  Dra¬ 
matic  Poets. 

He  died  April  14,  1685,  in  a  manner 
which  I  am  unwilling  to  mention.  Having 
been  compelled  by  his  necessities  to  con¬ 
tract  debts,  and  hunted,  as  is  supposed, 
by  the  tarriers  of  the  law,  he  retired  to 
a  publick-house  on  Tower-hill,  where  he 
is  said  to  have  died  of  want;  or,  as  it  is 
related  by  one  of  his  biographers,  by  swal¬ 
lowing,  after  a  long  fast,  a  piece  of  bread 
which  charity  had  supplied.  He  went 
out,  as  is  reported,  almost  naked  in  the 
rage  of  hunger,  and,  finding  a  gentleman 
in  a  neighbouring  coffee-house,  asked 
him  for  a  shilling.  The  gentleman  gave 
him  a  guinea;  and  Otway  going  away 
bought  a  roll,  and  was  choaked  with  the 


first  mouthful.  All  this,  I  hope,  is  not 
true ;  and  there  is  this  ground  of  bet¬ 
ter  hope,  that  Pope,  who  lived  near 
enough  to  be  well  informed,  relates  in 
Spence’s  Memorials,  that  he  died  of  a 
fever  caught  by  violent  pursuit  of  a  thief 
that  had  robbed  one  of  his  friends.  But 
that  indigence,  and  its  concomitants,  sor¬ 
row  and  despondency,  pressed  hard  upon 
him,  has  never  been  denied,  whatever  im¬ 
mediate  cause  might  bring  him  to  the 
grave. — Johnson,  Samuel,  1779,  Otway, 
Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

If  Lee  died  tipsy  outside  a  public  house, 
Otway  died  half-starved  within  one,  at 
the  Bull  on  Tower  Hill. — Doran,  John, 
1863,  Annals  of  the  English  Stage. 

Dryden  and  Otway  were  contemporaries, 
and  lived,  it  is  said,  for  some  time  oppo¬ 
site  to  each  other  in  Fetter  Lane.  One 
morning  the  latter  happened  to  call  upon 
his  brother  bard  about  breakfast-time, 
but  was  told  by  his  servant  that  his  mas¬ 
ter  was  gone  to  breakfast  with  the  Earl 
of  Pembroke.  “Very  well,”  said  Otway, 
“tell  your  master  that  I  will  call  to-mor¬ 
row  morning.”  Accordingly  he  called 
about  the  same  hour.  “Well,  is  your 
master  at  home  now?”  “No,  sir,  he  is 
just  gone  to  breakfast  with  the  Duke  of 
Buckingham.”  “The  d —  he  is!”  said 
Otway ;  and,  actuated  either  by  envy, 
pride,  or  disappointment,  in  a  kind  of  in¬ 
voluntary  manner  he  took  up  a  piece  of 
chalk  which  lay  on  a  table  .  .  .  and  wrote 
over  the  door, — 

‘Here  lives  Dryden,  a  poet  and  a  wit.” 
The  next  morning  Dryden  recognized  the 
handwriting,  and  told  the  servant  to  go 
to  Otway  and  desire  his  company  to  break¬ 
fast  with  him ;  in  the  mean  time  to 
Otway’s  line  of 

“Here  lives  Dryden,  n  poet  and  amt,” 
he  added,  — 

“This  was  written  by  Otway,  opposit.  ” 
When  Otway  arrived  he  saw  that  his  line 
was  linked  with  a  rhyme,  and,  being  a  man 
of  rather  petulant  disposition,  he  took  it  in 
dudgeon,  and,  turning  upon  his  heel,  told 
Dryden  he  was  welcome  to  keep  his  wit 
and  his  breakfast  to  himself. — Thornbury, 
Walter,  1872,  Old  and  New  London, 
vol.  i,  ch.  viii. 

Except  that  Otway’s  life  in  London  wan 
generally  disreputable,  little  is  recorded 
of  it.  The  low  ale-house  in  which  he  per¬ 
ished  miserably  is  the  only  spot  mentioned 
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as  being  in  any  way  positively  associated 
with  him,  and  only  the  name  of  that  is 
known  now.  .  .  .  He  was  buried  in 

the  churchyard  of  St.  Clement  Danes, 
April  16,  1685.  No  stone  marks  the 
spot.— Hutton,  Laurence,  1885,  Literary 
Landmarks  of  London ,  pp.  229,  231. 

Weak  rather  than  vicious,  ill-used  and 
luckless,  Otway’s  unhappy  end  makes  a 
pitiful  story.  There  are  few  sadder  pic¬ 
tures  in  literary  history  than  that  of  the 
sensitive  soul,  famished  and  despairing, 
making  known  his  misery  in  a  public 
place,  and  for  lack  of  bread  startling  the 
careless  stranger  with  the  words,  “lam 
the  poet  Otway.  ”  “  A  las !  poor  Castalio !’  ’ 
—Sanders,  11.  M.,  1899, '.Thomas  Otway , 
Temple  Bar ,  vol.  118,  p.  386. 

DON  CARLOS 
1076 

Tom  Otwny  cnuie  next,  Tom  Slindwell's  dear 
zany, 

And  swears  for  beroicks  ho  writes  best  of  any  ; 
Don  Carlos  his  pockets  so  amply  had  fill'd, 
That  his  man^e  was  quite  cured,  and  his  lice 
wore  all  kill’d 

But  Apollo  hud  seen  his  faco  on  the  stage. 
And  prudently  did  not  think  fit  to  engage 
The  senm  of  a  play-honse,  for  the  prop  of  an 
age. 

— Rochester,  John  Wilmot,  Earl,  1680? 
Session  of  the  Poets. 

Although  “Alcibiades”  had  been  a 
partial  failure,  Betterton  accepted  another 
tragedy  from  the  young  author  in  the  fol¬ 
lowing  year.  “Don  Carlos”  is  as  great 
an  advance  on  its  predecessor  as  it  could 
possibly  be.  It  is  difficult  to  believe  that 
they  were  written  by  the  same  hand. 
The  rhyming  tragedies  were  on  their  last 
legs,  but  “Don  Carlos”  was  a  crutch  that 
might  have  supported  the  falling  fashion 
for  years.  The  supple,  strong  verse,  un- 
English  in  character  but  worthy  of  Cor¬ 
neille  or  at  least  of  Rotrou,  assists  instead 
of  hampering  the  dramatic  action;  the 
plot  is  well-considered,  tragical,  and  mov¬ 
ing;  the  characters,  stagey  though  they 
be,  are  vigorously  designed  and  sustained. 
I  think  we  should  be  justified  in  calling 
“Don  Carlos”  the  best  English  tragedy 
in  rhyme  ;  by  one  leap  the  young  Oxonian 
sprang  ahead  of  the  veteran  Dryden,  who 
thereupon  began  to  “weary  of  his  long¬ 
loved  mistress,  rhyme.” — Gosse,  Edmund, 
1883,  Seventeenth-Century  Studies,  p.  279. 

Might  have  been  a  good  play  if  it  had 


not  been  written  in  rhyme.  The  action 
is  highly  dramatic,  and  the  characters, 
though  artless,  are  not  ineffective;  but 
the  pathos  in  which  the  poet  excelled  is 
continually  disturbed  by  the  bombastic 
couplets,  ever  trembling  on  the  brink  of 
the  ridiculous.  The  remorse  of  Philip 
after  the  murder  of  his  wife  and  son  is  as 
grotesque  an  instance  of  the  forcible 
feeble  as  could  easily  be  found,  and  is  a 
melancholy  instance  indeed  of  the  declen¬ 
sion  of  the  English  drama,  when  contrast¬ 
ed  with  the  demeanour  of  Othello  in  sim¬ 
ilar  circumstances.  Otway,  however,  was 
yet  to  show  that  his  faults  were  rather 
his  age’s  than  his  own. — Garnett,  Rich¬ 
ard,  1895,  The  Age  of  Dryden ,  p.  103. 

THE  ORPHAN 
1080 

Notwithstanding  its  real  beauties, 
could  hardly  have  taken  so  prodigiously 
as  it  hath  done,  on  our  stage,  if  thei 
were  not  somewhere  a  defect  of  good  tas 
as  well  as  of  good  morals. — Hurd,  Rich 
ard,  1757,  Notes  on  the  Art  of  Poetry , 
vol.  I,  p.  42. 

This  is  one  of  the  few  plays  that  keep 
possession  of  the  stage,  and  has  pleased 
for  almost  a  century,  through  all  the  vicis¬ 
situdes  of  dramatick  fashion.  Of  this 
play  nothing  new  can  easily  be  said.  It 
is  a  domestick  tragedy  drawn  from  mid¬ 
dle  life.  Its  whole  power  is  upon  the 
affections;  for  it  is  not  written  with  much 
comprehension  of  thought,  or  elegance  of 
expression.  But  if  the  heart  is  interested, 
many  other  beauties  may  be  wanting,  yet 
not  be  missed.— Johnson,  Samuel,  1779, 
Otway,  Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

But  the  reputation  of  Otway  for  pathetic 
powers  was,  by  the  success  of  his  “Or¬ 
phan,”  justly  exalted  above  all  the  drama¬ 
tists  of  his  own  and  succeeding  times. 
The  characters,  by  being  brought  nearer 
to  the  condition  of  the  audience,  more 
deeply  interest  their  passions  than  the 
fate  and  fortune  of  persons  who  are  emi¬ 
nently  placed  above  them. — Davies, 
Thomas,  1784,  Dramatic  Miscellanies ,  p. 
183. 

In  the  ’Orphan’  there  is  little  else  but 
this  voluptuous  effeminacy  of  sentiment 
and  mawkish  distress,  which  strikes  di¬ 
rectly  at  the  root  of  that  mental  fortitude 
and  heroic  cast  of  thought  which  alone 
makes  tragedy  endurable— that  renders 
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its  sufferings  pathetic,  or  its  struggles 
sublime.  Yet  there  are  lines  and  pas¬ 
sages  in  it  of  extreme  tenderness  and 
beauty ;  and  few  persons.  I  conceive  (judg¬ 
ing  from  my  own  experience)  will  read  it 
at  a  certain  time  of  life  without  shedding 
tears  over  it  as  fast  as  the  "Arabian 
trees  their  medicinal  gums.”  Otway  al¬ 
ways  touched  the  reader,  for  he  had  him¬ 
self  a  heart.  We  may  be  sure  that  he 
blotted  his  page  often  with  his  tears,  on 
which  so  many  drops  have  since  fallen 
from  glistening  eyes,  "that  sacred  pity 
had  engendered  there.”  He  had  sucepti- 
bility  of  feeling  and  warmth  of  genius; 
but  he  had  not  equal  depth  of  thought  or 
loftiness  of  imagination,  and  indulged  his 
mere  sensibility  too  much,  yielding  to  the 
immediate  impression  or  emotion  excited 
in  his  own  mind,  and  not  placing  himself 
enough  in  the  minds  and  situations  of 
others,  or  following  the  workings  of  na¬ 
ture  sufficiently  with  keenness  of  eye  and 
strength  of  will  into  its  heights  and 
depths,  its  strongholds  as  well  as  its  weak- 
sides.—  Hazlitt,  William,  1820,  Lectures 
on  the  Literature  of  the  Age  of  Elizabeth, 
Lecture  viii. 

The  plot  of  the  "Orphan”  is  as  clumsy 
as  it  is  indelicate.— Neele,  Henry,  1827, 
Lectures  on  English  Poetry,  Lecture  iv. 

The  story  of  the  “Orphan”  is  domestic, 
and  borrowed,  as  I  believe,  from  some 
French  novel,  though  I  do  not  at  present 
remember  where  1  have  read  it:  it  was 
once  popular  on  the  stage,  and  gave  scope 
for  good  acting,  but  is  unpleasing  to  the 
delicacy  of  our  own  age. — Hallam, 
Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction  to  the  Lit¬ 
erature  of  Europe ,  pt.  iv,  ch.  vi,  par.  45. 

Has  drawn  more  tears  from  female 
eyes  than  almost  any  other  play.  The 
nature  of  its  central  incident  has  kept  it 
from  the  stage  for  the  last  eighty  years, 
but  from  the  time  that  Mistress  Barry 
first  played  Monimia  the  character  has 
been  a  favourite  one  with  many  of  our 
best  actresses,  down  to  Miss  O’Neill; 
while  Betterton’s  part,  Castalio,  has  given 
opportunities  for  pathos  to  an  equally 
long  list  of  his  successors.  "The  Orphan” 
was  the  best  work  that  Otway  had  yet 
given  to  the  stage.  ...  It  shows  at 
its  highest  Otway's  power  of  moving  com¬ 
passion,  the  continued  tension  of  its  un¬ 
happiness — when  once  the  earlier  scenes 
are  disposed  of— being  absolutely  painful. 


In  Monimia  he  has  created  a  victim  of 
love  ill-fated,  worthy  for  sadness  to  rank 
with  Penthea  in  "The  Broken  Heart,” 
though  she  is  altogether  more  lovable  and 
life-like  than  that  somewhat  shadowy  per¬ 
sonage.  Indeed,  Otway  might  be  called 
a  belated  Ford,  with  tempered  horrors 
and  mitigated  gloom,  yet  with  fully  as 
intense  a  sympathy  for  ill-starred  love  and 
the  sickness  of  a  heart  broken  with  griefs 
as  he  who  drew  the  wretched  Annabella; 
but  while  Ford  in  all  probability  found  his 
sadness  in  the  hearts  of  others,  his  own 
strong  and  silent  nature  enabling  him  to 
draw  coolly  with  lines  not  blurred  with 
passion,  Otway  had  in  his  own  breast  all 
too  faithful  a  realisation  of  the  sorrows 
he  portrayed. — Sanders,  H.  M.,  1899, 
Thomas  Otway,  Temple  Bar,  vol.  118,  p. 
378 

CAIUS  MARIUS 
1C80 

How  little  Otway  understood  the  true 
rules  of  composition  maybe  inferred  from 
this,  that  he  has  taken  the  half  of  the 
scenes  of  his  "Caius  Marius”  verbally, 
or  with  disfiguring  changes,  from  the 
"Romeo  and  Juliet”  of  Shakspeare. 
Nothing  more  incongruous  can  well  be 
conceived  than  such  an  episode  in  Roman 
manners  and  in  a  historical  drama.  This 
impudent  plagiarism  is  in  no  manner  jus¬ 
tified  by  his  confessing  it.  -Schlegel, 
Augustus  William,  1809,  Lectures  on 
Dramatic  Art  and  Literature,  tr.  Black, 
Lecture  xii,  p.  396. 

VENICE  PRESERVED 
1682 

I  will  not  defend  every  thing  in  his 
"Venice  Preserved;”  but  I  must  bear 
this  testimony  to  his  memory, — that  the 
passions  are  truly  touched  in  it,  though 
perhaps  there  is  somewhat  to  be  desired 
both  in  the  grounds  of  them  and  in  the 
height  and  elegance  of  expression.  But 
nature  is  there, — which  is  the  greatest 
beauty. — Dryden,  John,  1695,  Du  I'Yes- 
noy’s  Art  of  Painting,  Preface. 

His  last  and  greatest  dramatick  work, 
"Venice  Preserved,”  a  tragedy,  which 
still  continues  to  be  one  of  the  favourites 
of  the  publick,  notwithstanding  the  want 
of  morality  in  the  original  design,  and 
the  despicable  scenes  of  vile  comedy  with 
which  he  has  diversified  histragick  action. 
By  comparing  this  with  his  "Orphan,”  it 
will  appear  that  his  images  were  by  time 
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become  stronger,  and  his  language  more 
energetick.  The  striking  passages  are 
in  every  mouth  ;  and  the  publick  seems  to 
judge  rightly  of  the  faults  and  excellen¬ 
cies  of  this  play,  that  it  is  the  work  of  a 
man  not  attentive  to  decency,  nor  zealous 
for  virtue ;  but  of  one  who  conceived  for¬ 
cibly,  and  drew  originally,  by  consulting 
nature  in  his  own  breast. — Johnson, 
Samuel,  1779,  Otway,  Lives  of  the  Eng¬ 
lish  Ports. 

Instead  of  those  monsters,  he  brought 
forward,  early  in  the  month  of  January 
1748,  Otway’s  tragedy  of  “Venice  Pre¬ 
served.”  He  had  studied  the  character 
of  Jajfier  in  the  preceding  season,  with 
intent  to  perform  it,  with  the  advantage 
of  having  Quin  in  the  part  of  Pierre ;  but 
a  fever,  that  lasted  three  or  four  weeks, 
obliged  him  to  postpone  that  design.  He 
now  prevailed  on  Harry  to  undertake  the 
part,  and,  with  that  great  coadjutor,  he 
presented  Jafficr  to  the  public.  The  crit¬ 
ics  have  objected  to  this  play,  that  the 
title  of  “Venice  Preserved,  or  a  Plot  dis 
covered,”  is  by  no  means  proper,  as.  in¬ 
stead  of  keeping  the  audience  in  a  state 
of  suspence,  it  announces  the  catastrophe. 
This  undoubtedly  is  an  error  in  limine ; 
and  in  the  body  of  the  work,  we  have  a 
gross  violation  of  all  decorum,  in  the 
low  buffoonery  of  Antonio  with  Aquilina. 
The  scene,  were  it  written  with  true 
comic  humour,  would  be  still  exceptiona¬ 
ble,  as  it  is  detached  from  the  context  of 
the  fable,  and  is  merely  episodical.  It  is 
judiciously  omitted  in  the  representation, 
and  the  play  as  acted,  is  perhaps  the  best 
since  the  days  of  Shakespeare.  Pierre  is 
painted  in  the  most  striking  colours;  his 
zeal  for  liberty  and  abhorrence  of  oppres¬ 
sion  would  be  real  virtues,  had  they  not 
been  converted,  by  the  violent  temper  of 
the  man,  into  the  most  furious  passions. 

.  ,  .  Jaffier  is  a  very  different  charac¬ 

ter,  perhaps  the  fittest  for  the  stage  in 
the  whole  circle  of  the  drama. — Murphy, 
Arthur,  1801,  The  Life  of  David  Garrick. 

He  is  a  legitimate  English  classic,  and 
as  his  “Venice  Preserved”  is  yet  among 
the  most  justly  applauded  of  our  dramatic 
performances,  I  should  be  censurable 
if  I  did  not  allow  him  a  foremost  place 
in  the  foremost  rank  of  the  DRAMATIC 
WORTHIES  of  his  Country. — Dibdin, 
Thomas  Frognall,  1824,  The  Library 
Companion,  p.  822. 


“Venice  Preserved”  is  more  frequently 
represented  than  any  tragedy  after  those 
of  Shakspeare ;  the  plot  is  highly  dramatic 
in  conception  and  conduct :  even  what 
seems,  when  we  read  it,  a  defect, — the 
shifting  of  our  wishes,  or  perhaps  rather 
of  our  ill  wishes,  between  two  parties, 
the  senate  and  the  conspirators,  who  are 
redeemed  by  no  virtue, — does  not,  as  is 
shqwn  by  experience,  interfere  with  the 
spectator's  interest.  Pierre,  indeed,  is 
one  of  those  villains  for  whom  it  is  easy 
to  excite  the  sympathy  of  the  half- 
principled  and  the  inconsiderate.  But 
the  great  attraction  is  in  the  character  of 
Belvidera;  and,  when  that  part  is  repre¬ 
sented  by  such  as  we  remember  to  have 
seen,  no  tragedy  is  honored  by  such  a 
tribute,  not  of  tears  alone,  but  of  more 
agony  than  many  would  seek  to  endure. 
The  versification  of  Otway,  like  that  of 
most  in  this  period,  runs,  almost  to  an 
excess,  into  the  line  of  eleven  syllables 
sometimes  also  into  the  sdrucciolo  forii 
or  twelve  syllables  with  a  dactylic  clos] 
These  give  a  considerable  animation  ‘ 
tragic  verse. — Hall  am,  Henry,  1837-39, 
Introduction  to  the  Literature  of  Europe , 
pt.  iv,  ch.  vi,  par.  45. 

Undoubtedly  a  work  of  genius,  far  su¬ 
perior  to  any  dramatic  composition  of  this 
period ;  it  will  remain  for  ever  one  of  the 
classical  tragedies  of  English  literature. 
—Sen err,  J.,  1874-82,  A  History  of  Eng¬ 
lish  Literature,  p.  124. 

I  remember  one  circumstance  connected 
with  my  first  performance  of  it  which 
proved  how  painfully  the  unredeemed  hor¬ 
ror  and  wretchedness  of  the  piece  acted 
upon  my  nerves  and  imagination.  In  the 
last  scene,  where  poor  Belvidera’ s  brain 
gives  way  under  her  despair,  and  she  fan¬ 
cies  herself  digging  for  her  husband  in 
the  earth,  and  that  she  at  last  recovers 
and  seizes  him,  I  intended  to  utter  a  pierc¬ 
ing  scream;  this  I  had  not  of  course  re¬ 
hearsed,  not  being  able  to  scream  delib¬ 
erately  in  cold  blood,  so  that  I  hardly 
knew,  myself,  what  manner  of  utterance 
I  should  find  for  my  madness.  But  when 
the  evening  came,  I  uttered  shriek  after 
shriek  without  stopping,  and  rushing  off 
the  stage  ran  all  round  the  back  of  the 
scenes,  and  was  pursuing  my  way,  per¬ 
fectly  unconscious  of  what  I  was  doing, 
down  the  stairs  that  led  out  into  the 
street,  when  I  was  captured  and  brought 


366 


THOMAS  OTWAY 


back  to  my  dressing-room  and  my  senses. 
— Kemble,  Frances  Ann,  1878,  Records 
of  a  Girlhood,  p.  236. 

The  best  tragedy  of  the  Restoration. 

.  .  .  The  author  of  this  play,  in  fact, 

seems  a  sort  of  prose  Shakespeare,  a 
Shakespeare  with  the  romantic  charm 
precipitated.  The  verse,  indeed,  is 
strong  and  good,  but  the  spirit  of  the 
drama  is  domestic  and  mundane;  there 
are  no  flights  into  the  spiritual  heavens. 
The  imagination  of  the  dramatist  is  lucid, 
rapid,  and  direct;  there  is  the  utmost 
clearness  of  statement  and  reflection;  but 
although  this  masterpiece  of  genius  is  not 
obscured,  it  is  certainly  toned  down  by  a 
universal  tinge  or  haze  of  the  common¬ 
place.—  Gosse,  Edmund,  1888,  A  History  of 
Eighteenth  Century  Literature,  pp.  56,  56. 

Otway’s  most  memorable  work,  though 
inferior  in  mere  poetry  and  unstudied 
simplicity  to  “The  Orphan,”  surpasses  it  in 
tragic  grandeur,  in  variety  of  action,  and 
in  intensity  of  interest.  It  has  the  fur¬ 
ther  great  advantage  that  the  interest 
does  not  entirely  arise  from  the  situation, 
but  that  at  least  one  of  the  characters  is 
a  skillful  piece  of  painting  from  the  life, 
and  very  probably  from  the  author.  In 
Jaffier  we  have  a  vivid  portrait  of  the  man 
who  is  entirely  governed  by  the  affections, 
and  who  sways  from  the  ardent  resolution 
to  a  weakness  hardly  distinguishable  from 
treachery,  as  friendship  and  love  alter¬ 
nately  incline  him.  The  little  we  know  of 
Otway  warrants  the  impression  that  he 
was  such  a  man,  and  assuredly  he  could 
not  have  excited  such  warm  interest  in  a 
character  so  feeble  in  his  offence,  so  ab¬ 
ject  in  his  repentance,  and  in  general  so 
perilously  verging  on  the  despicable, 
without  a  keen  sympathy  with  the  subject 
of  his  portrait.  Tout  comprendre  e'est 
tout par donner. — Garnett,  Richard,  1895, 
The  Age  of  Dryden;  p.  105. 

GENERAL 

There  was  a  time  when  Otwuy  charm’d  the 
stage ; 

Otway,  the  hope,  the  sorrow  of  onr  age ; 
When  the  fall  pitt  with  pleas'd  attention 

hung 

W rap’d  with  each  accent  from  Cattalio's 
tongue ; 

With  what  a  laughter  was  his  Soldier  read, 
How  mourned  they  when  his  Jajfier  struck 
and  bledt 

— Anon,  1698,  Satyr  on  the  Poets,  Poems 
on  Affairs  of  State ,  pt.  iii,  p.  55. 


Otway  fail'd  to  polish  or  refine. 

-PorE,  Alexander,  1733,  The  First 
Epistle  of  the  Second  Rook  of  Horace. 

Otway  has  written  but  two  tragedies, 
out  of  six,  that  are  pathetic.  — I  believe 
he  did  it  without  much  design;  as  Lillo 
has  done  in  his  Barnwell. — ’Tis  a  talent 
of  nature,  rather  than  an  effect  of  judg¬ 
ment,  to  write  so  movingly.— Pope,  Al¬ 
exander,  1737-39,  Spence's  Anecdotes,  ed. 
Singer,  p.  162. 

The  English  language  owes  very  little 
to  Otway,  though,  next  to  Shakespeare, 
the  greatest  genius  England  ever  pro¬ 
duced  in  tragedy.  His  excellencies  lay  in 
painting  directly  from  nature,  in  catching 
every  emotion  just  as  it  rises  from  the 
soul,  and  in  all  the  powers  of  the  moving 
and  pathetic.  He  appears  to  have  had  no 
learning,  no  critical  knowledge,  and  to 
have  lived  in  great  distress.  When  he 
died  (which  he  did  in  an  obscure  house 
near  the  Minories),  he  had  about  him  the 
copy  of  a  tragedy,  which  it  seems  he  had 
sold  for  a  trifle  to  Bentley  the  bookseller. 
—Goldsmith,  Oliver,  1759,  The  Bee, 
No.  8,  Nov.  24. 

No  poet  has  touched  the  passions  with 
a  more  masterly  hand  than  Otway.  He 
was  acquainted  with  all  the  avenues  to  the 
human  heart,  and  knew  and  felt  all  its 
emotions.  He  could  rouse  us  into  rage, 
and  melt  us  into  pity  and  tenderness. 
His  language  is  that  of  nature,  and  conse¬ 
quently  the  simplest  imaginable.  He  has 
equally  avoided  the  rant  of  Lee,  and  the 
pomp  of  Dryden.  Hence  it  was  that  his 
tragedies  were  received,  not  with  loud  ap¬ 
plause,  but  with  tears  of  approbation. — 
Granger,  James,  1769-1824,  Biograph¬ 
ical  History  of  England,  vol.  V,  p.  247. 

And  every  charm  of  Otway's  melting  page. 

—More,  Hannah,  1773,  The  Search  After 
Happiness. 

.  gentle  Otway’s  magic  name. 
—White,  Henry  Kirke,  1806?  Genius. 

The  cannons  of  Otway  in  his  scenes  of 
passionate  affection  rival  at  least,  and 
sometimes  excel,  those  of  Shakespeare. 
More  tears  have  been  shed,  probably,  for 
the  sorrows  of  Belvidera  and  Monimia 
than  for  those  of  Juliet  and  Desdemona. 
— Scott,  Sir  Walter,  Miscellaneous 
Prose  Works. 

Otway  was  cut  off  in  the  spring-tide  of 
his  genius,  and  his  early  death  was,  ac¬ 
cording  to  every  appearance,  a  heavy  loss 
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to  our  drama.  It  has  been  alleged,  in¬ 
deed,  in  the  present  day,  that  Otway’s 
imagination  showed  no  prognostics  of 
great  future  achievements ;  but  when  I 
remember  “  Venice  Preserved,”  and  “The 
Orphan,”  as  the  works  of  a  man  of  thirty, 
1  can  treat  this  opinion  no  otherwise  than 
to  dismiss  it  as  an  idle  assertion. — Camp- 
dell,  Thomas,  1819,  An  Essay  on  English. 
Poetry. 

With  the  sweet  and  mellow  diction  of 
the  former  age,  had  none  of  its  force, 
variety,  or  invention. — Jeffrey,  Francis, 
1822-44,  Contributions  to  the  Edinburgh 
Review t  vol.  ii,  p.  334. 

Otway  is  the  poet  of  sensual  pathos ; 
for,  affecting  as  he  sometimes  is,  he 
knows  no  way  to  the  heart  but  through 
the  senses.  His  very  friendship,  though 
enthusiastic,  is  violent,  and  has  a  smack 
of  bullying.  He  was  a  man  of  generous 
temperament,  spoilt  by  a  profligate  age. 
He  seems  to  dress  up  a  beauty  in  tears, 
only  for  the  purpose  of  stimulating  her 
wrongers.  Hunt,  Leigh,  1851,  Table- 
Talk,  p.  137. 

Through  the  pompous  cloak  of  the  new 
rhetoric,  Thomas  Otway  now  and  then 
reached  the  passions  of  the  other  age.  It 
is  plain  that  the  times  he  lived  in  marred 
him,  that  the  oratorical  style,  the  literary 
phrases,  the  classical  declamation,  the 
well-poised  antitheses,  buzzed  about  him, 
and  drowned  his  note  in  their  sustained 
and  monotonous  hum.  Had  he  but  been 
born  a  hundred  years  earlier!  In  his 
“Orphan”  and  “Venice  Preserved”  we 
encounter  the  sombre  imaginations  of 
Webster,  Ford,  and  Shakspeare,  their 
gloomy  idea  of  life,  their  atrocities,  mur¬ 
ders,  pictures  of  irresistible  passions, 
which  riot  blindly  like  a  herd  of  savage 
beasts,  and  make,  a  chaos  of  the  battle¬ 
field,  with  their  yells  and  tumult,  leaving 
behind  them  but  devastation  and  heaps  of 
dead.  Like  Shakspeare,  his  events  are 
human  transports  and  furies — a  brother 
violating  his  brother’s  wife,  a  husband 
perjuring  himself  for  his  wife;  Polydore, 
Chamont,  Jaffier,  weak  and  violent  souls, 
the  sport  of  chance,  the  prey  of  tempta¬ 
tion,  with  whom  transport  or  crime,  like 
poison  poured  into  the  veins,  gradually 
ascends,  envenoms  the  whole  man,  is 
spread  on  all  whom  he  touches,  and  con¬ 
torts  and  casts  them  down  together  in  a 
convulsive  delirium.  Like  Shakspeare, 


he  has  found  poignant  and  living  words, 
which  lay  bare  the  depths  of  humanity, 
the  strange  noise  of  a  machine  which  is 
getting  out  of  order,  the  tension  of  the 
will  stretched  to  breaking-point,  the  sim¬ 
plicity  of  real  sacrifice,  the  humility  of 
exasperated  and  craving  passion,  which 
longs  to  the  end  and  against  all  hope  for 
its  fuel  and  its  gratification.  Like  Shak¬ 
speare,  he  has  conceived  genuine  women, 
— Monimia,  above  all  Belvidera,  who, 
like  Imogen,  has  given  herself  wholly, 
and  is  lost  as  in  an  abyss  of  adoration  for 
him  whom  she  has  chosen,  who  can  but 
love,  obey,  weep,  suffer,  and  who  dies  like 
a  flower  plucked  from  the  stalk,  when  her 
arms  are  torn  from  the  neck  around  which 
she  has  locked  them.  Like  Shakspeare 
again,  he  has  found,  at  least  once,  the 
large  bitter  buffoonery,  the  crude  senti¬ 
ment  of  human  baseness;  and  he  has  in¬ 
troduced  into  his  most  painful  tragedy, 
an  obscene  caricature,  an  old  senator, 
who  unbends  from  his  official  gravity  in 
order  to  play  at  his  mistress’  house  the 
clown  or  the  valet. — Taixe,  H.  A.,  1871, 
History  of  English  Literature ,  tr.  Var 
Laun.  vol.  n,  bk.  iii,  ch.  ii,  p .  24. 

In  addition  to  a  keen  insight  into  tl 
dramatic  excellence  of  themes,  he  po 
sessed  a  real  gift  of  tragic  pathos;  but 
he  lacked  the  self-restraint  which  genius 
itself  can  rarely  forego,  and  his  efforts 
were  as  incomplete  as  his  end  was  prema¬ 
ture. —Ward,  Adolphus  William,  1875- 
99,  A  History  of  English  Dramatic  Liter¬ 
ature,  vol.  HI,  p.  502. 

The  first  writer  of  any  prominence  who 
chose  any  one  for  his  subject  outside  of  a 
royal  family  was  Otway,  whose  “Orphan” 
(1680)  and  “Venice  Preserved”  (1682) 
long  held  the  stage.  The  language  of 
these  plays  is  entirely  different  from  that 
of  Dryden’s,  and,  as  we  shall  see,  is  of 
itself  worthy  of  attention;  but  what  I 
wish  to  mention,  first  of  all,  is  the  intro¬ 
duction  of  this  new  hero,  and  the  abandon¬ 
ment  of  the  king.  This  change  was  an 
indication  of  what  was  going  to  take  place 
in  the  next  century,  and  is  but  one  of  the 
instances  which  we  shall  find  of  the  growth 
of  democracy  in  literature.  At  this  time, 
however,  nothing  of  the  sort  was  conjec¬ 
tured,  and  Otway,  doubtless,  wrote  about 
private  people  from  no  desire  to  revolu¬ 
tionize  letters.  The  poor  man  had  but 
little  chance  to  think  of  anything  but  the 
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day  before  him,  or,  more  probably,  the 
night  that  was  before  him,  and  ho  manu¬ 
factured  gross  comedies,  and  wrote  two 
of  the  most  memorable  plays  of  the  time. 
—Perry, Thomas  Sergeant,  1883,  English 
Literature  in  the  Eighteenth  Century ,  p.113. 

Thomson  the  poet  ranked  the  parts  of 
Monimia  and  Belvidera  with  those  of 
Hamlet  and  Othello,  and  many  of  the  great¬ 
est  actresses  owed  to  these  roles  the  lead¬ 
ing  triumphs  in  their  careers.  As  Bel¬ 
videra,  Mrs.  Barry  was  succeeded  in  turn 
by  Mrs.  Porter,  Mrs.  Seymour,  Mrs.  Cib¬ 
ber,  Mrs.  Siddons,  and  Miss  O’Neill ;  while 
Garrick  and  J.  P.  Kemble  played  both 
Pierre  and  Jaffier  with  notable  success. 
Mills,  Quin,  and  Mossop  were  also  popular 
exponents  of  Pierre’s  part,  and  Macready 
filled  it  for  many  years.  As  Monimia, 
Mrs.  Oldfield,  Mrs.  Porter,  and  Mrs.  Cib¬ 
ber  all  excelled.  Miss  O’Neill  was  the 
last  eminent  actress  to  essay  the  part. 
Garrick  often  played  Chamont,  Monimia’s 
brother.  “The  Orphan’’  and  “Venice 


Preserved’’  both  remained  stock  pieces 
until  the  present  century.  Twenty  reviv¬ 
als  of  “Venice  Preserved”  are  noticed 
by  Genest,  the  latest  at  Drury  Lane  on  6 
April  1829,  with  Young  as  Pierre  and  Miss 
Phillips  as  Belvidera.  Sixteen  perfor¬ 
mances  of  “The  Orphan”  are  described 
by  Genest  between  1707  and  1815,  on  2 
Dec.  of  which  year  it  was  played  at  Co¬ 
vent  Garden,  with  Charles  Kemble  as  Cha¬ 
mont  and  Miss  O’Neill  as  Monimia.  Many 
modifications  were  introduced  into  the 
text  of  both  pieces.  J.  P.  Kemble 
printed  an  acting  version  of  “Venice  Pre¬ 
served,”  from  which  the  scenes  with  An¬ 
tonio  were  omitted ;  this  was  thrice  pub¬ 
lished,  in  1795,  1811,  and  1814  respec¬ 
tively.  A  performance  of  “Venice  Pre¬ 
served,”  by  the  boys  of  Otway’s  school 
(Winchester),  took  place  in  1755,  when 
a  prologue  was  written  by  Robert  Lowth, 
afterwards  Bishop  of  London. — Lee,  Sid¬ 
ney,  1895,  Dictionary  of  National  Biog¬ 
raphy,  vol.  xlii,  p.  352. 


John  Pearson 
1613-1686 


John  Pearson,  divine,  was  born  28th  February  1613,  at  Great  Snoring,  Norfolk,  son 
of  the  Archdeacon  of  Suffolk.  He  was  educated  at  Eton  and  at  Queen’s  and  King’s 
Colleges,  Cambridge,  and  in  1640,  appointed  chaplain  to  the  lordkeeper  Finch,  was 
presented  to  the  rectory  of  Thorington  in  Suffolk.  In  1659  he  published  his  learned 
“Exposition  of  the  Creed,”  and  edited  the  remains  of  John  Hales  of  Eton.  In  1660 
he  was  presented  to  the  rectory  of  St.  Christopher’s  in  London,  and  made  prebendary 
of  Ely,  Archdeacon  of  Surrey,  and  Master  of  Jesus  College,  Cambridge.  In  1661  he 
was  the  principal  antagonist  of  Baxter  in  the  Savoy  Conference,  and  became  Margaret 
professor  of  Divinity;  in  1662  he  was  made  Master  of  Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  and 
in  1673  Bishop  of  Chester.  He  defended  the  genuineness  of  the  Ignatian  epistles 
(1672),  and  in  1684  published  his  “Annales  Cyprianici.”  He  died  July  16,  1686. 
Admirable  editions  of  the  “Exposition  of  the  Creed”  are  by  Burton  (1833)  and  Chev- 
allier  (1849;  revised  by  Sinker,  1882);  of  the  “Minor  Theological  Works,  ”  with  Life, 
by  Churton  (1844).— Patrick  and  Groome,  eds.t  1897,  Chambers’s  Biographical  Dic¬ 
tionary,  p.  726. 


PERSONAL 

In  all  respects  the  greatest  divine  of 
the  age :  a  man  of  great  learning,  strong 
reason,  and  of  a  clear  judgment.  He  was 
a  judiciouB  and  grave  preacher,  more  in¬ 
structive  than  affective ;  and  a  man  of 
a  spotless  life,  and  of  an  excellent  tem¬ 
per.  His  book  on  the  creed  is  among  the 
best  that  our  church  has  produced.  He 
was  not  active  in  his  diocese,  but  too  re¬ 
miss  and  easy  in  his  episcopal  function; 
and  was  a  much  better  divine  than  a 
bishop.  He  was  a  speaking  instance  of 
what  a  great  man  could  fall  to :  for  his 


memory  went  from  him  so  entirely,  that 
he  became  a  child  some  years  before  he 
died.— Burnet,  Gilbert,  1715-34,  His¬ 
tory  of  My  Oum  Time ,  vol.  Ill,  p.  142. 

Pearson  was  a  man  of  spotless  life  and 
of  an  excellent  temper.  His  equanimity 
perplexed  his  nonconformist  opponents. 
This  absence  of  passion,  while  it  proved 
a  most  valuable  quality  in  controversy, 
rendered  him  “more  instructive  than 
affective”  as  a  preacher.  Pearson 
strongly  supported  the  Restoration  settle¬ 
ment  of  the  church,  and  would  give  no 
support  to  any  schemes  of  comprehension 
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which  did  not  insist  on  uniformity. 
Among  Englishmen  of  the  seventeenth 
century,  Pearson  was  probably  the  ablest 
scholar  and  systematic  theologian. — San¬ 
ders,  Rev.  Francis,  1895,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography ,  vol.  xliv,  p.  170. 

EXPOSITION  OF  THE  CREED 

1G.*>0 

This  is  a  work  of  great  learning  and 
merit.  It  contains  a  system  of  theology, 
a  good  deal  of  controversy,  and  a  large 
portion  of  biblical  exposition.  On  the 
last  account  it  is  entitled  to  a  place  in 
this  work,  and  will  repay  an  attentive 
perusal.— Orme,  William,  1824,  Biblio¬ 
theca  Biblica. 

The  “Exposition  of  the  Creed"  .  .  . 
has  nothing  superior  to  it  in  any  language. 
Metaphysics,  logic,  classical  and  theolog¬ 
ical  erudition,  are  all  brought  to  bear 
upon  that  momentous  subject,  in  a  manner 
so  happy  and  so  natural  —that  the  depth  of 
research  and  variety  of  knowledge  are 
most  concealed  by  the  felicitous  manner 
of  their  adaptation.  Well  might  the 
great  Bentley  say  of  this  yetgreater  man — 
that  his  “very  dust  was  Gold.” — Dibdin, 
Thomas  Frognall,  1824,  The  Library 
Companion ,  p.  51. 

A  standard  book  in  English  divinity. 
It  expands,  beyond  the  literal  purport  of 
the  creed  itself,  to  most  articles  of  ortho¬ 
dox  belief,  and  is  a  valuable  summary  of 
arguments  and  authorities  on  that  side. 
The  closeness  of  Pearson,  and  his  judi¬ 
cious  selections  of  proofs,  distinguished 
him  from  many,  especially  the  earlier 
theologians.  Some  might  surmise  that 
his  undeviating  adherence  to  what  he  calls 
the  church  is  hardly  consistent  with  inde¬ 
pendence  of  thinking;  but,  considered  as 
an  advocate,  he  is  one  of  much  judgment 
and  skill.— Hall  am,  Henry,  1837-39, 
Introduction  to  the  Literature  of  Europe,  pt. 
iv,  ch.  ii,  par.  59. 

The  respect  and  popularity  which  this 
excellent  treatise  has  so  long  and  so 
widely  obtained  are  owing  in  a  great  ex¬ 
tent  to  the  strong  good  sense  and  the 
skill  in  arrangement  of  his  topics  which 
its  author  has  exhibited. — Creasy,  Sir 
Edward,  1850-75,  Memoirs  of  Eminent 
Etonians ,  p.  171. 

The  work  is  laborious,  calm,  and  acute, 
written  in  simple  and  clear  language;  it 
follows  the  easy  arrangement  of  taking 


each  word  in  order.  He  was  profoundly 
versed  in  patristic  literature  ;  and  in  that 
department  criticised  with  such  acuteness 
that  Bentley  said  “his  very  dross  was 
gold.”— Minto,  William,  1872-80.  Man¬ 
ual  of  English  Prose  Literature,  p.  296. 

Has  always  been  esteemed  as  a  standard 
work  in  English  divinity,  remarkable 
equally  for  argument,  methodical  arrange¬ 
ment,  and  clearness  and  beauty  of  style. 
— Chambers,  Robert,  1876,  Cyclopaedia 
of  English  Literature,  ed.  Carruthers. 

GENERAL 

The  most  excellent  Bishop  Pearson,  the 
very  dust  of  whose  writings  is  gold.— 
Bentley,  Richard,  1699.  Dissertation 
upon  the  Letters  of  Phalaris,  p.  424. 

He  applied  himself  to  every  kind  of 
learning  that  he  thought  essential  to  his 
profession;  and  was  in  every  kind  a  mas¬ 
ter.  His  works  are  not  numerous,  but 
they  are  all  excellent;  and  some  of  the 
least  of  them  shew  that  he  was  one  of  the 
completest  divines  of  his  age.  The  chief 
are,  his  “Exposition  of  the  Creed,”  in 
English,  and  his  “Vindication  of  St.  Igna¬ 
tius’s  Epistles,”  in  Latin.  The  former, 
which  Ras  gone  through  twelve  or  thir¬ 
teen  editions,  is  one  of  the  most  finished 
pieces  of  theology  in  our  language.  It  i3 
itself  a  body  of  divinity,  but  not  a  body 
without  a  spirit.  The  style  of  it  is  just ; 
the  periods  are,  for  the  most  part,  well 
turned  ;  the  method  is  very  exact;  and  it 
is  in  general  free  from  those  errors  which 
are  too  often  found  in  theological  systems. 
—Granger,  James,  1769-1824,  Biograph¬ 
ical  History  of  England,  vol.  V,  p.  18. 

He  was  a  man  of  vast  learning,  fitter, 
according  to  Burnet,  to  be  a  divine  than  a 
bishop.  His  vindication  of  the  authentic¬ 
ity  of  the  Epistles  of  Ignatius  is  a  very 
masterly  production.  Lightfoot’s  “Hora 
Hebraicae”  and  “Harmony  of  the  Four 
Gospels”  are  works  of  a  different  kind. 
In  these,  the  writer’s  profound  acquaint¬ 
ance  with  rabbinical  literature  enables 
him  to  throw  a  flood  of  light  on  the  vari¬ 
ous  Jewish  usages  and  rites  current  in 
Palestine  at  the  time  of  the  Christian  era, 
and  referred  to  in  the  New  Testament,  as 
well  as  upon  obscure  points  in  the  topog¬ 
raphy.— Arnold,  Thomas,  1862-87,  A 
Manual  of  English  Literature ,  p.  212. 

It  [“Vindiciae  Epistolarum  S.  Ignatti 
access.  To.  Vossii  EpistolaB  adv.  D. 
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BlondellunT’]  was  incomparably  the  most 
valuable  contribution  to  the  subject  which 
had  hitherto  appeared,  with  the  exception 
of  Ussher’s  work.  Pearson's  learning, 
critical  ability,  clearness  of  statement, 
and  moderation  of  tone,  nowhere  appear 
to  greater  advantage  than  in  this  wcrk. 
If  here  and  there  an  argument  is  over¬ 
strained,  this  was  the  almost  inevitable 
consequence  of  the  writer’s  position  as 
the  champion  of  a  cause  which  had  been 
recklessly  and  violently  assailed  on  all 
sides.  .  .  .  Compared  with  Daille’s 

attack,  Pearson’s  reply  was  as  light  to 
darkness.— Lichtfoot,  Joseph  Barber, 
1885,  The  Apostolic  Fathers ,  pt.  ii,  vol.  I, 
p.  333. 

Pearson's  style  is  clear  and  uniform, 
rising  on  rare  occasions  to  positive  felic¬ 
ity.—  Gosse,  Edmund,  1888,  A  History 
of  Eighteenth  Century  Literature,  p.  76. 

If  in  a  company  of  well-informed  per¬ 
sons  the  question  were  asked,  “Who 
were  the  three  greatest  among  the  masters 
of  theology  in  the  Church  of  England?" 


the  answers  made  might  probably  vary 
either  as  to  the  selected  names,  or 
as  to  the  order  in  which  they  were  placed  ; 
but  it  would  be  strange  indeed  if  any  of 
the  replies  did  not  include  among  the 
three  the  name  of  Bishop  Pearson.  And, 
beyond  all  doubt,  John  Pearson  possessed 
in  a  high  degree  a  rare  combination  of 
great  natural  gifts,  trained  and  disciplined, 
with  great  attainments  in  learning.  In 
him  we  find  erudition,  not  only  wide  but 
minutely  exact,  and  a  critical  faculty 
keen  and  penetrating.  In  him  we  find 
sound  reasoning  which  never  builds,  as  in 
the  case  of  some  who  have  great  reputa¬ 
tions,  a  huge  superstructure  of  top-heavy 
inference  upon  an  insufficient  or  rickety 
base.  In  him  we  find  a  judicial  capacity 
that  seems  never  swayed  by  preposses¬ 
sions,  that  looks  at  the  evidence,  all  the 
evidence,  and  only  the  evidence,  before 
pronouncing  judgment. — Dowden,  John, 
1897,  Outlines  of  the  History  of  the  Theo¬ 
logical  Literature  of  The  Church  of  England , 
p.  171. 


Charles  Cotton 

1630-1687 

Born  at  Beresford,  Staffordshire,  England.  April  28,  1630:  died  at  Westminster, 
Feb.,  1687.  An  English  poet,  best  known  as  the  translator  of  Montaigne’s  “Essays" 
(1685).  He  published  anonymously  “Scarronides,  or  the  First  Book  of  Virgil  Traves- 
tie"  (1664  reprinted  with  the  fourth  book  in  1670),  a  translation  of  Corneille’s 
“Horace"  (1671),  “A  Voyage  to  Ireland  in  Burlesque,”  a  poem  (1670),  a  translation 
of  Gerard’s  “Life  of  the  Duke  of  Espernon"  (1670)  and  of  the  “Commentaries  of  De 
Montluc,  Marshal  of  France"  (1674),  a  “second  part"  (on  fly-fishing)  to  the  fifth  edi¬ 


tion  of  Walton  s  Complete  Angler  , 
lished  in  1689.— Smith,  Benjamin  E.,  ed. 
p.  284. 

PERSONAL 

The  noblest  of  our  youth  and  best  of 
friends,  Charles  Cotton,  Esquire. — Love¬ 
lace,  Richard,  c  1649,  The  Triumphs  of 
Philamore  and  Amoret,  Dedication . 

Charles  Cotton  was  a  gentleman  born  to 
a  competent  fortune,  and  so  qualified  in 
his  person  and  education,  that  for  many 
years  he  continued  the  greatest  ornament 
of  the  town,  in  the  esteem  of  those  who 
had  been  best  bred.  His  natural  parts 
were  very  great,  his  wit  flowing  in  all  the 
parts  of  conversation :  the  superstructure 
of  learning  not  raised  to  a  considerable 
height ;  but  having  passed  some  years  in 
Cambridge,  and  then  in  France,  and  con¬ 
versing  always  with  learned  men,  his  ex¬ 
pressions  were  ever  proper  and  significant, 


j),  etc.  A  collection  of  his  poems  was  y> uu- 
1894-97,  The  Century  Cyclopedia  of  Names, 

and  gave  great  lustre  to  his  discourse 
upon  any  argument;  so  that  he  was 
thought  by  those  who  were  not  intimate 
with  him,  to  have  been  much  better  ac¬ 
quainted  with  books  than  he  was.  He 
had  all  those  qualities  which  in  youth 
raise  men  to  the  reputation  of  being  fine 
gentlemen  ;  such  a  pleasantness  and  gaiety 
of  humour,  such  a  sweetness  and  gentle¬ 
ness  of  nature,  and  such  a  civility  and  de¬ 
lightfulness  in  conversation,  that  no  man 
in  the  court  or  out  of  it,  appeared  a  more 
accomplished  person ;  all  these  extraor¬ 
dinary  qualifications  being  supported  by 
as  extraordinary  a  clearness  of  courage 
and  fearlessness  of  spirit,  of  which  he 
gave  too  often  manifestation.  Some  un¬ 
happy  suits  in  law,  and  waste  of  his 
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fortune  in  those  suits,  made  some  impres¬ 
sion  upon  his  mind  ;  which  being  improved 
by  domestic  afflictions,  and  those  indul¬ 
gences  to  himself  which  naturally  attend 
those  afflictions,  rendered  his  age  less 
reverenced  than  his  youth  had  been ;  and 
gave  his  best  friends  cause  to  have  wished 
that  he  had  not  lived  so  long. — Claren¬ 
don,  Lord  (Henry  Hyde),  1674?  Life. 

Though  his  pecuniary  difficulties,  which 
were  doubtless  largely  due  to  his  own  im¬ 
providence,  caused  him  constant  anxiety, 
his  cheerfulness  was  unfailing.  He  was 
loyal  to  his  friends,  and  generous  to  the 
poor ;  ho  loved  good  company  and  good 
liquor;  he  was  an  excellent  angler,  a  de¬ 
voted  husband,  and  a  man  of  unaffected 
piety.  The  portrait  painted  by  his  friend 
Lely  shows  him  to  have  been  handsome  in 
person,  with  an  engaging,  frank  counte¬ 
nance.—  BULLEN.  A.  H.,  1887,  Dictionary 
of  National  Biography ,  vol.  XII,  p.  301. 

GENERAL 

The  most  celebrated  of  his  works  is  his 
“Virgil  Travestie, ”  in  which  he  so  far 
succeeded,  as  to  be  deemed  next  to  Butler 
in  burlesque ;  but  the  reader,  upon  com¬ 
paring  these  two  authors,  will  find  a  very 
great  disparity  in  their  characters.  He 
was  sociable,  hospitable,  and  generous ; 
but  as  he  was  far  from  being  an  econo¬ 
mist,  he,  in  the  latter  part  of  his  life,  was 
much  involved  in  debt,  and  perpetually 
harrassed  with  duns,  attornies,  and  bail¬ 
iffs. — Granger,  James,  1769-1824,  Bio¬ 
graphical  History  of  England,  vol.  v,  p. 
253. 

Finally,  I  will  refer  to  Cotton's  “Ode 
upon  Winter,”  an  admirable  composition, 
though  stained  with  some  peculiarities  of 
the  age  in  which  he  lived,  for  a  general 
illustration  of  the  characteristics  of 
Fancy. — Wordsworth,  William,  1815, 
Lyrical  Ballads,  Preface. 

Waller's  song,  “Go,  Lovely  Rose,”  is 
doubtless  familiar  to  most  of  my  readers ; 
but  if  I  had  happened  to  have  had  by  me 
the  Poems  of  Cotton,  more  but  far  less 
deservedly  celebrated  as  the  author  of 
the  “Virgil  Travestied,  ”  I  should  have  in¬ 
dulged  myself,  and  I  think  have  gratified 
many,  who  are  not  acquainted  with  his 
serious  works,  by  selecting  some  admira¬ 
ble  specimens  of  this  style.  There  are 
not  a  few  poems  in  that  volume,  replete 
with  every  excellence  of  thought,  image. 


and  passion,  which  we  expect  or  desire  in 
the  poetry  of  the  milder  muse;  and  yet 
so  worded,  that  the  reader  sees  no  reason 
either  in  the  selection  or  the  order  of  the 
words,  why  he  might  not  have  said  the 
very  same  in  an  appropriate  conversation, 
and  can  not  conceive  how  indeed  he  could 
have  expressed  such  thoughts  otherwise, 
without  loss  or  injury  to  his  meaning.— 
Coleridge,  Samuel  Taylor,  1817,  Bio - 
grapkia  Liter  aria,  eh.  xix. 

There  is  a  careless  and  happy  humour 
in  this  poet's  “Voyage  to  Ireland,”  which 
seems  to  anticipate  the  manner  of  Anstey, 
in  the  “Bath  Guide.”  The  tasteless  in¬ 
delicacy  of  his  parody  of  the  Aeneid  has 
found  but  too  many  admirers.  His  imita¬ 
tions  of  Lucian  betray  the  grossest  mis¬ 
conception  of  humorous  effect  when  he  at¬ 
tempts  to  burlesque  that  which  is  ludi¬ 
crous  already.  He  was  acquainted  with 
French  and  Italian;  and,  among  several 
works  from  the  former  language,  trans¬ 
lated  The  "Horace”  of  Corneille,  and  Mon¬ 
taigne’s  “Essays.”— Campbell,  Thomas, 
1819,  Specimens  of  the  British  Poets 

Thy  New  Years’  Days  are  past.  I  sur 
vive,  a  jolly  candidate  for  1821.  Another 
cup  of  wine — and  while  that  turncoat 
bell,  that  just  now  mournfully  chanted  the 
obsequies  of  1820  departed,  with  changed 
notes  lustily  rings  in  a  successor,  let  us  at¬ 
tune  to  its  peal  the  song  made  on  a  like  oc¬ 
casion,  by  hearty,  cheerful  Mr.  Cotton.  .  .  . 
How  say  you,  reader — do  not  these  verses* 
smack  of  the  rough  magnanimity  of  the 
old  English  vein?  Do  they  not  fortify 
like  a  cordial ;  enlarging  the  heart,  and 
productive  of  sweet  blood,  and  generous 
spirits,  in  the  concoction?  Where  be 
those  puling  fears  of  death,  just  now  ex¬ 
pressed  or  affected  ? — Passed  like  a  cloud 
—absorbed  in  the  purging  sunlight  of 
clear  poetry — clean  washed  away  by  a 
wave  of  genuine  Helicon,  you  only  Spa 
for  these  hypochondries. — And  now  an¬ 
other  cup  of  the  generous !  and  a  merry 
New  Year,  and  many  of  them,  to  you  all, 
my  masters! — Lamb,  Charles,  1821, 
New  Year's  Eve ,  London  Magazine ,  Jan¬ 
uary. 

The  poems  of  Cotton  have  the  same 
moral  stain  as  Herrick's,  with  not  less 
fancy  but  a  less  Arcadian  air — more  of 
the  world  that  is  about  them.  The  spirit 
of  poetry  was  indeed  on  the  way  downward 

*  "Tho  New  Year.” 


372 


COTTON— MORE 


from  “great  Eliza’s  golden  time”  till  its 
reascent  into  the  region  of  the  pure  and 
elevated  towards  the  end  of  the  last  cen¬ 
tury,  and  a  declension  may  even  be  ob¬ 
served,  1  think,  from  Herrick  to  Cotton, 
who  came  into  the  world  about  thirty- 
nine  years  later.  His  poetry,  indeed,  has 
more  of  Charles  II’s  time  and  less  of  the 
Elizabethan  period  in  its  manner  and 
spirit  than  that  of  Waller,  who  was  but 
twenty-five  years  his  senior.  Cotton 
writes  like  a  man  of  this  world,  who  has 
glimpses  now  and  then  of  the  other;  not 
as  if  he  lived  utterly  out  of  sight  of  it, 
like  the  dramatists  characterized  by  C. 
Lamb.  There  are  more  detailed  corporeal 
descriptions  in  his  poetry  than  in  any  that 
I  know,  of  not  more  than  equal  extent; 
descriptions  of  the  youthful  body  more 
vividly  real  than  is  to  be  desired,  and  of 
the  body  in  age,  when  it  “demands  the 
translucency  of  mind  not  to  be  worse 
than  indifferent,”  so  full  of  mortality, 
or,  what  it  grieves  us  more  to  contem¬ 
plate  than  ashes  and  the  grave,  the  par¬ 
tial  perishing  of  the  natural  man  while  he 
is  yet  alive,  that  they  excite  an  indignant 
disgust  on  behalf  of  our  common  humanity. 
— Coleridge,  Sara,  1847,  ed.f  Biograpkia 
LiLeraria,  by  Samuel  Taylor  Coleridge ,  ck. 
xix,  note. 


As  for  Charles  Cotton,  his  “Virgil 
Travesty”  is  deader  than  Scarron’s,  and 
deserves  to  be  so.  The  famous  lines 
which  Lamb  has  made  known  to  every  one 
in  the  essay  on  “New  Year’s  Day”  are 
the  best  thing  he  did  But  there  are 
many  excellent  things  scattered  about  his 
work,  despite  a  strong  taint  of  the  mere 
coarseness  and  nastiness  which  have  been 
spoken  of.  And  though  he  was  also  much 
tainted  with  the  hopeless  indifference  to 
prosody  which  distinguished  all  these  be¬ 
lated  cavaliers,  it  is  noteworthy  that  he 
was  one  of  the  few  Englishmen  for  cen¬ 
turies  to  adopt  the  strict  French  forms 
and  write  rondeaux  and  the  like.  On  the 
whole  his  poetical  power  has  been  a  little 
undervalued,  while  he  was  also  dexterous 
in  prose.— Saintsbury,  George,  1887, 
History  of  Elizabethan  Literature,  p.  385. 

Cotton  was  a  man  of  brilliant  and  ver¬ 
satile  genius.  His  “Ode  to  Winter,”  a 
favourite  poem  with  Wordsworth  and 
Lamb,  is  a  triumph  of  jubilant  and  exu¬ 
berant  fancy;  and  the  fresh-coloured, 
fragrant  stanzas  entitled  “The  Retire¬ 
ment”  are  of  rare  beauty.  .  .  .  His 

prose  style  is  always  easy  and  perspicu¬ 
ous,  instinct  with  energy  and  life. — Bul- 
LEN,  A.  II.,  1887,  Dictionary  of  National 
Biography,  vol.  XU,  pp.  300,  301. 


Henry  More 

1614-1687 

Henry  More  was  born  at  Grantham  in  1614.  His  parents  were  gentlefolk,  of  small 
estate  and  Calvinist  principles.  He  went  to  Eton,  and  to  Christ’s  College,  Cambridge. 
He  took  his  degree  in  1635,  and  became  a  Fellow  of  his  College  in  1639.  He  lived  a 
life  of  study,  refusing  all  preferment,  even  the  Headship  of  Christ’s.  His  time  was 
divided  between  Cambridge  and  Ragley,  in  Warwickshire,  the  home  of  his  friend  Lady 
Conway.  Here  he  found  a  congenial  circle  of  mystics  and  wonder-workers.  He  died 
in  1687.  His  writings,  controversial  and  speculative,  are  very  numerous.  The  most 
important  of  them  will  be  found  in  his  “Philosophical  Works”  (1662),  “Divine  Dia¬ 
logues”  (1668),  “Theological  Works”  (1675).  He  published  a  Latin  version  of  his 
“Opera  Omnia”  in  1679.  He  also  wrote  poems,  which  were  edited  by  Dr.  Grosart  in 
1878.  There  is  no  modern  edition  of  his  prose  works.  R.  Ward's  “Life  of  Henry 
More”  (1710),  and  the  chapter  on  More  in  Principal  Tulloch’s  “Rational  Theology,” 
vol.  ii.,  are  worth  consulting.—  Craik,  Henry,  1893,  ed.  English  Prose,  vol,  II,  p,  553. 

personal  endeavour  to  keep  low  and  humble,  that 

Walking  abroad  after  his  studies,  his  he  might  not  be  driven  from  that  anchor, 

sallies  towards  Nature  would  be  often  in-  .  .  .  He  seemed  to  be  full  of  intro- 


expressibly  ravishing,  beyond  what  he 
could  convey  to  others.  .  .  .  His 

very  chamber-door  was  a  hospital  to  the 
needy.  .  .  When  the  winds  were 

ruffling  about  him,  he  made  it  his  utmost 


versions  of  light,  joy,  benignity,  and  de¬ 
votion  at  once — as  if  his  face  had  been 
overcast  with  a  golden  shower  of  love  and 
purity.  .  .  .  There  was  such  a  life 

and  spirit  in  him  as  loved  the  exercises 
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of  reason,  wit,  and  divine  speculation  at 
once.  .  .  He  could  study  abroad 

with  less  weariness  by  far  to  himself  than 
within  doors. — Ward,  Richard,  1710, 
Life  of  Henry  More,  pp.  54,  85,  89,  105, 
120,  145. 

Dr.  More,  the  most  rational  of  our 
modern  Platonists,  abounds,  however, 
with  the  most  extravagant  reveries,  and 
was  inflated  with  egotism  and  enthusiasm, 
as  much  as  any  of  his  mystic  predecessors. 
He  conceived  that  he  communed  with  the 
Divinity  itself!  that  he  had  been  shot  as 
a  fiery  dart  into  the  world,  and  he  hoped 
he  had  hit  the  mark.  He  carried  his  self- 
conceit  to  such  extravagance,  that  he 
thought  his  urine  smolt  like  violets,  and 
his  body  in  the  spring  season  had  a  sweet 
odor;  a  perfection  peculiar  to  himself. 
These  visionaries  indulge  the  most  fanci¬ 
ful  vanity.— Disraeli,  Isaac,  1791-1824, 
Modern  Platonism,  Curiosities  cf  Litera¬ 
ture. 

Dr.  More’s  religion  was  calm  and  gen¬ 
tle.  He  looked  out  mildly  upon  the  beau¬ 
tiful  providence  of  God.  and  adored  pro¬ 
foundly  that  wisdom  which  displayed 
itself  everywhere.  He  lived  the  “divine 
life”  with  his  fellow-men,  laboring  in 
their  behalf  with  assiduous  diligence,  till 
his  mortal  course  was  ended.  Few  men 
have  attained  so  great  a  degree  of  tran¬ 
quillity  as  he.  His  faith  cast  out  fear. 
His  own  character  proved  the  words  of 
the  old  sage;  “It  is  the  quiet  and  still 
mind  that  is  wise  and  prudent.” — Parker, 
T.,  1839,  Dr.  Henry  More ,  The  Christian 
Examiner,  vol.  26,  p.  15. 

As  the  Cambridge  movement  reached 
its  highest,  or  at  least  its  most  elaborate, 
intellectual  elevation  in  Cudworth,  so  it 
ripened  into  its  finest  personal  and  reli¬ 
gious  development  in  Henry  More.  Cud- 
worth  is  much  less  interesting  than  his 
writings;  More  is  far  more  interesting 
than  any  of  his.  He  was  a  voluminous 
author.  His  writings  fill  several  folio 
volumes;  they  are  in  verse  as  well  as 
prose;  they  were  much  read  and  admired 
in  their  day;  but  they  are  now  wellnigh 
forgotten.  Some  of  them  are  hardly  any 
longer  readable.  Yet  More  himself  is  at 
once  the  most  typical  and  the  most  vital 
and  interesting  of  all  the  Cambridge 
school.  He  is  the  most  platonical  of  the 
Platonic  sect,  and  at  the  same  time  the 
most  genial,  natural,  and  perfect  man  of 


them  all.  We  get  nearer  to  him  than  any 
of  them,  and  can  read  more  intimately 
his  temper,  character  and  manners — the 
lofty  and  serene  beauty  of  his  personality 
— one  of  the  most  exquisite  and  charm¬ 
ing  portraits  which  the  whole  history  of 
religion  and  philosophy  presents. — Tul- 
loch,  John,  1872,  Rational  Theology  and 
Christian  Philosophy  in  England  in  the 
Seventeenth  Century,  vol.  n,  p.  303. 

His  portrait  represents  him  in  his  later 
years  as  much  such  a  man  as  we  should 
have  imagined ;  he  wears  his  hair,  which 
was  light  and  long,  over  his  shoulders, 
and  a  faint  streak  of  moustache  upon  his 
upper  lip ;  the  face  is  grave  but  not  dis¬ 
pleasing;  it  has  the  broad  arched  fore¬ 
head,  strongly  indented,  that  is  charac¬ 
teristic  of  masculine  intellect;  very  high 
and  prominent  cheekbones,  big  firm  lips, 
and  a  massive  chin ;  the  cheek  is  healthy 
and  not  attenuated;  the  eyes  clear  and 
steady,  the  right  eyelid  being  somewhat 
drooped,  thus  conveying  a  humorous  look 
to  the  face;  he  wears  the  black  gown, 
with  girded  cassock,  and  a  great  silk 
scarf — the  amussis  dignitatis — over  hit 
shoulders ;  the  gown  is  tied  at  the  neck 
by  strings;  and  the  broad  white  bands 
give  a  precise  and  quiet  air  to  the  whole. 
— Benson,  Arthur  Christopher,  1896, 
Essays,  p.  62. 

GENERAL 

More  was  an  open-hearted  and  sincere 
Christian  philosopher,  who  studied  to  es¬ 
tablish  men  in  the  great  principles  of  re¬ 
ligion  against  atheism,  that  was  then  be¬ 
ginning  to  gain  ground,  chiefly  by  reason 
of  the  hypocrisy  of  some,  and  the  fantas¬ 
tical  conceits  of  the  more  sincere  enthu¬ 
siasts. — Burnet,  Gildert,  1715-34,  His¬ 
tory  of  My  Own  Time. 

One  of  the  most  remarkable  in  the 
English  language,  is  a  writer  of  the  last 
age,  Dr.  Henry  More.  .  .  .  Though 

his  style  be  now  in  some  measure  ob¬ 
solete,  and  his  speakers  be  marked  with 
the  academic  stiffness  of  those  times, 
yet  the  dialogue  is  animated  by  a  variety 
of  character,  and  a  sprightliness  of  conver¬ 
sation,  beyond  what  are  commonly  met 
with  in  writings  of  this  kind. — Blair, 
Hugh,  1783,  Lectures  on  Rhetoric  and 
Belles-Lettres,  Lecture  xxxvii. 

As  a  poet  he  has  woven  together  a  sin¬ 
gular  texture  of  Gothic  fancy  and  Greek 
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philosophy,  and  made  the  Christiano- 
Platonic  system  of  metaphysics  a  ground¬ 
work  for  the  fables  of  the  nursery.  His 
versification,  though  he  tells  us  that  he 
was  won  to  the  Muses  in  his  childhood  by 
the  melody  of  Spenser,  is  but  a  faint  echo 
of  the  Spenserian  tune.  In  fancy  he  is 
dark  and  lethargic.  Yet  his  Psychozoia 
is  not  a  common-place  production:  a  cer¬ 
tain  solemnity  and  earnestness  in  his  tone 
leaves  an  impression  that  he  “believed  the 
magic  wonders  which  he  sung.”  His 
poetry  is  not,  indeed,  like  a  beautiful 
landscape  on  which  the  eye  can  repose, 
but  may  be  compared  to  some  curious 
grotto,  whose  gloomy  labyrinths  we  might 
be  curious  to  explore  for  the  strange  and 
mystic  associations  they  excite. — Camp¬ 
bell,  Thomas,  1819,  Specimens  of  the 
British.  Poets. 

Henry  More,  though  by  no  means  less 
eminent  than  Cudworth  in  his  own  age, 
ought  not  to  be  placed  on  the  same  level. 
More  fell  not  only  into  the  mystical  no¬ 
tions  of  the  later  Platonists,  but  even  of 
the  Cabalistic  writers.  His  metaphysical 
philosophy  was  borrowed  in  great  measure 
‘rom  them ;  and  though  he  was  in  corre- 

xmdence  with  Descartes,  and  enchanted 

ith  the  new  views  that  opened  upon  him, 

it  we  find  that  he  was  reckoned  much 
ess  of  a  Cartesian  afterwards,  and  even 
wrote  against  parts  of  the  theory.  The 
most  peculiar  tenet  of  More  was  the  ex¬ 
tension  of  spirit :  acknowledging  and  even 
striving  for  the  soul’s  immateriality,  he 
still  could  not  conceive  it  to  be  unex¬ 
tended.—  Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39,  In¬ 
troduction  to  the  Literature  of  Europe,  pt. 
iv,  ch.  iii,  par.  14 

In  England  it  is  not  just  to  place  Cud- 
worth  among  the  mystics :  he  is  a  Platon- 
ist  of  a  firm  and  profound  mind,  who 
bends  somewhat  under  the  weight  of  his 
erudition,  and  with  whom  method  is  want¬ 
ing;  but  H.  More  is  decidedly  mystic. — 
Cousin,  M.  Victor,  1841,  Course  of  the 
History  of  Modern  Philosophy ,  tr.  Wight, 
Lecture  xii. 

He  is  less  philosopher  or  theologian 
than  prophet  and  gnostic — with  his  mind 
brimful  of  divine  ideas,  in  the  delighted 
contemplation  of  which  he  lives,  and 
moves,  and  writes.  All  his  works  are  in¬ 
spired  by  a  desire  to  make  known  some¬ 
thing  that  he  himself  has  felt  of  the  Di¬ 
vine.  The  invisible  or  celestial,  so  far 


from  being  hard  for  him  to  apprehend,  is 
his  familiar  haunt.  He  has  difficulty  in 
letting  himself  down  from  the  higher  re¬ 
gion  of  supernal  realities  to  the  things  of 
earth.  This  celestial  elevation  is  the 
most  marked  feature  at  once  of  his  char¬ 
acter  and  his  mind.  It  is  the  key  to  his 
beautiful  serenity  and  singular  spiritual 
complacency — a  complacency  never  offen¬ 
sive,  yet  raising  him  somewhat  above  com¬ 
mon  sympathy.  It  is  the  source  of  the 
dreamy  imaginings  and  vague  aerial  con¬ 
jectures  which  fill  his  books.  These  may 
seem  to  us  now  poor  and  unreal,  and  some 
of  them  absurd,  but  they  were  to  him  living 
and  substantial.  Nay,  they  were  the  life 
and  substance  of  all  his  thought.  He  felt 
himself  at  home  moving  in  the  heavenly 
places,  and  discoursing  of  things  which  it 
hath  not  entered  into  the  ordinary  mind 
to  conceive  or  utter.  He  was  a  spiritual 
realist.— Tulloch,  John,  1872,  Rational 
Theology  and  Christian  Philosophy  in  Eng - 
land  in  the  Seventeenth  Century ,  vol.  n, 
p.  406. 

In  More  we  get  for  the  most  part  rather 
bad  verse,  and  doubtfully  explained  phil¬ 
osophy.  Even  Coleridge,  strongly  as 
More’s  subject,  and  in  part  his  method  of 
treatment,  appealed  to  him,  has  left  some 
rather  severe  criticisms  on  the  “Song  of 
the  Soul."  It  is  quite  true  that  More 
has,  as  Southey  says,  “lines  and  passages 
of  sublime  beauty.”  A  man  of  his  time, 
actuated  by  its  noble  thought,  trained  as 
we  know  More  to  have  been  in  the  sever¬ 
est  school  of  Spenser,  and  thus  habituated 
to  the  heavenly  harmonies  of  that  perfect 
poet,  could  hardly  fail  to  produce  such. 
But  his  muse  is  a  chaotic  not  a  cosmic 
one. — Saintsbury,  GEORGE,  1887,  His¬ 
tory  of  Elizabethan  Literature ,  p.  379. 

He  was  a  man  of  great  and  extensive 
learning,  but  in  his  writings  are  found 
deep  tinctures  of  mysticism.  After  fin¬ 
ishing  some  of  his  works,  which  had  oc¬ 
casioned  much  fatigue,  he  would  say: 
“Now  for  three  months  I  will  not  think  a 
wise  thought  nor  speak  a  wise  word.” 
He  was  subject  to  fits  of  ecstasy,  during 
which  he  gave  himself  up  to  joy  and 
happiness,  which  obtained  for  him  the 
nickname  of  the  intellectual  epicure. 
His  writings  have  no  particular  interest 
for  the  present  generation,  but  were  very 
popular  in  his  day,  as  they  established 
great  principles  of  religion,  and  fixed 


MORE—  VILLIERS 


375 


men’s  minds  against  the  fantastical  con¬ 
ceits  of  the  time,  which  was  fast  running 
towards  atheism. — Frey,  Albert  R., 
1888,  Sobriquets  and  Nicknames,  p.  231. 

He  writes  excellent  English,  easy,  leis¬ 
urely,  scholarly,  with  an  abundance  of 
learning,  which  is  yet  not  ponderous,  and 
occasionally  gleams  of  humour.  He  is  no 
pedant;  good  racy,  homespun,  coarse 
words  diversify  pleasantly  his  philosophic 
terminology.  Yet  in  the  selection  of  his 
language  he  has  the  nicety  of  the  exact 
refined  man  of  letters.  Pedantry,  indeed 
would  have  been  impossible  to  him,  for, 
in  spito  of  his  airy  mysticisms,  he  is,  like 
Plato  himself,  well  in  touch  with  earth. 
His  love  of  nature,  of  outdoor  life,  is  in¬ 
tense,  and  colours  many  a  passage  of  his 
prose.  His  chief  defect  as  a  writer  is  a 
tendency  to  long-windedness  in  his  periods  ; 
none  the  less  he  rarely  fails  to  be  lucid, 
often  succeeds  in  being  vivid,  in  the  ex¬ 
pression  of  his  thought. — Chambers,  E. 
K.,  1893,  English  Prose ,  ed.  Craik,  vol. 
II,  p.  554. 

Like  many  others  he  began  as  a  poet 
and  ended  as  a  prose  writer.  .  .  . 

The  mere  fact  of  the  continued  repro¬ 
duction,  in  whole  or  in  part,  of  More’s 
works  is  a  proof  that  they  were  not 
neglected;  and,  considering  how  utterly 
the  refined,  dreamy,  and  poetical  sipirt  of 
More  was  out  of  sympathy  with  the  prac¬ 
tical  and  prosaic  mind  of  the  eighteenth 
century,  it  is  wonderful  that  his  fame 
should  have  been  so  great  as  it  was  dur¬ 
ing  that  period.  John  Wesley,  for  in¬ 
stance,  a  man  of  an  entirely  different  type 
of  mind,  strongly  recommended  More’s 
writings  to  his  brother-clergy.  William 
Law,  though  he  called  More  “a  Babylonish 


philosopher,”  and  is  particularly  severe 
upon  the  “Divine  Dialogues,”  was  deeply 
impressed  with  the  piety  and  general 
interest  of  his  character ;  and  the  edition 
of  1708  was  issued  through  the  exertions, 
and  partly  at  the  expense,  of  a  gentleman 
the  description  of  whom  points  very  dis¬ 
tinctly  to  Dr.  Bray,  who,  except  in  the 
matters  of  piety  and  goodness,  seems  to 
have  had  little  in  common  with  More. — 
Overton,  J.  H.,  1894,  Dictionary  of  Na¬ 
tional  Biography,  vol.  XXXVili,  pp.  421,  423. 

But  More  cannot  be  said  to  have  been  a 
Christian  in  the  sense  that  Thomas-4- 
Kempis  or  Francis  of  Assisi  were  Chris¬ 
tians  ;  he  did  not  hunger  for  the  personal 
relation  with  Christ  which  is  so  profoundly 
essential  to  the  true  conception  of  the 
Christian  ideal.  He  was  a  devout,  a  pas¬ 
sionate  Deist ;  he  realised  the  indwelling 
of  God’s  spirit  in  the  heart,  and  the  di¬ 
vine  excellence  of  the  Son  of  Man.  But 
it  was  as  a  pattern,  and  not  as  a  friend, 
that  he  gazed  upon  Him ;  the  light  that 
he  followed  was  the  uncovenanted  radi¬ 
ance.  For  it  is  necessary  to  bear  in  mind 
that  More  and  the  Cambridge  Platonistf 
taught  that  the  Jewish  knowledge  of  th< 
mysteries  of  God  had  passed  through  somt 
undiscovered  channel  into  the  hands  of 
Pythagoras  and  Plato  ;  and  that  the  divin¬ 
ity  of  their  teaching  was  directly  trace¬ 
able  to  their  connection  with  Revelation. 
They  looked  upon  Plato  and  Pythagoras  as 
predestined  vehicles  of  God’s  spirit,  ap¬ 
pointed  to  prepare  the  heathen  world 
for  the  reception  of  the  true  myster¬ 
ies,  though  not  admitted  themselves  to 
full  participation  in  the  same. — Benson, 
Arthur  Christopher,  1896,  Essays,  p. 
56. 


G-eorge  Villiers 

Second  Duke  of  Buckingham 

1628-1687 


George  Villiers.  Duke  of  Buckingham,  (b.  1627,  d.  1688),  wrote  “The  Rehearsal,” 
and  the  “Battle  of  Sedgemoor  ;”  and  adapted  from  Beaumont  and  Fletcher  the  comedy 
of  “The  Chances.”  He  also  produced  several  religious  tracts.  A  complete  edition 
of  his  Works  was  published  in  1775.  He  was  the  original  of  the  famous  character  of 
Zimri  in  Dryden’s  “Absalom  and  Achitophel.— Adams,  W.  Davenport,  1877,  Diction¬ 
ary  of  English  Literature,  p.  117. 


PERSONAL 
He  was  extremely  handsome,  and  still 
thought  himself  much  more  so  than  he 
really  was:  although  he  had  a  great  deal 
of  discernment,  yet  his  vanity  made  him 


mistake  some  civilities  as  intended  for  his 
person,  which  were  only  bestowed  on  his 
wit  and  drollery. — Grammont,  Count, 
16637-1713,  Memoirs,  by  Anthony  Hamil¬ 
ton. 
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A  man  bo  various,  that  he  Bccm’d  to  bo 
Not  one,  but  all  Mankind’s  Epitome. 

Stiff  in  Opinions,  nlwayB  in  the  -wrong  ; 

Was  everything  by  starts,  and  nothing  long; 
But,  in  the  course  of  one  revolving  Moon 
Was  Chymist,  Fiddler,  Statesman,  and  Buf 
foon. 

— Dry  DEN,  John,  1681,  Absalom  and 
Achitophel,  First  pt. 

For  his  person,  he  was  the  glory  of  the 
age  and  any  court  wherever  he  came.  Of 
a  most  graceful  and  charming  mien  and 
behaviour  ;  a  strong,  tall  and  active  body, 
all  of  which  gave  a  lustre  to  the  orna¬ 
ments  of  his  mind;  -of  an  admirable  wit 
and  excellent  judgment ;  and  had  all  other 
qualities  of  a  gentleman.  He  was  cour¬ 
teous  and  affable  to  all ;  of  a  compassion¬ 
ate  nature ;  ready  to  forgive  and  forget 
injuries.  What  was  said  of  a  great  man 
in  the  court  of  queen  Elizabeth,  that  he 
used  to  vent  his  discontents  at  court  by 
writing  from  company,  and  writing  son- 
netts,  may  be  said  of  him;  but  when  he 
was  provoked  by  the  malice  of  some  and 
ingratitude  of  others,  he  might  shew  that 
i  good  natured  man  might  have  an  ill 
natured  muse.  .  .  .  His  amours  were 

too  notorious  to  be  concealed,  and  too 
scandalous  to  be  justified,  by  saying  he 
was  bred  in  the  latitude,  of  foreign  cli¬ 
mates,  and  now  lived  in  a  vicious  age  and 
court;  where  his  accusers  of  this  crime 
were  as  guilty  as  himself.  He  lay  under 
so  ill  a  name  for  this,  that  whenever  he 
was  shut  up  in  his  chamber,  as  he  loved 
to  be,  ncscio  quid ,  or  in  his  laboratory, 
meditans  purgarum,  over  the  fumes  of 
charcoal,  it  was  said  to  be  with  women. 
When  a  dirty  chymist,  a  foxhunter,  a  pre¬ 
tender  to  poetry  or  politicks,  a  rehearsal 
should  entertain  him,  when  a  messenger 
to  summon  him  to  council  could  not  be 
admitted.  .  .  .  We  are  now  come 

to  the  last  scene  of  the  tragi-comedy  of 
his  life.  At  the  death  of  king  Charles  he 
went  into  the  country  to  his  own  manor 
of  Helmesly,  the  seat  of  the  earls  of  Rut¬ 
land  in  Yorkshire.  King  Charles  was  his 
best  friend,  he  loved  him  and  excused  his 
faults.  He  was  not  so  well  assured  of  his 
successor.  In  the  country  he  passed  his 
time  in  hunting,  and  entertaining  his 
friends ;  which  he  did  a  fortnight  before 
his  death  as  pleasantly  and  hospitably  as 
ever  he  did  in  his  life.  He  took  cold  one 
day  after  fox-hunting,  by  sitting  on  the 
cold  ground,  which  cast  him  into  an  ague 


and  fever,  of  which  he  died,  after  three 
days  sickness,  at  a  tenant’s  house,  Kirby 
more  side,  a  lordship  of  his  own,  near 
Helmesly,  Ap.  16,  1688;  $tat.  60. — 
Fairfax,  Brian,  1690?  Memoirs  of  the 
Life  of  George  Villiers,  Second  Duke  of 
Buckingham. 

The  man  was  of  no  religion,  but  noto¬ 
riously  and  professedly  lustful,  and  yet  of 
greater  wit  and  parts,  and  sounder  princi¬ 
ples  as  to  the  interest  of  humanity  and  the 
common  good  than  most  lords  in  the  court. 
Wherefore  he  countenanced  fanatics  and 
sectaries,  among  others,  without  any 
great  suspicion,  because  lie  was  known  to 
be  so  far  from  them  himself.  -Baxter, 
Richard,  1691-96,  Reliquicc  Baxtcriance, 
vol.  in. 

He  had  a  great  liveliness  of  wit,  and  a 
peculiar  faculty  of  turning  all  things  into 
ridicule  with  bold  figures  and  natural  de¬ 
scriptions.  He  had  no  sort  of  literature : 
only  he  was  drawn  into  chymistry:  and 
for  some  years  he  thought  he  was  very 
near  the  finding  the  philosopher’s  stone; 
which  had  the  effect  that  attends  on  all 
such  men  as  he  was,  when  they  are  drawn 
in,  to  lay  out  for  it.  He  had  no  princi¬ 
ples  of  religion,  virtue,  or  friendship. 
Pleasure,  frolick,  or  extravagant  diver¬ 
sion  was  all  that  he  laid  to  heart.  He 
was  true  to  nothing,  for  lie  was  not  true 
to  himself.  He  had  no  steadiness  nor 
conduct.  He  could  keep  no  secret,  nor 
execute  any  design  without  spoiling  it. 
He  could  never  fix  his  thoughts,  nor  gov¬ 
ern  his  estate,  tho’  then  the  greatest  in 
England.  He  was  bred  about  the  King: 
and  for  many  years  he  had  a  great  as¬ 
cendent  over  him:  but  he  spake  of  him 
to  all  persons  with  that  contempt,  that  at 
last  he  drew  a  lasting  disgrace  upon  him¬ 
self.  And  he  at  length  ruined  both  body 
and  mind,  fortune  and  reputation  equally. 
The  madness  of  vice  appeared  in  his  per¬ 
son  in  very  eminent  instances;  since  at 
last  he  became  contemptible  and  poor, 
sickly,  and  sunk  in  his  parts,  as  well  as 
in  all  other  respects,  so  that  his  conver¬ 
sation  was  as  much  avoided  as  ever  it  had 
been  courted.— Burnet,  Gilbert,  1715- 
34,  History  of  My  Own  Time. 

The  finest  gentleman,  both  for  person 
and  wit,  1  think  I  ever  saw.- — ReresbY, 
Sir  John,  1734,  Memoirs. 

He  lived  an  unprincipled  statesman,  a 
fickle  projector,  a  wavering  friend,  a 
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steady  enemy ;  and  died  a  bankrupt,  an 
outcast,  and  a  proverb. — Scott,  Sir 
Walter,  1805,  The  Life  of  John  Dryden. 

As  a  statesman  Buckingham’s  only  claim 
to  respect  is  his  consistent  advocacy  of 
religious  toleration,  a  cause  that  lost 
moro  than  it  gained  by  his  support.  Van¬ 
ity,  and  a  restless  desire  for  power,  which 
he  was  incapable  of  using  when  obtained, 
were  the  governing  motives  of  his  political 
career.  His  servant,  Brian  Fairfax,  who 
complains  that  the  world,  severe  in  cen¬ 
suring  his  foibles,  forgot  to  notice  his 
good  qualities,  praises  his  charity,  cour¬ 
tesy,  good  nature,  and  willingness  to  for¬ 
give  injuries.  If  he  was  extravagant,  he 
was  not  covetous.  While  “his  amours 
were  too  notorious  to  be  concealed  and 
too  scandalous  to  be  justified,”  much  was 
imputed  to  him  of  which  he  was  guiltless. 
— Firth,  C.  II.,  1899,  Dictionary  of  Na¬ 
tional  Biography ,  vol.  LVIH,  p.  344. 

THE  REHEARSAL 
1G71 

The  |  rehearsal,  As  it  was  Acted  at 
the  |  Theatre-Royal.  |  London,  |  Print¬ 
ed  for  Thomas  Dring,  at  the  White-Lyon, 

|  next  Chancery-lane  end  in  Fleet-street. 
1672.  -Title  Page  of  First  Edition. 

Wont  to  see  the  Duke  of  Buckingham’s 
ridiculous  farce  and  rhapsody,  called  “The 
Recital,”  buffooning  all  plays,  yet  pro- 
phane  enough. — Evelyn,  John,  1671, 
Diary ,  Dec.  14. 

The  “Rehearsal”  (one  of  the  best  pieces 
of  criticism  that  ever  wasj  and  Butler’s 
inimitable  poem  of  Hudibras,  must  be 
quite  lost  to  the  readers  in  a  century 
more,  if  not  soon  well  comented.  Ton- 
son  has  a  good  key  to  the  former,  but  re¬ 
fuses  to  print  it,  because  he  had  been  so 
much  obliged  to  Dryden.— Lockier,  Dean, 
1730-32,  Spence's  Anecdotes,  ed.  Singer,  p. 
48 

His  poems,  which  indeed  are  not  very 
numerous,  are  capital  in  their  kind ;  but 
what  will  immortalize  his  memory  while 
our  language  shall  be  understood,  or  true 
wit  relished,  is  his  celebrated  play  of  “The 
Rehearsal .  a  comedy  which  is  so 
perfect  a  master-piece  in  its  way,  and  so 
truly  an  original,  that  notwithstanding 
its  prodigious  success,  even  the  task  of 
imitation,  which  most  kinds  of  excellence 
have  excited  inferior  geniuses  to  under¬ 
take,  has  appeared  as  too  arduous  to  be 


attempted  with  regard  to  this,  which 
through  a  century  and  half  still  stands 
alone,  notwithstanding  that  the  very  plays 
it  was  written  expressly  to  ridicule  are 
forgotten,  and  the  taste  it  was  meant  to 
expose  totally  exploded. — Reed,  Isaac, 
1782,  Biographia  Dramatica,  vol.  I,  pt. 
ii,  p.  730. 

Five  editions  of  “The  Rehearsal”  ap¬ 
peared  in  the  Author’s  life  time.  Of  the 
second  and  third  I  cannot  learn  even  the 
dates.  There  is  a  copy  of  the  fourth, 
1683,  in  the  Bodleian.  An  examination 
of  the  fifth,  1687,  would  seem  to  show  a 
general  permanence  of  the  text,  but  that, 
probably  in  each  edition,  there  were  here 
and  there  additions  and  alterations  en  bloc , 
instigated  by  the  appearance  of  fresh 
heroic  plays:  some  of  these  additions  in¬ 
crease,  with  the  multiplying  corruption  of 
the  times,  in  personality  and  moral  offen- 
siveness.  For  our  literary  history,  the 
first  edition  is  sufficient.—  Arber,  Ed¬ 
ward,  1869,  ed.,  The  Rehearsal,  Introduc¬ 
tion. 

In  describing  George  Villiers,  second 
Duke  of  Buckingham,  as  one  standing 
apart,  we  refer  to  the  character  of  his 
solitary  work,  and  not  to  his  share  in  it; 
for,  though  passing  solely  under  his  name, 
there  can  be  little  doubt  that  it  was  the 
production  of  a  junto  of  wits,  of  whom 
he  was  not  the  wittiest.  Butler,  Sprat, 
and  Martin  Clifford  are  named  as  his 
coadjutors.  Buckingham,  who  must  be 
credited  with  a  keen  sense  of  the  ridicu¬ 
lous,  had  already  resolved  to  satirize  rhym¬ 
ing  heroic  plays  in  the  person  of  Sir  Rob¬ 
ert  Howard,  when  the  latter’s  retirement 
diverted  the  blow  to  Dryden,  whom  Butler, 
as  we  shall  see,  did  not  greatly  relish, 
and  against  whose  device  of  rhyme,  Sprat, 
as  we  have  seen,  had  committed  himself 
by  anticipation.  The  play  chiefly  selected 
for  parody  is  “The  Conquest  of  Granada,” 
which  certainly  invited  it.  Dryden  ap¬ 
pears  as  Bayes,  in  allusion  to  his  laureate- 
ship;  and,  although  his  perpetual  use  of 
“egad”  seems  derived  from  the  usage  by 
one  of  his  dramatis  personae  rather  than 
his  own,  we  cannot  doubt  that  his  pecul¬ 
iarities  of  speech  and  gesture  were  mostly 
copied  to  the  life.  Within  a  week  the 
town  were  unanimously  laughing  at  what 
they  had  been  unanimously  applauding; 
and,  scurrilous  and  ill-bred  as  the  mock¬ 
ery  of  “The  Rehearsal”  was,  it  must  be 
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allowed  to  have  been  neither  uncalled  for 
nor  unuseful. — Garnett,  Richard,  1895, 
The  Age  of  Dry  den,  p.  119. 

GENERAL 

He  had  so  vitiated  a  taste,  and  so  vul¬ 
gar  a  style,  that,  except  his  Pindaric  on 
Lord  Fairfax,  the  following  [“To  His  Mis¬ 
tress’’]  is,  perhaps,  the  only  effort  of  his 


muse  which  can  be  selected,  without  con¬ 
ferring  blame  on  the  selector. — Walpole, 
Horace,  1758,  A  Catalogue  of  the  Royal 
and  Noble  Authors. 

There  is  no  power  in  them,  [Poems] 
though  there  is  sometimes  a  facile  execu¬ 
tion.— Smith,  George  Barnett,  1875, 
English  Fugitive  Poets,  Poets  and  Novelists, 
p.  386. 


Edmund  Waller 

1606-1687 

Bom,  at  Coleshill,  Herts,  3  March  1605.  Educated  at  Eton,  and  at  King’s  Coll., 
Camb.  M.  P.  for  Amersham,  1621  ;  for  Chipping  Wycombe,  1626 ;  for  Amersham, 
1628-29,  1640;  for  Hastings,  1661-78;  for  Saltash,  1685-87.  Married  (i)  Anna 
Banks,  15  July  1631;  (ii)  Mary  Bresse  [or  Breaux?].  Imprisoned  for  a  year,  and 
fined,  for  high  treason,  1643-44 ;  exiled,  in  France,  1644-53.  Died,  at  Beaconsfield, 
21  Oct.  1687.  Buried  there.  Works :  Four  Speeches  in  the  House  of  Commons,  pubd. 
separately,  1641;  “Speech  ...  4  July,  1643,”  1643;  “Workes, ’’  1645;  “A 

Panegyrick  to  my  Lord  Protector’'  (under  initials:  E.  W.),  1655;  “Upon  the  late 
Storme  and  Death  of  his  Highness  ensuing  the  same’’  [1658] ;  “To  the  King,  upon  his 
Majestie’s  Happy  Return’’  [1660];  “Poem  on  St.  James’s  Park,’’  1661;  “To  my 
Lady  Morton’’  (anon.)  1661;  “To  the  Queen’’  [1663];  “Pompey  the  Great’’  (with 
others;  anon.),  1664;  “Upon  her  Majesties  new  buildings  at  Somerset  House,’’  1665; 
“Instructions  to  a  Painter, ’’  1666.  Posthumous:  “The  Maids  Tragedy  altered,  etc.,’* 
1690.  Collected  TForfcs:  “Poems,”  ed.  by  G.  T.  Drury  1893.  Life:  by  P.  Stockdale, 
1772.— Sharp,  R.  Farquh  arson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  291. 


PERSONAL 

He  is  of  somewhat  above  a  middle  stat¬ 
ure,  thin  body,  not  at  all  robust:  fine  thin 
skin,  his  face  somewhat  of  an  olivaster; 
his  hayre  frizzd,  of  a  brownish  colour  ;  full 
eye,  popping  out  and  working,  ovall 
faced,  his  forehead  high  and  full  of 
wrinckles.  His  head  but  small,  braine 
very  hott  and  apt  to  be  cholerique — 
Quanto  doctior,  eo  iracundior. — Cicero. 
He  is  something  magisterial!,  and  haz  a 
great  mastership  of  the  English  language. 
He  is  of  admirable  and  gracefull  elocu¬ 
tion  and  exceeding  ready.  ...  He 
haz  but  a  tender  weake  body,  but  was 
alwayes  very  temperate  .  .  .  (quaere 

Samuel  Butler)  made  him  damnable  drunke 
at  Somerset-house,  where,  at  the  water- 
stayreshefelldowne  and  had  a  cruell  fall. 
'Twas  pitty  to  use  such  a  sweet  swan  so 
inhumanely.  He  hath  a  great  memory 
and  remembers  a  history  etc.  etc.  best 
when  read  to  him :  he  uses  to  make  his 
daughters  read  to  him.  Yet,  notwith¬ 
standing  his  great  witt  and  mastership  in 
rhetorique  etc.  he  will  oftentimes  be 
guilty  of  mispelling  in  English.  He 
writes  a  lamentably  (bad)  hand  as  bad  (as) 


the  scratching  of  a  hen. — Aubrey,  John, 
1669-96,  Brief  Lives,  ed.  Clark,  vol.  II, 
pp.  276,  277. 

When  he  had  lost  all  hopes  of  Sacha- 
rissa,  he  looked  round  him  for  an  easier 
conquest,  and  gained  a  Lady  of  the  family 
of  Bresse,  or  Breaux.  The  time  of  his 
marriage  is  not  exactly  known.  It  has 
not  been  discovered  that  his  wife  was  won 
by  his  poetry  ;  nor  is  anything  told  of  her, 
but  that  she  brought  him  many  children. 
He  doubtless  praised  some  whom  he  would 
have  been  afraid  to  marry,  and  perhaps 
married  one  whom  he  would  have  been 
ashamed  to  praise.  Many  qualities  con¬ 
tribute  to  domestick  happiness,  upon 
which  poetry  has  no  colours  to  bestow; 
and  many  airs  and  sallies  may  delight  im¬ 
agination,  which  he  who  flatters  them 
never  can  approve.  There  are  charms 
made  only  for  distant  admiration.  No 
spectacle  is  nobler  than  a  blaze. — John¬ 
son,  Samuel,  1779,  Waller ,  Lives  of  the 
English  Poets. 

The  courtly  Waller,  like  the  lady  in  the 
“Maids’  Tragedy,”  loved  with  his  ambi¬ 
tion,— not  with  his  eyes;  still  less  with 
his  heart.  A  critic,  in  designating  the 
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poets  of  that  time,  says  truly  that  “Wal¬ 
ler  still  lives  in  Sacharissa:”  he  lives  in 
her  name  more  than  she  does  in  his  poetry ; 
he  gave  that  name  a  charm  and  a  celebrity 
which  has  survived  the  admiration  his 
verses  inspired,  and  which  has  assisted  to 
preserve  them  and  himself  from  oblivion. 

.  .  .  Waller’s  Sacharissa  was  the 

Lady  Dorothea  Sydney,  the  eldest  daughter 
of  the  Earl  of  Leicester,  and  born  in  1620. 
At  the  time  he  thought  fit  to  make  her 
the  object  of  his  homage,  she  was  about 
eighteen,  beautiful,  accomplished,  and  ad¬ 
mired.  Waller  was  handsome,  rich,  a 
wit,  and  five-and-twenty.  He  had  ever 
an  excellent  opinion  of  himself,  and  a 
prudent  care  of  his  worldly  interests. 
He  was  a  great  poet,  in  days  when  Spen¬ 
ser  was  forgotten,  Milton  neglected,  and 
Pope  unborn.  .  .  .  The  lady  was 

content  to  be  the  theme  of  a  fashionable 
poet:  but  when  he  presumed  farther,  she 
crushed  all  hopes  with  the  most  undis¬ 
guised  aversion  and  disdain. — -Jameson, 
Anna  Brownell,  1829,  The  Loves  of  the 
Poets,  vol.  ii,  pp.  15,  16,  17. 

The  wife  and  the  mother  may  be  said, 
however,  to  have  survived,  in  the  popular 
memory,  the  gallant  husband,  and  the 
clever  but  unstable  son.  Sacharissa  is  a 
name  more  universally  known  than  the 
name  and  title  of  either  Lady  Spencer  or 
Countess  of  Sunderland.  Waller  formed 
the  name  “pleasantly, ’ '  as  he  was  wont  to 
Bay,  from  saccharum,  sugar.  Whether 
Waller  were  ever  more  than  her  poetical 
suitor  may  be  doubted  ;  though  Dorothy 
is  said  to  have  once  rejected  his  suit. 
Manchester,  Duke  of,  1864,  Court  and 
Society  from  Elizabeth  to  Anne,  vol.  I,  p. 
354. 

With  all  his  brilliant  poetic  gifts  and 
social  accomplishments,  Waller’s  seems  to 
have  been  a  mean  and  poor  nature — selfish 
and  pleasure-loving  in  prosperity,  and  ab¬ 
ject  and  servile  in  adversity.  — Tulloch, 
JOHN,  1872,  Rational  Theology  and  Chris¬ 
tian  Philosophy  in  England  in  the  Seven¬ 
teenth  Century,  vol.  I,  p.  110. 

As  Beatrice  and  Laura  represent  the 
ideal  lady  of  Dante  and  of  Petrarch’s  age, 
so  Waller’s  Sacharissa  is  the  type  of  all 
that  was  fair  and  excellent  in  the  woman¬ 
hood  of  the  seventeenth  century.  But 
Sacharissa,  unlike  ces  belles  dames  du 
terns  jadis,  is  more  for  us  than  a  mere 
dream  of  beauty  and  goodness.  She 


has  a  very  attractive  and  interesting 
personality  of  her  own.  The  pictures  of 
her  which  Vandyke  painted,  as  she  ap¬ 
peared  to  Waller  in  the  bloom  of  her 
youthful  loveliness,  adorn  the  walls  of 
more  than  one  ancient  and  stately  house. 
At  Penshurst,  at  Althrop,  at  Petworth, 
we  see  her  under  many  forms  and  in  many 
different  costumes,  and  always,  as  Horace 
Walpole  said,  “charmingly  handsome.’’ 
—Cartwright,  Julia  (Mrs.  Henry  Ady,) 
1893,  Sacharissa;  Some  Account  of  Dorothy 
Sidney,  Countess  of  Sunderland,  Preface, 
p.  v. 

GENERAL 

The  best  of  poets. — Denham,  Sir  John, 
1642,  Cooper's  Hill. 

The  |  Workes  |  of  [  Edmond  Waller  ) 
Esquire,  |  Lately  a  Member  of  the  Hon  1 
ourable  House  of  |  Commons,  in  this 
Present  Parliament.  |  London,  j  Printed 
for  Thomas  Walkley.  |  1645.— Title  Page 
of  First  Edition. 

Waller  not  wants  the  glory  of  his  verse : 

And  moots  o.  noble  praise,  in  every  Lino. 

—Daniel,  George,  1647,  A  Vindication 
of  Poesy. 

I  cannot  but  bewail  the  transitoriness 
of  their  fame,  as  well  as  other  men’s, 
when  1  hear  Mr.  Waller  is  turned  to  bur¬ 
lesque  among  them,  while  he  is  alive, 
which  never  happened  to  old  poets  till 
many  years  after  their  death  ;  and  though 
I  never  knew  him  enough  to  adore  him  as 
many  have  done,  and  easily  believe  he  may 
be,  as  your  Lordship  says,  enough  out  of 
fashion,  yet  I  am  apt  to  think  some  of  the 
old  cut-work  bands  were  of  as  fine  thread, 
and  as  well  wrought,  as  any  of  our  new 
points;  and,  at  least,  that  all  the  wit  he 
and  his  company  spent,  in  heightening 
love  and  friendship,  was  better  employed, 
than  what  is  laid  out  so  prodigally  by  the 
modern  wits,  in  the  mockery  of  all  sorts 
of  religion  and  government. — Temple,  Sir 
William,  1667,  Letter  to  Lord  Lisle, 
August. 

Waller,  by  Nature  for  the  Bays  design’d, 
With  Force  nud  Fire,  and  Fancy  uuconfln'd 
In  Panegyric,  does  excel  Mankind. 

— Rochester,  Earl  of,  1678,  An  Allu¬ 
sion  to  the  tenth  Satire  of  the  first  book  of 
Horace. 

Chaucer  threw  in  Latin,  French,  Pro- 
vengal,  and  other  languages,  like  new 
stum  to  raise  a  fermentation;  in  Queen 
Elizabeth’s  time,  it  grew  fine,  but  came 
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not  to  an  head  and  spirit,  did  not  shine 
and  sparkle,  till  Mr.  Waller  set  it  a  run¬ 
ning. — Rymer,  Thomas,  1678-92,  A 

Short  View  of  the  Tragedy  of  the  Last  Age. 
Waller  came  last,  but  woa  tbe  first  whose  art 
Just  weight  and  measure  did  to  verse  impart , 
That  of  a  well-placed  word  could  teach  the 
force, 

And  show’d  for  poetry  a  nobler  course ; 

Hts  happy  genius  did  our  tongue  refine, 

And  easy  words  with  pleasing  numbers  join : 
His  verses  to  good  method  did  apply, 

And  changed  hard  discord  to  soft  harmony. 
AH  own’d  liis  laws ;  which  long  approved  and 
tried, 

To  present  authors  now  may  be  a  guide 
Tread  boldly  in  his  steps,  secure  from  fear, 
And  bo,  like  him,  in  your  expressions  clear. 

— Soame,  Sir  Walter,  1683,  The  Art  of 
Poetry,  rev.  Dryden. 

Long  did  the  untun’d  world  in  ignorance 
stray, 

Producing  nothing  that  was  great  and  gay, 
Till  taught  by  thee  the  true  poetic  way ; 
Rough  were  the  tracks  before,  dull  and  ob 
scare, 

Nor  pleasure  nor  instruction  could  procure; 
Their  thoughtless  labours  could  no  passion 
move 

Sore,  in  that  age,  the  poets  knew  not  love. 
That  charming  god,  like  apparitions,  then, 
Was  only  talked  on,  bnt  ne'er  seen  by  men. 
Darkness  was  o’er  tbe  Muses’  land  displayed, 
And  even  the  chosen  tribe  uugnided  strayed, 
Till,  by  thee  rescued  from  the  Egyptian 
night, 

They  now  look  up  and  view  the  god  of  light, 
That  tanght  them  how  to  love,  and  how  to 
write. 

— Been,  Aphra,  1687,  On  the  Death  of 
Waller. 

While  tender  airs  and  lovely  dames  inspire 
Soft  melting  thoughts,  and  propagate  desire; 
So  long  shall  Waller’s  strains  our  passion 
move, 

And  Sacharissa’s  beauty  kindle  love. 

— Addison,  Joseph,  1694,  An  Account  of 
the  Greatest  English  Poets. 

Waller  in  Granville  lives:  when  Mira  sings 
With  Waller’s  hand  he  strikes  the  sounding 
strings, 

With  sprightly  turns  his  noble  genius  shines, 
Aud  manly  sense  adorns  his  easy  lines. 

— Gay,  John,  1714,  On  a  Miscellany  of 
Poems. 

Britain  to  soft  refinement  less  a  foe, 

Wit  grew  polite,  and  numbers  learn 'd  to  flow, 
Waller  was  smooth. 

—Pope,  Alexander,  1733,  The  First 
Epistle  of  the  second  book  of  Horace. 


Parent  of  harmony  in  English  verse, 

Whose  tuneful  Muse  in  sweetest  accents 
flows, 

In  couplets  first  tanght  straggling  sense  to 
close. 

—Churchill,  Charles,  1761,  The  Apol¬ 
ogy 

Waller  was  the  first  refiner  of  English 
poetry,  at  least  of  English  rhyme;  but 
his  performances  still  abound  with  many 
faults,  and  what  is  more  material,  they 
contain  but  feeble  and  superficial  beauties. 
Gaitey,  wit,  and  ingenuity,  are  their  rul¬ 
ing  character  :  they  aspire  not  to  the  Bub- 
lime ;  still  less  to  the  pathetic.  They 
treat  of  love,  without  making  us  feel 
any  tenderness ;  and  abound  in  panegyric, 
without  exciting  admiration.  The  pane¬ 
gyric,  however,  on  Cromwell,  contains 
more  force  than  we  should  expect  from 
the  other  compositions  of  this  poet.- — 
Hume,  David,  1762,  The  History  of  Eng¬ 
land ,  The  Commonwealth. 

Our  poetry  was  not  quite  harmonized  in 
Waller’s  time;  so  that  this,  [“On  the 
Death  of  the  Lord  Protector.”]  which 
would  be  now  looked  upon  as  a  slovenly 
sort  of  versification,  was,  with  respect 
to  the  times  in  which  it  was  written,  al¬ 
most  a  prodigy  of  harmony.  A  modern 
reader  will  chiefly  be  struck  with  the 
strength  of  thinking  and  the  turn  of  the 
compliments  bestowed  upon  the  Usurper. 
Every  body  has  heard  the  answer  our  poet 
made  Charles  II.  who  asked  him  how  his 
poem  upon  Cromwell  came  to  be  finer  than 
his  panegyric  upon  himself.  Your  maj¬ 
esty,  replies  Waller,  knows,  that  poets 
always  succeed  best  in  fiction. — Gold¬ 
smith,  Oliver,  1767,  The  Beauties  of  Eng¬ 
lish  Poetry. 

Edmund  Waller,  sometimes  styled  “the 
English  Tibullus,”  excelled  all  his  prede¬ 
cessors,  in  harmonious  versification. 
His  love  verses  have  all  the  tenderness 
and  politeness  of  the  Roman  poet ;  and 
his  panegyric  on  Cromwell  has  been  ever 
esteemed  a  masterpiece  in  its  kind.  His 
vein  is  never  redundant,  like  that  of  Cow¬ 
ley  ;  we  frequently  wish  he  had  said  more, 
but  never  that  he  had  said  less. — Gran¬ 
ger,  James,  1769-1824,  Biographical  His¬ 
tory  of  England,  vol.  ill,  p.  125. 

His  works  gave  a  new  era  to  English 
poetry.— Stockdale,  Percival,  1772 
Life  of  Waller. 

The  delicacy,  which  he  cultivated. 
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restrains  him  to  a  certain  nicety  and  cau¬ 
tion,  even  when  he  writes  upon  the  slight¬ 
est  matter.  He  has,  therefore,  in  his 
whole  volume,  nothing  burlesque,  and  sel¬ 
dom  any  thing  ludicrous  or  familiar.  He 
seems  always  to  do  his  best;  though  his 
subjects  are  often  unworthy  of  his  care. 
.  .  .  The  amorous  verses  have  this  to 

recommend  them,  that  they  are  less  hy¬ 
perbolical  than  those  of  some  other  poets. 
Waller  is  not  always  at  the  last  gasp;  he 
does  not  die  of  a  frown,  nor  live  upon 
a  smile.  There  is,  however,  too  much 
love,  and  too  many  trifles.  Little  things 
are  made  too  important ;  and  the  Empire 
of  Beauty  is  represented  as  exerting  its 
influence  further  than  can  be  allowed  by 
the  multiplicity  of  human  passions,  and 
the  variety  of  human  wants. 

He  certainly  very  much  excelled  in 
smoothness  most  of  the  writers  who  were 
living  when  his  poetry  commenced.  .  .  . 
The  general  character  of  his  poetry  is 
elegance  and  gaiety.  He  is  never  pathet- 
ick.  and  very  rarely  sublime.  He  seems 
neither  to  have  a  mind  much  elevated  by 
nature,  nor  amplified  by  learning.  His 
thoughts  are  such  as  a  liberal  conversa¬ 
tion  and  large  acquaintance  with  life  would 
easily  supply.  ...  Of  the  praise  of 
Waller,  though  much  may  be  taken  away, 
much  will  remain  ;  for  it  cannot  be  denied 
that  he  added  something  to  our  elegance 
of  diction,  and  something  to  our  propriety 
of  thought. — Johnson,  Samuel,  1779, 
Waller,  Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

Waller,  whom  you  proscribe.  Sir,  owed 
his  reputation  to  the  graces  of  his  manner, 
though  he  frequently  stumbled,  and  even 
fell  flat;  but  a  few  of  his  smaller  pieces 
are  as  graceful  as  possible :  one  might 
say  that  he  excelled  in  painting  ladies  in 
enamel,  but  could  not  succeed  in  portraits 
in  oil,  large  as  life. — Walpole,  Horace, 
1785,  Letters  (To  J.  Pinkerton),  ed.  Cun¬ 
ningham,  vol.  vm,  p.  564. 

To  say  of  Carew  that  he  is  superior  to 
Waller,  is  saying  nothing;  for  if  every 
line  of  Waller  were  lost,  I  know  not  that 
poetry  would  have  much  to  lament.  The 
works  of  both  however  should  be  pre¬ 
served,  and  I  hope  ever  will  be,  as  neces¬ 
sary  to  mark  the  progress  of  our  language 
toward  refinement. — Drake,  Nathan, 
1798-1820,  Literary  Hours ,  No.  xxviii. 

If  Waller  differed  from  the  Cowleian  sect 
of  writers,  he  differed  for  the  worse.  He 


had  as  little  poetry  as  they,  and  much  less 
wit;  nor  is  the  langour  of  his  verses  less 
offensive  than  the  ruggedness  of  theirs.— 
Macaulay,  Thomas  Babington,  1828, 
Dryden,  Edinburgh  Review,  Critical  and 
Miscellaneous  Essays. 

His  reputation  was  great,  and  some¬ 
what  more  durable  than  that  of  similar 
poets  has  generally  been :  he  did  not  wit¬ 
ness  its  decay  in  his  own  protracted  life, 
nor  was  it  much  diminished  at  the  begin¬ 
ning  of  the  next  century.  Nor  was  this 
wholly  undeserved.  Waller  has  a  more 
uniform  elegance,  a  more  sure  facility  and 
happiness  of  expression,  and,  above  all,  a 
greater  exemption  from  glaring  faults, 
such  as  pedantry,  extravagance,  conceit, 
quaintnes3,  obscurity,  ungrammatical  and 
unmeaning  constructions,  than  any  of  the 
Caroline  era  with  whom  he  would  naturally 
be  compared.  We  have  only  to  open 
Carew  or  Lovelace  to  perceive  the  differ¬ 
ence  ;  not  that  Waller  is  wholly  without 
some  of  these  faults,  but  that  they  are 
much  less  frequent.  .  .  .  If  he  rarely 

sinks,  he  never  rises  very  high  ;  and  we 
find  much  good  sense  and  selection,  much 
skill  in  the  mechanism  of  language  and 
metre,  without  ardor  and  without  imagi¬ 
nation.  In  his  amorous  poetry  he  has  lit¬ 
tle  passion  or  sensibility  ;  but  he  is  never 
free  and  petulant,  never  tedious,  and 
never  absurd.  His  praise  consists  much 
in  negations;  but,  in  a  comparative  esti¬ 
mate,  perhaps  negations  ought  to  count 
fora  good  deal.— Hallam,  Henry,  1837- 
39,  Introduction  to  the  Literature  of  Eu¬ 
rope,  pt.  iv,  cA.  v,  par.  22. 

The  crying  truth  is  louder  than  Mr. 
Hallam,  and  cries,  in  spite  of  Fame,  with 
whom  poor  Waller  was  an  “enfant 
trouvS, M  an  heir  by  chance,  rather  than 
merit, — that  he  is  feeble  poetically  quite 
as  surely  as  morally  and  politically,  and 
that,  so  far  from  being  an  equal  and  sus¬ 
tained  poet,  he  has  not  strength  for  unity 
even  in  his  images,  nor  for  continuity  in 
his  thoughts,  nor  for  adequacy  in  his  ex¬ 
pression,  nor  for  harmony  in  his  versifi¬ 
cation. — Browning,  Elizabeth  Barrett, 
1842-63,  The  Book  of  the  Poets. 

Edmund  Waller  hardly  deserves  a  place 
among  the  best  names  in  English  litera¬ 
ture,  either  as  a  poet  or  as  a  man  ;  and  in 
giving  him  a  small  space  here,  I  yield  my 
own  judgement  to  that  of  Dryden  and 
Pope.  .  .  .  As  a  poet,  Waller  is  certainly 
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“smooth,”  as  Pope  styles  him,  and  com¬ 
paratively  destitute  of  that  affectation 
which  characterizes  most  of  his  contempo¬ 
raries.— CLEVELAND,  Charles  D.,  1848,  A 
Compendium  of  English  Literature ,  p.  314. 

Waller’s  poems  were  universally  read 
and  admired  in  the  age  in  which  they  were 
published:  nor  was  their  general  popular¬ 
ity  much  diminished  during  the  early  por¬ 
tion  of  the  last  century.  The  greater 
part  of  them  now  seldom  find  a  reader ; 
and  the  large  majority  of  educated  Eng¬ 
lishmen  are  familiar  with  only  a  few  lines 
of  Waller  ;  yet  these  few  lines  are  such 
standard  favourites,  that  their  author’s 
poetical  reputation  is  safely  preserved  by 
them.— Creasy,  Sir  Edward,  1850-76, 
Memoirs  of  Eminent  Etonians,  p.  132. 

Pope  said  of  Waller,  that  he  would  have 
been  a  better  poet  had  he  entertained  less 
admiration  of  people  in  power.  But  surely 
it  was  the  excess  of  that  propensity  which 
inspired  him.  He  was  naturally  timid  and 
servile ;  and  poetry  is  the  flower  of  a 
nan’s  real  nature,  whatever  it  be,  pro- 
ided  there  be  intellect  and  music  enough 
.o  bring  it  to  bear.  Waller’s  very  best 
pieces  are  those  in  praise  of  soverign  au¬ 
thority  and  of  a  disdainful  mistress.  He 
would  not  have  sung  Saccharissa  so  well 
had  she  favored  him.  —Hunt,  Leigh,  1851, 
Table-Tall:,  p.  136. 

Waller  of  the  silvery  tongue,  . 

— Lytton,  Edward  Lord,  1860,  St.  Ste¬ 
phen’s,  pt.  i. 

There  are  not,  perhaps,  two  hundred 
really  good  lines  in  all  Waller’s  poetry. 
Extravagant  conceits,  feeble  verses,  and 
defective  rhymes  are  constantly  recurring, 
although  the  poems,  being  mostly  short, 
are  not  tedious.  Of  elevated  imagina¬ 
tion,  profound  thought,  or  passion,  he 
was  utterly  destitute;  and  it  is  only  in 
detached  passages,  single  stanzas,  or 
small  pieces,  finished  with  great  care  and 
elegance,  as  the  lines  on  a  lady’s  girdle, 
those  on  the  dwarfs,  and  a  few  of  the 
lyrics,  that  we  can  discern  that  play  of 
fancy,  verbal  sweetness,  and  harmony 
which  gave  so  great  a  name  to  Waller  for 
more  than  a  hundred  years. — Carru- 
thers,  Robert,  I860,  Waller,  Eneydo- 
pcedia  Britannica,  8th  ed.,  vol.  xxi,  p.  691. 

The  passages  of  merit  in  Waller’s  writ¬ 
ings  that  elevate  him  from  “the  mob  of 
gentlemen  who  wrote  with  ease,”  prove 
that  he  had  the  intellect  to  be  a  far 


greater  poet  than  he  was,  but  he  had  not 
the  heart.  He  was  a  brilliant  wit,  an  el¬ 
egant  verse-writer,  but  he  was  as  desti¬ 
tute  of  deep  feeling  as  he  was  of  high 
principle.  It  was  only  when  trembling  on 
the  borders  of  the  grave  that  he  mani¬ 
fested  anything  like  a  noble  and  generous 
emotion.  ...  He  was  unfaithful  to 
the  trust  reposed  in  him,  and,  \vith  full 
and  brilliant  capacity,  fell  immeasurably 
below  the  high  office  of  the  bard.  Rice, 
G.  E.,  1860,  Edmund  Waller,  North 
American  Review,  vol.  91,  pp.  383,  384. 

One  thing  must  be  admitted  in  regard 
to  Waller’s  poetry:  it  is  free  from  all 
mere  verbiage  and  empty  sound;  if  he 
rarely  or  never  strikes  a  very  powerful 
note,  there  is  at  least  always  something 
for  the  fancy  or  the  understanding,  as 
well  as  for  the  ear,  in  what  he  writes. 
He  abounds  also  in  ingenious  thoughts, 
which  he  dresses  to  the  best  advantage, 
and  exhibits  with  great  transparency  of 
style.  Eminent,  however,  as  he  is  in  his 
class,  he  must  be  reckoned  among  that 
subordinate  class  of  poets  who  think  and 
express  themselves  chiefly  in  similitudes, 
not  among  thosewho  conceive  and  write  pas¬ 
sionately  and  metaphorically.  He  hadadec- 
orative  and  illuminating,  but  not  a  trans¬ 
forming  imagination.— Craik,  George  L., 
1861,  A  Compendious  History  of  English 
Literature  and  of  the  English  Language , 
vol.  II,  p.  102 

No  man  better  understood  the  art  of 
flattery  and  how  to  administer  it  with 
grace. — Scoones,  W.  Baptiste,  1880, 
Four  Centuries  of  English  Letters,  p.  95. 

He  seizes  anything  frivolous,  new,  or 
convenient,  on  the  wing;  and  his  poetry 
is  only  a  written  conversation, — I  mean 
the  conversation  which  goes  on  at  a  ball, 
when  people  speak  for  the  sake  of  speak¬ 
ing,  lifting  a  lock  of  one’s  wig,  or  twist¬ 
ing  about  a  glove.  Gallantry,  as  Jie  con¬ 
fesses,  holds  the  chief  place  here,  and  one 
may  be  pretty  certain  that  the  love  is  not 
over-sincere.  In  fact,  Waller  sighs  on 
purpose  (Sacharissa  had  a  fine  dowry),  or 
at  least  fur  the  sake  of  good  manners; 
that  which  is  most  evident  in  his  tender 
poems  is,  that  he  aims  at  a  flowing  style 
and  good  rhymes.  He  is  affected,  he  ex¬ 
aggerates,  he  strains  after  wit,  he  is  al¬ 
ways  an  author.  .  .  .  Nevertheless  Wal¬ 
ler  is  usually  amiable;  a  sort  of  brilliant 
light  floats  like  a  halo  round  his  verses; 
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he  is  always  elegant,  often  graceful. 
His  gracefulness  is  like  the  perfume 
exhaled  from  the  world  ;  fresh  toilettes, 
ornamented  drawing-rooms,  the  abun¬ 
dance  and  all  those  refined  and  delicate 
comforts  give  to  the  soul  a  sort  of  sweet¬ 
ness  which  is  breathed  forth  in  obliging 
compliments  and  smiles.  Waller  has  such, 
and  that  most  flattering,  apropos  of  a  bud, 
a  girdle,  a  rose.  .  .  .  All  his  verses 

flow  with  a  continuous  harmony,  clearness, 
facility,  though  his  voice  is  never  raised, 
or  out  of  tune,  or  rough,  nor  loses  its 
true  accent,  except  by  the  worldling’s 
affectation,  which  regularly  varies  all 
tones  in  order  to  soften  them.  Ilis  poetry 
resembles  one  of  those  pretty,  affected, 
bedizened  women,  busy  in  inclining  their 
head  on  one  side,  and  murmuring  with  a 
soft  voice  commonplace  things  which  they 
cannot  be  said  to  think,  yet  agreeable  in 
their  beribboned  dress,  and  who  would 
please  altogether  if  they  did  not  dream  of 
always  pleasing. —Taint,,  H.  A.,  1871, 
History  of  English  Literature,  tr.  Van 
Laun,  vol.  i,  bk.  iii,  ch.  i,  pp.  498,  500. 

As  a  poet  he  is  nothing  but  a  rhetori¬ 
cian.  — Scherr,  J.,  1874-82,  A  History 
of  English  Literature,  p.  114. 

Had  he  owned  a  larger  and  more  sincere 
nature  we  might  have  had  in  him  a  great 
poet.— Smith,  George  Barnett,  1875, 
English  Fugitive  Poets,  Poets  and  Novelists, 
p.  389. 

With  the  poems  of  Denham  he  [“Vol¬ 
taire”]  was  greatly  pleased;  and  of  Wal¬ 
ler,  whose  “Elegy  on  the  Death  of  Crom¬ 
well,”  he  has  translated  into  French  verse, 
he  speaks  in  terms  of  enthusiastic  admir¬ 
ation.  ranking  him  above  Voiture,  and 
observing  that,  “his  serious  compositions 
exhibits  strength  and  vigour  which  could 
not  have  been  expected  from  the  softness 
and  fluency  of  his  other  pieces.” — Col¬ 
lins,  John  Ciiurton,  1886,  Voltaire  in 
England,  p.  283. 

Waller  has  come  to  a  casual  literary 
importance  in  these  days  under  the  deft 
talking  and  writing  of  those  dilettante 
critics  who  would  make  this  author  the 
pivot  (as  it  were)  on  which  British  poesy 
swung  away  from  the  “hysterical  riot  of 
the  Jacobeans”  into  measured  and  orderly 
classic  cadence.  It  is  a  large  influence  to 
attribute  to  a  single  writer,  though  his 
grace  and  felicities  go  far  to  justify  it. 
And  it  is  further  to  be  remembered  that 


such  critics  are  largely  given  to  the  dis¬ 
cussion  of  technique  only  ;  they  write  as 
distinct  art-masters;  while  we,  who  are 
taking  our  paths  along  English  Letters 
for  many  other  things  besides  art  and 
rhythm,  will,  I  trust,  be  pardoned  for 
thinking  that  there  is  very  little  pith  or 
weighty  matter  in  this  great  master  of 
the  juggleries  of  sound. — Mitchell,  Don¬ 
ald  G.,  1890,  English  Lands  Letters  and 
Kings,  From  Elizabeth  to  Anne,  p.  149. 

When  all  claims  and  candidates  have 
been  considered,  it  is  really  to  Edmund 
Waller  that  is  due  the  “negative  inspira¬ 
tion”  (the  phrase  is  borrowed  from 
Sainte-Beuve)  of  closing  up  within  bands 
of  smoothness  and  neatness  the  wild  locks 
of  the  British  muse.  He  was  the  English 
Malherbe,  and  wrote  with  the  same  con¬ 
stitutional  contempt  for  his  predecessors. 
— Gosse,  Edmund,  1897,  A  Short  History 
of  Modern  English  Literature,  p.  157. 

No  poetical  reputation  has  suffered  such 
vicissitudes  as  that  of  Edmund  Waller: 
described,  in  the  inscription  upon  his 
tomb,  as  “inter  poetassui  temporis  facile 
princeps,”  it  was  still  possible,  in  1766, 
to  introduce  him  to  the  readers  of  the 
Biographia  Britannica  as  “the  most  cele¬ 
brated  Lyric  Poet  that  ever  England  pro¬ 
duced.”  .  .  .  The  revolt  against  clas¬ 

sicism  extinguished  the  reputation  of‘ 
Waller,  as  it  impaired  that  of  men  in 
every  way  greater  than  he.  He 

is  credited  with  having  polished  his  poetry 
like  marble,  but  his  execution  is  frequently 
careless,  and  his  ear  was  by  no  means  ex¬ 
ceptionally  acute.  He  uses  the  feeble  ex¬ 
pletive  “so”  upwards  of  twenty  times  as 
a  rhyme,  and  occasionally  he  is  satisfied 
with  an  assonance.  Of  the  “essence  of 
poetry,  invention,”  he  was  practically 
destitute,  but  it  would  be  difficult  to  find 
in  the  whole  range  of  English  Poetry  any 
one  more  uniformly  successful  in  improv¬ 
ing  an  occasion.  To  many  people  his 
verses  on  this  or  that  public  occasion 
must  have  come  as  a  relief,  after  the 
“conceited”  obscurities  of  Donne.  He 
makes  no  great  demand  on  the  understand¬ 
ing,  he  is  singularly  free  from  conceits, 
and  his  classical  allusions  are  the  most 
trite  and  ordinary.  .  .  The  general 

level  of  Waller’s  lyrical  work  is  distinctly 
high.— Drury,  G.  Thorn,  1893,  ed..  The 
Poems  of  Edmund  Waller,  pp.  lxix,  Ixxi, 
lxxiii. 
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Waller's  powers  would  certainly  be  in 
higher  repute,  but  for  the  trivial  or  tran¬ 
sitory  interests  to  which  he  gave  them. 
The  court  poet  pays  dearly  for  his  court¬ 
liness  at  last.  He  bestows  the  best  of  his 
experience  upon  perishable  or  unprofitable 
matter,  and  we  are  surprised  rather  than 
pleased  to  find  not  the  fly  in  amber,  but 
amber  in  the  fly.— Tovey,  Rev.  Duncan 


C.,  1897,  Reviews  and  Essays  in  English 
Literature,  p .  101. 

Most  of  his  poems  are  occasional,  and 
many  of  them  trivial  in  their  immediate 
subject,  but  they  are  polished  with  the 
utmost  care  and  good  taste.  His  panegy¬ 
rics  and  complimentary  verses  are  grace¬ 
ful  and  often  dignified.  Masterman,  J. 
Howard B.,1887,  T/teAgeof  Milton.p.124. 


Ralph  Cudworth 

1617-1688 


Ralph  Cudworth  was  born  at  Aller  in  Somersetshire  in  1617.  His  father,  also  a 
learned  man,  died  in  1624,  and  his  mother  then  married  Dr.  Stoughton,  who  took  the 
greatest  pains  with  his  stepson's  education.  In  1630  he  went  to  Emmanuel  College, 
Cambridge.  In  1640,  after  a  brilliant  university  career,  he  wfas  presented  to  the  Rec¬ 
tory  of  North  Cadbury,  Somersetshire.  He  was  not  long  a  parish  priest,  for  in  1644 
he  was  appointed  Master  of  Clare  and  stopped  at  Cambridge,  almost  without  break, 
for  the  remaining  forty-four  years  of  his  life.  He  was,  in  1645,  appointed  Regius 
Professor  of  Hebrew;  in  1654,  Master  of  Christ’8;  and  in  1678  Prebendary  of  Glou¬ 
cester  Cathedral.  He  died  in  1688.  Cudworth  is  best  known  by  his  “True  Intellectual 
System  of  the  Universe”  (1678),  and  his  "Treatise  on  Eternal  and  Immutable  Moral¬ 
ity”  (not  published  till  1731).  He  also  wrote  a  “Discourse  concerning  the  true 
Notion  of  the  Lord’s  Supper,”  a  “Treatise  of  Free  Will,”  a  couple  of  sermons,  and  a 
work  on  Daniel’s  prophecy  of  the  LXX  weeks. — Craik,  Henry,  1893,  ed.,  English 
Prose,  vol.  II.  p.  581. 


PERSONAL 

He  was  a  man  of  great  conduct  and 
prudence;  upon  which  his  enemies  did 
very  falsely  accuse  him  of  craft  and  dis¬ 
simulation.— Burnet,  Gilbert,  1715-34, 
History  of  My  Own  Time. 

Of  his  personal  character  and  manners 
we  have  no  description;  nor  is  it  easy  to 
discern  the  familiar  lineaments  of  the 
man,  as  he  lived  and  moved  among  his 
friends,  through  all  the  meagre  and  des¬ 
ultory  vagueness  of  Birch’s  “Account,” 
or  any  other  notices  of  his  life  which  have 
come  down  to  us.  In  his  correspondence 
with  Worthington,  we  have  seen  some 
trace  of  a  slight  narrowness  and  jealousy 
of  temper;  but  this  is  a  mere  transitory 
ebullition,  which  after  all  may  mean  very 
little.  More’s  more  agile  and  discursive 
spirit  had  outstripped  him  in  his  favourite 
intellectual  ambition  of  writing  a  book  on 
“Natural  Ethics,”  and  some  soreness  of 
feeling  was  excusable  in  the  circumstan¬ 
ces.  Such  indications  as  we  can  gather 
point  upon  the  whole  to  an  elevated  and 
noble  character — a  spirit  not  only  free 
from  the  vulgar  sectarianisms  of  the  time, 
but  intent  upon  high  objects,  and  gener¬ 
ous  as  it  was  lofty.  His  portrait  conveys 


the  same  impression.  If  somewhat  heavily 
lined,  like  that  of  Whichcote,  and  even 
touched  with  austerity  in  its  massive  and 
long-drawn  features,  it  is  also  full  of 
sweetness.  The  face  is  that  of  a  severe 
and  powerful,  but  also  a  gentle-minded 
and  tolerantly  meditative,  student. — Tul- 
LOCH,  John,  1872,  Rational  Theology  and 
Christian  Philosophy  in  England  in  the 
Seventeenth  Century ,  vol.  II,  p.  225. 

INTELLECTUAL  SYSTEM  OF  THE 
UNIVERSE 
1678 

Raised  such  strong  objections  against 
the  being  of  God,  and  Providence,  that 
many  think  he  has  not  answered  them.— 
Dryden,  John,  1697,  The  JEneid ,  Dedi¬ 
cation. 

You  know  the  common  fate  of  those 
who  dare  to  appear  fair  authors.  What 
was  that  pious  and  learned  man’s  case, 
who  wrote  the  intellectual  system  of  the 
universe?  1  confess  it  was  pleasant 
enough  to  consider,  that  though  the  whole 
world  were  no  less  satisfied  with  his  ca¬ 
pacity  and  learning,  than  with  his  sincer¬ 
ity  in  the  cause  of  Deity ;  yet  was  he  ac¬ 
cused  of  giving  the  upperhand  to  the 
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Atheists,  for  having  only  stated  their  rea¬ 
sons,  and  those  of  their  adversaries,  fairly 
together.— Cooper.  Anthony  Ashley 
(Lord  Siiaftesdury),  1709,  The  Moralist, 
pi.  ii,  sec.  iii,  p.  19G. 

The  very  slowest  were  able  to  unravel 
his  secret  purpose  to  tell  the  world  that 
he  was  an  atheist  in  his  heart  and  an 
Arian  in  his  book!  Would  the  reader 
know  the  consequence? — why  the  zealots 
inflamed  the  bigots? — 

“  ’Twos  the  time’s  plague,  when  madmen 
led  the  blind.” 

The  silly  calumny  was  believed  ;  the  much- 
injured  author  grew  disgusted  ;  his  ardour 
slackened ;  and  the  rest,  and  far  greatest 
part,  of  the  defence  never  appeared. — 
Warburton,  William,  1741,  Divine  Le¬ 
gation  of  Moses,  Preface,  vol.  II. 

Cudworth  never  wentout  of  his  way  for 
the  sake  of  paradox,  never  degenerated 
into  affectations  for  the  purpose  of  dis¬ 
playing  originality,  was  content  to  be  full 
of  his  subject,  instead  of  making  his  sub¬ 
ject  full  of  himself;  it  was  not  his  aim  to 
wrap  himself  in  the  clouds  of  conceited¬ 
ness,  and  to  make  himself  obscure  to  the 
multitude,  but  to  render  himself  as  intel¬ 
ligible  as  the  subject  would  admit.  His 
object  was  to  seek  for  the  truth  wherever 
it  might  be  found,  and  to  communicate 
truth  to  whomsoever  it  was  desirable. 
Seargill,  W.  P.,  1822,  Cudworth' s  Intel¬ 
lectual  System  of  the  Universe,  Retrospective 
Review ,  vol.  6,  p.  53. 

It  contains  the  greatest  mass  of  learn¬ 
ing  and  argument  that  ever  was  brought 
to  bear  on  atheism.  A  thousand  folio 
pages,  full  of  learned  quotations,  and  ref¬ 
erences  to  all  heathen  and  sacred  antiquity, 
demonstrate  the  fertility  and  laborious 
diligence  of  the  author.  And  whoever 
wishes  to  know  all  that  can  be  said  re¬ 
specting  liberty  and  necessity,  fate  and 
free-will,  eternal  reason  and  justice,  and 
arbitrary  omnipotence,  has  only  to  digest 
the  "  Intellectual  System." — Orme,  Will¬ 
iam,  1824,  Bibliotheca  Biblica. 

It  is  this  mine  of  recondite  quotations 
in  their  original  languages,  most  accur 
ately  translated,  which  has  imparted  such 
an  enduring  value  to  this  treasure  of  the 
ancient  theology,  philosophy,  and  litera¬ 
ture  :  for  however  subtle  and  logical  was 
the  mastermind  which  carried  on  his 
trains  of  reasoning,  its  abstract  and  ab¬ 
struse  nature  could  not  fail  to  prove 


repulsive  to  the  superficial ;  for  few  could 
follow  the  genius  who  led  them  into  "the 
very  darkest  recesses  of  antiquity,"  while 
his  passionless  sincerity  was  often  repug¬ 
nant  to  the  narrow  creed  of  the  orthodox. 

.  .  .  "The  Intellectual  System’’  has 

furnished  many  writers  with  their  second¬ 
ary  erudition,  and  possibly  may  have 
given  rise  to  that  portion  of  "the  Divine 
Legation"  of  Warburton  whose  ancient 
learning  we  admire  for  its  ingenuity, 
while  we  retreat  from  its  paradoxes ;  for 
there  is  this  difference  between  this  solid 
and  that  fanciful  erudition, — that  War¬ 
burton  has  proudly  made  his  subject  full 
of  himself,  while  Cudworth  was  earnest 
only  to  be  full  of  his  subject  — Disraeli, 
Isaac,  1841,  The  Intellectual  System, 
Amenities  qf  Literature 

As  a  vast  storehouse  of  learning,  and 
also  as  a  display  of  wonderful  powers  of 
subtle  and  far-reaching  speculation,  this 
celebrated  work  is  almost  unrivalled  in 
our  literature ;  and  it  is  also  written  in  a 
style  of  elastic  strength  and  compass 
which  places  its  author  in  a  high  rank 
among  our  prose  classics.  —  Craik, 
George  L.,  1861,  A  Compendious  History 
of  English  Literature  arid  of  the  English 
Language,  vol.  II,  p.  132. 

Cudworth,  who  was  much  superior  to 
Hume  in  learning,  and  much  inferior  to 
him  in  genius,  displayed,  in  his  great 
work  on  the  "Intellectual  System  of  the 
Universe,"  a  prodigious  erudition,  to 
prove  that,  in  the  ancient  world,  the  be¬ 
lief  in  one  God  was  a  prevailing  doctrine. 
Hume,  who  never  refers  to  Cudworth,  ar¬ 
rives  at  a  precisely  opposite  conclusion. 
Both  quoted  ancient  writers;  but  while 
Cudworth  drew  his  inferences  from  what 
he  found  in  those  writers,  Hume  drew  his 
from  what  he  found  in  his  own  mind. 
Cudworth,  being  more  learned,  relied  on 
his  reading:  Hume,  having  more  genius, 
relied  on  his  intellect.  Cudworth,  trained 
in  the  school  of  Bacon,  first  collected  the 
evidence,  and  then  passed  the  judgment. 
Hume,  formed  in  a  school  entirely  differ¬ 
ent,  believed  that  the  acuteness  of  the 
judge  was  more  important  than  the  quan¬ 
tity  of  the  evidence;  that  witnesses  were 
likely  to  prevaricate;  and  that  he  pos¬ 
sessed,  in  his  own  mind,  the  surest  mate¬ 
rials  for  arriving  at  an  accurate  conclu¬ 
sion.  It  is  not,  therefore,  strange,  that 
Cudworth  and  Hume,  pursuing  opposite 


386 


RALPH  CUD  WORTH 


methods,  should  have  obtained  opposite  re¬ 
sults,  since  such  a  discrepancy  is,  as  I  have 
already  pointed  out,  unavoidable,  when 
men  investigate,  according  to  different 
plans,  a  subject  which,  in  the  existing 
state  of  knowledge,  is  not  amenable  to 
scientific  treatment. — Buckle,  Henry 
Thomas,  1862,  History  of  Civilization  in 
England ,  vol.  m,  p.  348. 

Cudworth,  even  with  Mosheim’s  help, 
must  have  left  the  impression  upon  for¬ 
eign  scholars  that  our  scholarship  was 
somewhat  unwieldy.  The  admirers  of 
Descartes  must  have  thought  that  one 
who  was  in  a  certain  sense  his  English 
disciple,  had  not  caught  much  of  this 
lucid  method.  Yet  to  us  Cudworth  can 
never  be  an  unimportant  person.  In  the 
days  of  Hobbes,  in  the  days  when  the  no¬ 
tion  of  Hobbes  respecting  the  Divine  Be¬ 
ing  as  a  mere  power,  was  creeping  into 
the  minds  of  divines  of  various  schools, 
was  finding  props  in  Puritanism  and  in 
anti-Puritanism,  he  stood  forth  bravely 
and  nobly  as  the  asserter  of  a  moral 
Divinity,  as  the  witness  that  wherever  the 
idea  of  morality  is  wanting,  there  is  po¬ 
tential,  there  will  be  actual,  atheism. — 
Maurice,  Frederick  Denison,  1862-73, 
Moral  and  Metaphysical  Philosophy ,  vol.  II, 
p.  347. 

The  series  of  emancipations  of  morality 
begins  with  the  Intellectual  System  of 
Ralph  Cudworth.— Falckenberg,  Rich¬ 
ard,  1885-93,  History  of  Modem  Philos¬ 
ophy,  tr.  Armstrong,  p.  196. 

GENERAL 

An  excellent  and  learned  divine,  of 
highest  authority  at  home,  and  fame 
abroad. — Cooper,  Anthony  Ashley 
(Lord  Shaftesbury),  1711-23,  Miscella¬ 
neous  Reflections,  Characteristics ,  pt.  ii,  ck.  ii. 

He  wTas  a  good  antiquary,  mathemati¬ 
cian,  and  philosopher;  and  was  superior 
to  all  his  contemporaries  in  metaphsyics. 
— Granger,  James,  1769-1824,  Biograph¬ 
ical  History  of  England,  vol.  V,  p.  43. 

A  much  more  eminent  and  enlightened 
man  than  Gale,  Ralph  Cudworth,  by  his 
“Intellectual  System  of  the  Universe/' 
published  in  1678,  but  written  several 
years  before,  placed  himself  in  a  middle 
point  between  the  declining  and  rising 
schools  of  philosophy  :  more  independentof 
authority,  and  more  close  perhaps  in  argu¬ 
ment,  than  the  former ;  but  more  prodigal 


of  learning,  more  technical  in  language, 
and  less  conversant  with  analytical  and  in¬ 
ductive  processes  of  reasoning,  than  the 
latter.  Upon  the  whole,  however,  he  be¬ 
longs  to  the  school  of  antiquity ;  and 
probably  his  wish  was  to  be  classed  with 
it.  Cudworth  was  one  of  those  whom 
Hobbes  had  roused  by  the  atheistic  and 
immoral  theories  of  the  Leviathan;  nor 
did  any  antagonist  perhaps  of  that  philos¬ 
opher  bring  a  more  vigorous  understand¬ 
ing  to  the  combat.  This  understanding 
was  not  so  much  obstructed  in  its  own  ex¬ 
ercise  by  a  vast  erudition,  as  it  is  some¬ 
times  concealed  by  it  from  the  reader. 
Cudworth  has  passed  more  for  a  recorder 
of  ancient  philosophy,  than  for  one  who 
might  stand  in  a  respectable  class  among 
philosophers;  and  his  work,  though  long, 
being  unfinished,  as  well  as  full  of  digres¬ 
sion,  its  object  has  not  been  fully  appre¬ 
hended.—  Hallam,  Henry,  1837  39,  In¬ 
troduction  to  the  Literature  of  Europe,  pt. 
iv,  ck.  iii,  par.  6. 

If  an  ordinary  sensible  Englishman 
takes  up  even  such  a  book  as  Cudworth’s 
“Immutable  Morality,”  it  is  nearly  inevi¬ 
table  that  he  should  put  it  down  as  mys¬ 
tical  fancy.  True  as  a  considerable  por¬ 
tion  of  the  conclusions  of  that  treatise  are 
or  may  be,  nevertheless  the  truth  is  com¬ 
monly  so  put  as  to  puzzle  an  Englishman, 
and  the  error  so  as  particularly  to  offend 
him.  .  .  .  We  do  not  mean  that 

Cudworth’s  style  is  not  as  good  [as]  or 
better  than  the  style  of  Butler :  but  that 
the  language  and  illustrations  of  the  lat¬ 
ter  belong  to  the  same  world  as  that  we 
live  in,  have  a  relation  to  practice,  and 
recall  sentiments  we  remember  to  have 
felt  and  sensations  which  are  familiar  to 
us;  while  those  of  Cudworth,  on  the  con¬ 
trary,  seem  difficult,  and  are  strange  in 
the  ears  of  the  common  people. — Bage- 
hot,  Walter,  1850,  Bishop  Butler, 
Works,  ed.  Morgan,  vol.  II,  pp.  125,  128. 

At  a  time  when  the  history  of  philoso¬ 
phy  was  still  unknown  as  a  science,  he 
cast  his  glance  overall  the  systems  of  an¬ 
tiquity,  and  brought  their  results  together, 
if  not  critically,  yet  with  an  appreciation 
of  their  difference  and  relations  which 
would  be  in  vain  sought  for  in  any  other 
writer  of  the  century.  Immersed  in  Pla¬ 
tonic  and  pseudo-Platonic  conceptions 
which  frequently  distort  his  view  of  the 
opinions  of  others,  he  seldom  allowed 
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them  to  dominate  or  corrupt  his  own  ra¬ 
tional  vision.  He  kept  the  eye  of  his  own 
reason  single ;  and  it  was  a  large,  open, 
and  discerning  eye.  On  the  one  hand,  he 
sought  to  purify  the  conceptions  of  the 
popular  theology  ;  and,  on  the  other  hand, 
to  vindicate  for  man  a  genuine  sphere  of 
religious  and  moral  idea,  in  which  he 
could  move  freely  yet  feel  securely.  The 
rights  of  reason  and  of  conscience  are 
alike  dear  to  him. — Tulloch,  John,  1872, 
Rational  Theology  and  Christian  Philosophy 
in  England  in  the  Seventeenth  Century ,  vol. 
H,  p.  299. 

He  seems  to  have  been  a  shy,  retiring 

man,  with  something  of  Hooker’s  disposi¬ 
tion  ;  like  Hooker,  also,  an  industrious 
and  profound  scholar.  He  was  not  of  a 
controversial  turn,  but  was  pressed  by 
his  friends  to  take  the  field  against 
Hobbes,  Atheism,  and  every  form  of  het¬ 
erodoxy.  He  stated  the  opinions  of  his 
opponents  at  such  length  and  with  such 
candour  that  his  sincerity  was  suspected ; 
and  he  was  so  alarmed  at  the  outcry  raised 
by  his  honourable  and  ingenuous  fashion 
of  polemic,  that  he  refrained  from  farther 
publication.— Minto,  William,  1872-80, 
Manual  of  English  Prose  Literature ,  p.  337. 

In  combating  the  atheists,  he  displays 
a  prodigious  amount  of  erudition,  and 
that  rare  degree  of  candour  which  prompts 
a  controversialist  to  give  a  full  statement 
of  the  opinions  and  arguments  which  he 
means  to  refute.— Chambers,  Robert, 
1876,  Cyclopaedia  of  English  Literature, 
ed.  Carruthers. 

His  writings  might  have  been  produced 
in  a  lonely  and  silent  monastery,  instead 
of  amid  the  rage  of  factions  and  the  re¬ 
verberation  of  the  Naseby  guns.  The 
hurry  and  passion  of  their  age  are  wholly 
absent  from  them  :  with  infinite  leisure 
they  conduct  the  reader  to  the  Schools  of 
Athens  and  Alexandria,  and  beguile  him 
there  with  spacious  arguments,  inter¬ 
rupted  often  by  a  series  of  concentric  ep¬ 
isodes,  till  he  forgets  where  he  is,  and  is 
lost,  except  to  the  world  of  theosophic 
abstractions. — Martineau,  James,  1885, 
Types  of  Ethical  Theory ,  p.  396. 

Cudworth  is  probably  the  most  learned, 

able,  and  sensible  of  his  school.  The 
book  is  in  form  as  much  historical  as  ar¬ 
gumentative.  The  fourth  chapter,  which 
is  more  than  half  the  book,  is  intended  to 
show  that  a  primitive  montheistic  creed 


was  implied  in  the  ancient  paganism. 
The  rest  of  the  book  is  devoted  to  a  con¬ 
sideration  of  the  various  forms  of  atheism 
held  by  the  ancient  philosophers,  with  an 
elaborate  reply  to  their  arguments.  Cud- 
worth  was  undoubtedly  aiming  at  Hobbes, 
the  great  contemporary  advocate  of  ma¬ 
terialist  philosophy,  but  his  discussion 
generally  takes  the  shape  of  an  attack 
upon  Democritus.  Strabo,  and  Lucretius, 
and  a  defence  of  Plato  and  Aristotle. 
Though  abandoning  the  old  scholasticism, 
he  scarcely  appreciates  the  modern  theo¬ 
ries  of  Bacon,  Descartes,  and  Spinoza, 
and  thus  appears  rather  anti¬ 
quated  for  his  time.  His  profound  learn¬ 
ing  in  the  ancient  philosophy  did  not  lead 
him,  like  his  friend  Henry  More,  into  the 
mysticism  of  the  later  platonists. — 
Stephen,  Leslie,  1888,  Dictionary  of  Na¬ 
tional  Biography,  vol.  XIII,  p.  272. 

Cudworth's  works  deserve  to  be  studied 
by  the  modern  student  of  English  litera¬ 
ture,  not  only  for  the  excellence  of  their 
style  but  for  the  value  of  their  contents. 
Many  of  his  strictures  upon  the  material¬ 
istic  philosophies  of  his  own  and  of  a  by¬ 
gone  day  still  bear  on  latter-day  contro¬ 
versies,  while  his  exhortations  to  live  the 
Christ-like  life  rather  than  wrangle  over 
doctrinal  niceties  would  not  come  amiss  in 
these  times  of  party  shibboleths. — ^ Fitz- 
roy,  A.  I.,  1893,  English  Prose,  ed.  Craik, 
vol .  II,  p.  582. 

His  life  was  mainly  spent  in  his  study, 
in  the  production  of  vast  folios,  where  the 
ignots  of  philosophy  lay  stored  while 
Locke’s  current  coin  passed  nimbly  from 
hand  to  hand.  The  contrast  between  the 
men  and  the  systems  is  complete  at  every 
point;  and  it  is  assuredly  one  of  the 
strangest  ironies  of  fate  that  Cudworth’s 
daughter  should  have  become  the  good 
angel  of  Locke's  old  age.  Cudworth  is 
no  doubt  by  much  the  more  attractive 
figure  to  imaginative  minds;  but  it  must 
be  conceded  as  an  indisputable  truth  that 
his  way  of  thinking  could  not  possibly 
have  produced  nearly  so  much  good,  have 
so  profoundly  leavened  men's  ideas  on 
legislation  and  education,  or  have  so  con¬ 
tributed  to  build  up  the  national  charac¬ 
ter  for  sound  common  sense.  This  admit¬ 
ted,  Cudworth  may  be  heartily  praised  as 
a  sublime  and  refined  thinker,  epithets  in¬ 
appropriate  to  Locke. — Garnett,  Rich¬ 
ard,  1895,  The  Age  qf  Dryden,  p.  165. 
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John  Bunyan 

1628-1688 


Born,  at  Elstow,  Bedfordshire,  Nov.  1628.  Educated  at  parish  school,  and  brought 
up  to  father’s  trade  of  tinker.  Served  as  soldier,  1644-46.  Married,  1648  (?)  or 
1649(?).  Lived  at  Elstow.  Joined  Nonconformists,  1653.  Removed  to  Bedford, 
1655(?);  wife  died  there.  Elected  Deacon,  1655;  Preacher,  1657.  Married  again, 
1659.  At  Restoration  was  arrested,  12  Nov.  1660,  for  preaching.  Imprisoned  in 
Bedford  Gaol,  1660-72.  Released  fora  few  weeks  in  1666.  Chosen  Minister  to  Bed¬ 
ford  Nonconformists,  Jan.  1672;  received  license  to  preach,  9  May  1672.  Received 
formal  pardon  from  Crown,  13  Sept.  1672.  Perhaps  imprisoned  for  six  months  in 
1675,  during  which  time  “Pilgrim’s  Progress”  was  written.  Active  life — preaching 
in  neighbourhood  of  Bedford  and  in  London.  Chaplain  to  Lord  Mayor  of  London, 
1683.  Died  in  London,  31  Aug.  1688;  buried  in  Bunhill  Fields,  Finsbury.  TForlrs : 
“Some  Gospel  Truths  Opened,”  1656;  “Vindication”  of  same,  1657;  “A  Few  Sighs 
from  Hell,”  1658;  “The  Doctrine  of  the  Law,”  1659;  “Profitable  Meditations,” 
(1661);  “I  will  pray  with  the  Spirit,”  1663;  “Christian  Behaviour,”  1663;  “The 
Four  Last  Things,  etc.”  (1664?);  “The  Holy  City,”  1665;  “The  Resurrection,” 
1665;  “Grace  Abounding,”  1666;  “Defence  of  the  Doctrine  of  Justification,”  1672; 
“Confession  of  Faith,”  1672;  “Difference  of  Judgment  about  Water  Baptism,  ”  1673; 
“Peaceable  Principles,”  1674;  “Reprobation  Asserted”  (1675?);  “Light  for  them 
that  sit  in  Darkness,”  1675;  “Instruction  for  tho  Ignorant,”  1675,  “Saved  by 
Grace,”  1675;  “The  Strait  Gate,”  1676;  “Pilgrim’s  Progress,”  pt.  i.,  1678  (2nd. 
edn.  same  year);  pt.  ii.,  1684;  “Come,  and  Welcome,  to  Jesus  Christ,  ”  1678;  “Trea 
tise  of  the  Fear  of  God.”  1679;  “Life  and  Death  of  Mr.  Badman,”  1680;  “Holy 
War,”  1682;  “Barren  Fig  Tree,”  1682;  “Greatness  of  the  Soul,”  1683;  “Case  of 
Conscience  Resolved,”  1683;  “Seasonable  Counsel,”  1684;  “Holy  Life  the  Beauty  of 
Christianity,”  1684;  “A  Caution  to  stir  up  to  Watch  against  Sin,”  1684;  “Questions 
about  the  Nature  .  .  .  of  the  Sabbath,”  1685;  “The  Pharisee  and  the 

Publican,  ”  1685 ;  “Book  for  Boys  and  Girls”  (in  later  edns.  called  “Divine  Emblems”) 
1686;  “Jerusalem  Sinner  Saved”  (anon.),  1688;  “Advocateship  of  Jesus  Christ,” 
1688  (another  edn.  under  title:  “Work  of  Jesus  Christ  as  an  Advocate,”  1688); 
“Discourse  of  the  .  .  .  House  of  God,”  1688;  “Water  of  Life,”  1688;  “Solo¬ 

mon's  Temple  Spiritualized,”  1688.  Posthumous:  “Acceptable  Sacrifice, ”  1689 ; 
“Last  Sermon,”  1688;  “Works”  (including  ten  posthumous  works),  1692;  “Heav¬ 
enly  Footman,”  ed.  by  C.  Doe,  1698  “Pilgrim’s  Progress,”  pt.  i.  and  ii.  together, 
1728;  “Relation  of  the  Imprisonemnt  of  Mr.  J.  Bunyan”  (written  in  Bedford  Gaol), 
1765.  Collected  IForAs:  ed.  by  S.  Wilson  (2  vols.),  1736;  ed.  by  H.  Stebbing  (4 
vols.),  1859. — Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  38. 


PERSONAL 

To  the  Constables  of  Bedford  and  to 
every  of  them 


due  obedience  to  his  Majtie) 
Yett  one  John  Bunnyon  of 


Whereas  information  and 
complaint  is  made  unto  us 
that  (notwithstanding  the 


G.  Blundell  youre  said  Towns  Tynker 


hath  divers  times  within 
one  month  last  past  in  con¬ 
tempt  of  his  Majties  Good 
Lawes  preached  or  teached 
at  a  Conventicle  Meeting, 
or  Assembly  under  color  or 


J.  Napier  King’s  Majties  late  Act  of 


most  gracious  generall  and 
free  pardon  to  all  his  sub¬ 
jects  for  past  misdemeanors 
that  by  his  said  clemencie 
and  indulgent  grace  and 
favor  they  might  bee  moved 


Hum :  Monoux  ptence  of  exercise  of  Relig- 


W.  Beecher  and  induced  for  the  time  to 


come  more  carefully  to  ob¬ 
serve  his  Highness’  lawes 
and  Statutes  and  to  con¬ 
tinue  in  theire  loyall  and 


ion  in  other  manner  than 
according  to  the  Liturgie 
or  practiss  of  the  Church 
of  England.  These  are 
therefore  in  his  Majties 
name  to  command  you  forth¬ 
with  to  apprehend  and 
bring  the  Body  of  the  said 
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Will  ffranklin  John  Bunnion  before  us  or 
any  of  us  or  other  his  Maj- 
ties  Justice  of  Peace  within 
the  said  County  to  answer 
the  premisses  and  further 
to  doo  and  receave  as  to 
John  Ventris  Lawe  and  Justice  shall  ap- 
pertaine  and  hereof  you 
are  not  to  faile.  Given  un¬ 
der  our  handes  and  seales 
this  fforth  day  of  March  in 
the  seven  and  twentieth 
yeare  of  the  llaigne  of  our 
most  gracious  Soveraigne 
Lord  King  Charles  the  Sec¬ 
ond.  A  que  Dili  juxta  &c 
1674 

Will  Spencor 

WillGery  St  Jo  Chervocke  Wm  Daniels 
T  Browne  W  ffoster 

Gaius  Squire. 

-'Order  for  Arrest,  1674. 

What  hath  the  devil,  or  his  agents, 
gotten  by  putting  our  great  gospel  min¬ 
ister  Bunyan,  in  prison?  For  in  prison 
he  wrote  many  excellent  books,  that  have 
published  to  the  world  his  great  grace, 
and  great  truth,  and  great  judgment,  and 
great  ingenuity ;  and  to  instance  in  one, 
the  “Pilgrim’s  Progress,’’  he  hath  suited 
to  the  life  of  a  traveller  so  exactly  and 
pleasantly,  and  to  the  life  of  a  Christian, 
that  this  very  book,  besides  the  rest,  hath 
done  the  superstitious  sort  of  men  more 
good  than  if  ho  had  been  let  alone  at  his 
meeting  at  Bedford,  to  preach  the  gospel 
to  his  own  auditory. — Doe,  Charles, 
1692,  The  Straggler ;  Life  and  Actions  of 
John  Bunyan . 

He  was  not  only  well  furnished  with 
the  helps  and  endowments  of  nature  be¬ 
yond  ordinary,  but  eminent  in  the  graces 
and  gifts  of  the  Spirit  and  fruits  of  holi¬ 
ness.  He  was  a  true  lover  of  all  that 
love  our  Lord  Jesus  and  did  often  bewail 
the  different  and  distinguishing  appella¬ 
tions  that  are  among  the  godly,  saying, 
he  did  believe  a  time  would  come  when 
they  should  be  all  buried.  His  carriage 
was  condescending,  affable  and  meek  to 
all ;  yet  bold  and  couragious  for  Christ’s 
and  the  gospel’s  sake.  He  was  much 
struck  at  in  the  late  times  of  persecution 
and  his  sufferings  were  great,  under  all 
which  he  behaved  himself  like  Christ's 
soldier,  being  far  from  any  sinful  compli¬ 
ance  to  save  himself,  but  did  chearfully 


bear  the  cross  of  Christ.  As  a  minister 
of  Christ  he  was  laborious  in  his  work  of 
preaching,  diligent  in  his  preparation  for 
it  and  faithful  in  dispensing  the  word,  not 
sparing  reproof  for  outward  circumstan¬ 
ces  whether  in  the  pulpit  or  no,  yet  ready 
to  succour  the  tempted  ;  a  son  of  consola¬ 
tion  to  the  broken-hearted,  yet  a  son  of 
thunder  to  secure  and  dead  sinners.  .  .  . 
His  remembrance  is  sweet  and  refreshing 
to  many  and  so  will  continue  :  For  the  right¬ 
eous  shall  be  had  in  everlasting  remem¬ 
brance.— Wilson,  John,  1692,  Bunyan' s 
U'orAs,  Epistle  to  the  Reader. 

I  heard  Mr.  Bagford  (some  time  before 
he  dyed)  say,  that  he  walked  once  into 
the  country  on  purpose  to  see  the  study 
of  John  Bunyan.  When  he  came,  John 
received  him  very  civilly  and  courteously, 
but  his  study  consisted  only  of  a  Bible 
and  a  parcel!  of  books,  (the  “Pilgrim’s 
Progress”  chiefly,)  written  by  himself, 
all  lying  on  a  shelf  or  shelves. — Hearne, 
Thomas,  1723,  Reliquice  Hearniance,  ed. 
Bliss ,  April  7,  vol.  if,  p.  157. 

Of  gipsey  descent  or  otherwise,  Bunyan 
was  bred  up  with,  and  speedily  forgot, 
the  slender  proportion  of  schooling  then 
accessible  to  the  children  of  the  poor  in 
England.  He  was  by  nature  of  enthusias¬ 
tic  feelings,  and  so  soon  as  the  subject  of 
religion  began  to  fix  his  attention,  his 
mind  appears  to  have  been  agonized  with 
the  retrospect  of  a  misspent  youth.  A 
quick  and  powerful  imagination  was  at 
work  on  a  tender  conscience ;  for  it  would 
appear  that  his  worst  excesses  fell  far 
short  of  that  utter  reprobation  to  which 
he  conceived  them  entitled. — Scott,  Sir 
Walter,  1830,  Southey’s  Life  of  John  Bun¬ 
yan,  Quarterly  Review,  vol.  43,  p.  470. 

John  Bunyan  was  a  decided  Baptist; 
and  in  bis  days,  the  most  incredible  false¬ 
hoods  were  invented,  and  actively  circu¬ 
lated,  to  bias  the  minds  of  all  classes 
against  this  proscribed  sect,  or  any  of 
their  writings.  Although  he  had  care¬ 
fully  come  to  a  decision  upon  this  subject, 
he  never  obtruded  it  upon  public  notice ; 
so  that,  in  nearly  all  his  works,  water 
baptism  is  swallowed  up  in  his  earnest  de¬ 
sire  to  win  souls  to  Christ.  All  his  effort 
is,  to  fix  attention  upon  that  spiritual 
baptism,  or  regeneration,  which  is  essen¬ 
tial  to  salvation,  and  by  which  the  soul 
passeth  from  death  unto  life.  He  ap¬ 
peared,  in  one  respect,  as  an  Ishmaelite, 
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and  differed  with  all  the  numerous  sects 
by  which  he  was  surrounded.  In  his 
early  days,  the  sectarian  spirit  was  very 
exclusive;  Episcopalians,  Presbyterians, 
Independents,  and  Baptists,  rarely  per¬ 
mitted  any  but  members  of  their  own  com¬ 
munity  to  partake  with  them  at  the  Lord’s 
table.  Bunyan  was  the  leader  in  publicly 
breaking  through  this  practice.  He  con¬ 
sidered  that  water  baptism  was  not  a 
church  ordinance,  but  a  personal  duty, 
upon  which,  as  to  the  outward  form  of 
ceremony,  every  one  should  be  left  to 
his  own  judgment;  and  he  firmly  believed 
that  all,  who,  by  the  baptism  of  the  Spirit, 
called  God  their  father,  were  entitled  to 
a  seat  at  his  table,  notwithstanding  any 
peculiar  or  sectarian  bias  about  days, 
meats,  and  ceremonies.  This  drew  upon 
him  the  severest  censures  of  his  brethren 
in  the  ministry,  particularly  of  the  Bap¬ 
tist  denomination.  --  OFFOR,  George, 
1850,  td.t  The  Works  of  John  Bunyan, 
Preface,  voL.  I,  p.  iv. 

“As  I  walked  through  tne  wilderness  of 
this  world  I  lighted  upon  a  certain  place 
where  was  a  den/’  These  words  have 
been  translated  into  hundreds  of  lan¬ 
guages,  and  hundreds  and  thousands  in 
all  parts  of  the  world  and  all  classes  of 
mankind  have  asked,  “Where  was  that 
place,  and  where  was  that  den?”  and  the 
answer  has  been  given  that  the  name  of 
the  “place”  was  Bedford,  and  that  the 
“den”  was  Bedford  gaol.  This  it  is 
which  has  given  to  the  town  of  Bedford  its 
chief — may  I  say,  without  offence,  its 
only  title  to  universal  and  everlasting 
fame.  It  is  now  two  hundred  years  ago 
since  Bunyan  must  have  resolved  on  the 
great  venture — so  it  seemed  to  him — of 
publishing  the  work  which  has  given  to 
Bedford  this  immortal  renown;  and  Bed¬ 
ford  is  this  day  endeavouring  to  pay  back 
some  part  of  the  debt  which  it  owes  to 
him.— Stanley,  Arthur  Penrhyn,  1874, 
John  Bunyan ,  An  Address  Delivered  at 
Bedford  June  10,  Macmillan’s  Magazine, 
vol.  30,  p.  273. 

It  has  been  the  fashion  to  dwell  on  the 
disadvantages  of  his  education,  and  to  re¬ 
gret  the  carelessness  of  nature  which 
brought  into  existence  a  man  of  genius  in 
a  tinker’s  hut  at  Elstow.  Nature  is  less 
partial  than  she  appears,  and  all  situa¬ 
tions  in  life  have  their  compensations 
along  with  them.  Circumstances,  I  should 


say,  qualified  Bunyan  perfectly  well  for 
the  work  which  he  had  to  do.  If  he  had 
gone  to  school,  as  he  said,  with  Aristotle 
and  Plato;  if  he  had  been  broken  in  at  a 
university  and  been  turned  into  a  bishop; 
if  he  had  been  in  any  one  of  the  learned 
professions,  he  might  easily  have  lost,  or 
might  have  never  known,  the  secret  of  his 
powers.  He  was  born  to  be  the  Poet- 
apostle  of  the  English  middle  classes,  im¬ 
perfectly  educated  like  himself;  and,  be¬ 
ing  one  of  themselves,  he  had  the  key  of 
their  thoughts  and  feelings  in  his  own 
heart.  Like  nine  out  of  ten  of  his  coun¬ 
trymen,  he  came  into  the  world  with  no 
fortune  but  his  industry.  He  had  to 
work  with  his  hands  for  his  bread,  and  to 
advance  by  the  side  of  his  neighbours 
along  the  road  of  common  business.  His 
knowledge  was  scanty,  though  of  rare 
quality.  He  knew  his  Bible  probably  by 
heart.  He  had  studied  history  in  Foxe's 
“Martyrs,”  but  nowhere  else  that  we  can 
trace.  The  rest  of  his  mental  furniture 
was  gathered  at  first  hand  from  his  con¬ 
science,  his  life,  and  his  occupations. 
Thus,  every  idea  which  he  received  fall¬ 
ing  into  a  soil  naturally  fertile,  sprouted 
up  fresh,  vigorous,  and  original.— Froude, 
James  Anthony,  1880,  Bunyan  {English 
Men  of  Letters),  p.  172. 

The  County  Gaol  in  which  Bunyan  spent 
the  twelve  years  of  his  life,  from  1660  to 
1672,  was  taken  down  in  1801.  It  stood 
on  what  is  now  the  vacant  piece  of  land 
at  the  corner  of  the  High  Street  and  Sil¬ 
ver  Street,  used  as  a  market-place.  Sil¬ 
ver  Street,  so  named  because  it  was  the 
quarter  where  the  Jews  in  early  times 
trafficked  in  the  precious  metals,  was 
afterwards  known  as  Gaol  Lane,  but, 
since  the  disappearance  of  the  gaol,  has 
become  Silver  Street  again.  The  only 
trace  of  the  gaol  itself  still  left  on  the 
spot  is  the  rough  stone  wall  on  the  north 
side  of  the  market-place,  which  was  the 
wall  of  the  small  courtyard  used  by  the 
prisoners.  From  the  interior  of  the 
prison,  a  massive  door  made  of  three 
transverse  layers  of  oak  fastened  through 
with  iron  bolts,  and  having  bars  across 
an  open  centre,  is  preserved  in  the  vestry 
of  Bunyan  Meeting,  Bedford,  as  a  relic 
of  Bunyan’s  imprisonment;  but  no  sketch 
of  the  building  itself  of  any  kind  has 
come  down  to  us.  There  were  iron- 
grated  windows  on  the  Gaol  Lane,  or 
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Silver  Street  side,  and  the  older  people  of 
the  last  generation  used  to  tell  how  the 
prisoners  hung  purses  out  of  these  win¬ 
dows  on  Sunday  mornings,  asking  the  piti¬ 
ful  help  of  such  passers  by  as  were  on 
their  way  to  church  or  chapel.  Brown, 
John.  1885,  John  liunyan ,  His  Life , 
Times  and  Work,  p.  162. 

Bunyan's  personal  appearance  is  thus 
described  by  a  contemporary:  “He  was 
tall  of  stature,  strong-boned  though  not 
corpulent,  somewhat  of  a  ruddy  face  with 
sparkling  eyes,  wearing  his  hair  on  his 
upper  lip  after  the  old  British  fashion; 
his  hair  reddish,  but  in  his  latter  days  had 
sprinkled  with  grey;  his  nose  well-set, 
but  not  declining  or  bending,  and  his  mouth 
moderately  large,  his  fore-head  some¬ 
thing  high,  and  his  habit  always  plain  and 
modest.  ’  ’  Another  contemporary  writes  : 
“His  countenance  was  grave  and  sedate, 
and  did  so  to  the  life  discover  the  inward 
frame  of  his  heart,  that  it  was  convincing 
to  the  beholders,  and  did  strike  something 
of  awe  into  them  that  had  nothing  of  the 
fear  of  God.’’  A  third  thus  describes  his 
manner  and  bearing:  “He  appears  in 
countenance  to  be  of  a  stern  and  rough 
temper,  but  in  his  conversation  mild  and 
affable,  not  given  to  loquacity  or  much 
discourse  in  company,  unless  some  urgent 
occasion  required  it,  observing  never  to 
boast  of  himself  in  his  parts,  but  rather 
seem  low  in  his  own  eyes,  and  submit  him¬ 
self  to  the  judgment  of  others.” — Vena¬ 
bles,  Edmund,  1886,  Dictionary  of  Na¬ 
tional  Biography ,  vol.  vii,  p.  282. 

Buckingham,  who  courted  almost  all 
orders  of  men,  would  not  have  honored 
him  with  a  nod  of  recognition;  nor  would 
Bishop  Burnet.  I  think  even  the  amiable 
Dr.  Tillotson,  or  the  very  liberal  Dr. 
South,  would  have  jostled  away  from  him 
in  a  crowd,  rather  than  toward  him.  Yet 
he  was  more  pious  than  they ;  had  more 
humor  than  Buckingham  ;  and  for  imagi¬ 
native  power  would  outrank  every  man 
living  in  that  day,  unless  we  except  the 
blind  old  poet  Milton. — Mitchell,  Don¬ 
ald  G.,  1890.  English  Lands  Letters  and 
Kings,  Prom  Elizabeth  to  Anne,  p.  209. 

Our  result  can  be  briefly  stated.  This 
is  unquestionably  a  fairly  typical  case  of 
a  now  often  described  mental  disorder. 
The  peculiarities  of  this  special  case  lie 
largely  in  the  powers  of  the  genius  who 
here  suffered  from  the  malady.  A  man 


of  sensitive  and  probably  somewhat  bur¬ 
dened  nervous  constitution,  whose  family 
history,  however,  so  far  as  it  is  known  to 
us,  gives  no  positive  evidence  of  serious 
hereditary  weakness,  is  beset  in  childhood 
with  frequent  nocturnal  and  even  diurnal 
terrors  of  a  well-known  sort.  In  youth, 
after  an  early  marriage,  under  the  strain 
of  a  life  of  poverty  and  of  many  religious 
anxieties,  he  develops  elementary  insist¬ 
ent  dreads  of  a  conscientious  sort,  and 
later  a  collection  of  habits  of  questioning 
and  of  doubt  which  erelong  reach  and  ob¬ 
viously  pass  the  limits  of  the  normal. 
His  general  physical  condition  meanwhile 
failing,  in  a  fashion  that,  in  the  light  of 
our  very  imperfect  information  concern¬ 
ing  this  aspect  of  the  case,  still  appears 
to  be  of  some  neurasthenic  type,  there 
now  appears  a  highly  systematized  mass 
of  insistent  motor  speech-functions  of  the 
most  painful  sort,  accompanied  with  still 
more  of  the  same  fears,  doubts,  and  ques¬ 
tions.  After  enduring  for  a  pretty  ex¬ 
tended  period,  after  one  remission,  and 
also  after  a  decided  change  in  the  con¬ 
tents  of  the  insistent  elements,  the  malady 
then  more  rapidly  approaches  a  dramatic 
crisis,  which  leaves  the  sufferer  for  a  long 
period  in  a  condition  of  secondary  melan¬ 
cholic  depression,  of  a  somewhat  benign 
type— a  depression  from  which,  owing  to 
a  deep  change  of  his  mental  habits,  and 
to  an  improvement  of  his  physical  condi¬ 
tion,  he  finally  emerges  cured,  although 
with  defect,  of  his  greatest  enemy— the 
systematized  insistent  impulses.  This  en¬ 
tire  morbid  experience  has  lasted  some 
four  years.  Henceforth,  under  a  skilful 
self-imposed  mental  regimen,  this  man, 
although  always  a  prey  to  elementary  in¬ 
sistent  temptations  and  to  fits  of  deep  de¬ 
pression  of  mood,  has  no  return  of  his 
more  systematized  disorders,  and  endures 
heavy  burdens  of  work  and  of  fortune 
with  excellent  success.  Such  is  the  psy¬ 
chological  aspect  of  a  story  whose  human 
and  spiritual  interest  is  and  remains  of 
the  very  highest. — RoYCE,  Josiah,  1898, 
Studies  of  Good  and  Evil,  p.  74. 

GRACE  ABOUNDING 
1606 

What  genuine  superstition  is  exempli¬ 
fied  in  that  bandying  of  texts  and  half¬ 
texts,  and  demi -semi -texts,  just  as  memory 
happened  to  suggest  them,  or  chance 
brought  them  before  Bunyan’s  mind  !  His 
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tract,  entitled,  “Grace  abounding  to  the 
Chief  of  Sinners,”  is  a  study  for  a  phi¬ 
losopher. — Coleridge,  Samuel  Taylor, 
1830,  Table-Talk ,  June  10. 

The  author  of  the  “Pilgrim’s  Progress” 
has  also  left  an  autobiography,  under  the 
title  of  “Grace  Abounding,”  which  is  as 
remarkable  from  a  psychological  as  from 
an  historical  point  of  view.  This  book 
is  the  best  study  for  the  origin  and  es¬ 
sence  of  Puritanism.  It  is  a  work  which, 
in  spite  of  its  being  specifically  English, 
has  the  significance  for  the  seventeenth 
century  that  the  “Confessiones”  of  St. 
Augustin  have  for  the  fifth,  and  the  “Con¬ 
fessions”  of  Rousseau  for  the  eighteenth. 
In  these  three  books  beats  the  full  and 
living  pulse  of  the  times  in  which  they 
were  composed. — Scherr,  J.,  1874-82, 
A  History  of  English  Literature ,  p.  126, 
note. 

This  proved  to  be  one  of  his  most  mem¬ 
orable  compositions,  and  associates  it¬ 
self  in  one’s  mind  with  Augustine’s  con¬ 
fessions  and  the  heart-utterances  of 
Luther.  .  .  .  This  book,  which  in 

parts  is  weird  and  terrible  as  his  own 
picture  of  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of 
death,  is  yet  in  its  alternations  a  faithful 
transcript  of  the  writer’s  soul,  and  must 
be  read  in  order  to  a  right  understanding 
of  the  man  as  he  was,  both  in  strength 
and  weakness. — Brown,  John,  1885,  John 
Bunyan,  His  Life ,  Times  and  Work,  pp. 
179,  180. 

The  value  of  the  “Grace  Abounding,” 
however,  as  a  work  of  experimental  reli¬ 
gion  may  be  easily  overestimated.  It  is  not 
many  who  can  study  Bunyun’s  minute  his¬ 
tory  of  the  various  stages  of  his  spiritual 
life  with  real  profit.  To  some  tempera¬ 
ments,  especially  among  the  young,  the 
book  is  more  likley  to  prove  injurious 
than  beneficial ;  it  is  calculated  rather  to 
nourish  morbid  imaginations,  and  a  dan¬ 
gerous  habit  of  introspection,  than  to 
foster  the  quiet  growth  of  the  inner  life. 
— Venadles,  Edmund,  1888,  Life  of  John 
Bunyan  ( Great  Writers),  p.  130. 

“Grace  Abounding”resembles  thousands 
of  similar  narratives  in  essentials,  differ¬ 
ing  principally  in  the  vigour  with  which 
a  terrifying  religious  experience  is  por¬ 
trayed.  It  .does  not,  as  some  seem  to 
have  taken  for  granted,  terminate  with 
what  would  be  technically  considered  as 
Bunyan’s  conversion;  on  the  contrary,  a 


large  portion  is  employed  in  recording  his 
agonies  of  apprehension  long  after  he  had 
become  a  recognized  religious  instructor, 
even  so  late  as  the  beginning  of  his  impris¬ 
onment,  when  he  was  so  little  acquainted 
with  the  law  as  to  suppose  himself  in  jeop¬ 
ardy  of  the  gallows.  Much  might  be 
said  in  censure  or  compassion  of  his 
lamentably  distorted  views  of  divine 
things;  but  one  thing  cannot  be  said, 
there  is  not  from  first  to  last  the  slightest 
symptom  of  cant.  The  book  is  more  sin¬ 
cere  than  Rousseau’s  “Confessions,”  but 
could  not,  like  that  book,  have  helped  a 
Carlyle  or  a  George  Eliot  to  learn  that 
there  was  something  in  them.  As  Pil¬ 
grim’s  Progress  may  be  termed  a  prosaic 
Divine  Comedy,  so  might  the  Bunyan  of 
“Grace  Abounding”  rank  as  a  prosaic  Au¬ 
gustine,  but  an  Augustine  without  a 
Monica.— Garnett,  Richard,  1895,  The 
Age  of  Dry  den,  p.  243. 

PILGRIM  S  PROGRESS 
1678-84 

Well,  when  I  had  thus  put  mine  ends  to¬ 
gether, 

I  show’d  them  others,  that  I  might  see 
whether 

They  would  condemn  them,  or  them  justify: 
And  some  said,  lot  them  live  ;  some,  lot  them 
die. 

Some  said,  John,  print  it;  others  said,  Not  so : 
Some  said,  It  might  do  good  ;  others  said,  No. 

Now  was  I  in  a  strait  and  did  not  see 
Which  was  the  best  thing  to  bo  done  by  me: 
At  last  I  thought,  Since  you  are  thus  divided, 

I  print  it  will ;  and  so  the  case  decided. 

— Bunyan,  John,  1678,  Pilgrim’s  Prog¬ 
ress,  The  Author’s  Apology  for  His  Book. 

I  have  been  better  entertained,  and 
more  informed,  by  a  few  pages  in  the 
“Pilgrim's  Progress,”  than  by  a  long 
discourse  upon  the  will  and  the  intellect, 
and  simple  or  complex  ideas.— Swift, 
Jonathan,  1719-20,  A  Letter  to  a  Young 
Clergyman. 

My  life  and  opinions  .  will 

be  no  less  read  than  the  “Pil¬ 
grim’s  Progress”  itself.— Sterne,  Lau¬ 
rence,  1759,  The  Life  and  Opinions  of 
Tristram  Shandy,  vol.  i,  ch.  iv. 

His  “Pilgrim’s  Progress”  has  great 
merit,  both  for  invention,  imagination,  and 
the  conduct  of  the  story;  and  it  has  had 
the  best  evidence  of  its  merit,  the  general 
and  continued  approbation  of  mankind 
Few  books.  I  believe,  have  had  a  more  ex¬ 
tensive  sale.  It  is  remarkable,  that  it 
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begins  very  much  like  the  poem  of  Dante ; 
yet  there  was  no  translation  of  Dante 
when  Bunyan  wrote.  There  is  reason  to 
think  that  he  had  read  Spenser. — Johnson, 
Samuel,  1773,  Life  by  Boswell,  April  30. 
Ingenious  dreamer,  in  whose  well-told  tale 
Sweet  fiction  and  Bweot  truth  alike  provail; 
Whoso  humorous  vein,  Btrougeeuse,  and  sim¬ 
ple  stylo, 

May  teach  the  gayest,  make  the  gravest 
smile  ; 

Witty,  and  well  employ’d,  and,  like  thy  Lord, 
Speaking  in  parables  his  slighted  word  ; 

I  name  thee  not,  lest  so  despised  a  name 
Should  movo  a  sneer  at  thy  deserved  fame ; 
Yet  e'en  in  transitory  life’s  late  day. 

That  mingles  all  my  brown  with  solwr  gray, 
Revere  the  man,  whoso  pilgrim  marks  the 
road, 

And  guides  the  progress  of  the  soul  to  God. 
— Cowper,  William,  1784,  Tirocinium. 

The  plan  of  this  work  is  admirable, 
being  drawn  from  the  circumstances  of 
his  own  life,  as  a  stranger  and  pilgrim, 
who  had  left  the  “City  of  Destruction” 
upon  a  journey  towards  the  “Celestial 
Country.”  The  difficulties  he  met  with 
in  his  determination  to  serve  Jesus  Christ, 
suggested  the  many  circumstances  of 
danger  through  which  this  pilgrim  passed. 
The  versatile  conduct  of  some  professors 
of  religion,  suggested  the  different  char¬ 
acters  which  Christian  met  with  in  his 
way ;  these,  most  probably,  were  persons 
whom  he  well  knew,  and  who,  perhaps, 
would  be  individually  read  at  the  time. — 
Ivimey,  Joseph,  1809,  A  Life  of  John 
Bunyan. 

A  splendid  edition  of  “Bunyan’s  Pil¬ 
grim  !”  Why,  the  thought  is  enough  to 
turn  one’s  moral  stomach.  His  cockle- 
hat  and  staff  transformed  to  a  smart 
cock’d  beaver  and  a  jemmy  cane;  his 
amice  gray,  to  the  last  Regent  Street 
cut;  and  his  painful  palmer’s  pace  to  the 
modern  swagger.  Stop  thy  friend’s  sac- 
religious  hand.  Nothing  can  be  done  for 
B.  but  to  reprint  the  old  cuts  in  as  homely 
but  good  a  style  as  possible.  The  Vanity 
Fair,  and  the  Pilgrims  there — the  silly- 
soothness  in  his  setting-out  countenance 
— the  Christian  Idiocy  (in  a  good  sense)  of 
his  admiration  of  the  shepherds  on  the  De¬ 
lectable  Mountains ;  the  lions,  so  truly 
allegorical,  and  remote  from  any  simili¬ 
tude  toPidcock’s;  the  great  head  (the 
author’s),  capacious  of  dreams  and  simili¬ 
tudes,  dreaming  in  the  dungeon.  Perhaps 


you  don’t  know  my  edition,  what  I  had 
when  a  child.  If  you  do,  can  you  bear 
new  designs  from  Martin,  enamelled  into 
copper  or  silver  plate  by  Heath,  accom¬ 
panied  with  verses  from  Mrs.  Hemans’s 
pen,  0  how  unlike  his  own!— Lamb, 
Charles,  1828,  Letter  to  Bernard.  Barton, 
Oct.  11,  Letters,  ed.  Ainger ,  vol.  n,  p.  203. 

His  is  a  homespun  style,  not  a  manufac¬ 
tured  one ;  and  what  a  difference  is  there 
between  its  homeliness  and  the  flippant 
vulgarity  of  the  Roger  L’Estrange  and 
Tom  Brown  school !  If  it  is  not  a  well  of 
English  undefiled,  to  which  the  poet  as 
well  as  the  philologer  must  repair  if  they 
would  drink  of  the  living  waters,  it  is  a 
clear  stream  of  current  English,  the  ver¬ 
nacular  speech  of  his  age  ;  sometimes,  in¬ 
deed,  in  its  rusticity  and  coarseness,  but 
always  in  its  plainness  and  its  strength. 
To  this  natural  style  Bunyan  is  in  some 
degree  beholden  for  his  general  popularity ; 
his  language  is  everywhere  level  to  the 
most  ignorant  reader  and  to  the  meanest 
capacity;  there  is  a  homely  reality  about 
it ;  a  nursery  tale  is  not  more  intelligible, 
in  its  manner  of  narration,  to  a  child. — ■ 
Southey,  Robert,  1830,  ed.,  Pilgrim's 
Progress,  Prtface. 

The  parable  of  the  Pilgrim’s  Progress 
is,  of  course,  tinged  with  the  tenets  of 
the  author,  who  might  be  called  a  Calvinist 
in  every  respect,  save  his  aversion  to  the 
institution  of  a  regular  and  ordained 
clergy.  To  these  tenets  he  has,  of  course, 
adapted  the  pilgrimage  of  Christian,  in 
the  incidents  which  occur,  and  opinions 
which  are  expressed.  The  final  condem¬ 
nation  of  Ignorance,  for  instance,  who  is 
consigned  to  the  infernal  regions  when 
asking  admittance  to  the  celestial  city, 
because  unable  to  produce  a  certificate  of 
his  calling,  conveys  the  same  severe  doc¬ 
trine  of  fatalism  which  had  well  nigh  over¬ 
turned  the  reason  of  Bunyan  himself. 
But  the  work  is  not  of  a  controversial 
character. — it  might  be  perused  without 
offence  by  sober-minded  Christians  of  all 
persuasions;  and  we  all  know  that  it  is 
read  universally,  and  has  been  translated 
into  many  languages.  It,  indeed,  appears 
from  many  passages  in  Bunyan’s  writings, 
that  there  was  nothing  which  be  dreaded 
so  much  as  divisions  amongst  sincere 
Christians.— Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1830, 
Southey’s  Life  of  John  Bunyan,  Quarterly 
Review,  vol.  43,  p.  488. 
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Bunyan’s  imagination  was  powerful 
enough,  in  connection  with  his  belief  in 
God’s  superintending  Providence,  to  ar¬ 
ray  his  inward  trials  with  a  sensible  shape, 
and  external  events  with  a  light  reflected 
from  his  own  experience  ;  hopes  and  fears 
were  friends  and  enemies ;  acting  in  con¬ 
cert  with  these,  all  things  he  met  with  in 
the  world  were  friends  or  enemies  like¬ 
wise,  according  as  they  aided  or  opposed 
his  spiritual  life.  He  acted  always  under 
one  character,  the  Christian  Soldier,  real¬ 
izing,  in  his  own  conflicts  and  conquests, 
the  Progress  of  his  own  Pilgrim.  There 
fore  his  book  is  a  perfect  Reality  in  one¬ 
ness  as  a  whole,  and  in  every  page  a  book 
not  of  imaginations  and  shadows,  but  of 
Realities  experienced.  To  those  who  have 
never  set  out  on  this  pilgrimage,  nor  en¬ 
countered  its  dangers,  it  is  interesting,  as 
would  be  a  book  powerfully  written  of 
travels  in  an  unknown,  romantic  land. 
Regarded  as  a  work  of  original  genius 
simply,  without  taking  into  view  its  spir 
itual  meaning,  it  is  a  wonder  to  all,  and 
cannot  cease  to  be.— Cheever,  George 
Barrell,  1833,  Southey's  Life  of  Bunyan, 
North  Anierican  Review ,  vol.  36,  p.  453. 

There  is  no  long  allegory  in  our  litera¬ 
ture  at  all  comparable  to  Bunyan’s  “Pil¬ 
grim’s  Progress;’’  and  one  principal  rea¬ 
son  why  this  is  the  most  delightful  thing 
of  the  kind  in  the  world  is,  that,  though 
“written  under  the  similitude  of  a 
dream,”  there  is  very  little  of  pure  alle¬ 
gory  in  it,  and  few  abstract  qualities  or 
passions  are  personified.  From  the  very 
constitution  of  the  latter,  the  reader  al¬ 
most  certainly  foresees  what  such  typical 
beings  will  say,  suffer,  or  do,  according 
to  the  circumstances  in  which  they  are 
placed.  The  issue  of  every  trial,  of  every 
contest,  is  known  as  soon  as  the  action  is 
commenced. — Montgomery,  James,  1833, 
Lectures  on  General  Literature,  Poetry, 
etc.,  p.  147. 

I  wish  I  could  sympathize  with  you  in 
what  you  say  of  our  old  Divines.  I  quite 
agree  as  to  their  language  ;  it  is  delight¬ 
ful  to  my  taste ;  but  I  cannot  find  in  any 
of  them  a  really  great  man.  ...  I 
never  yet  found  one  of  them  who  was 
above  mediocrity.  .  .  .  But  if  I  could 

find  a  great  man  amongst  them,  I  would 
read  him  thankfully  and  earnestly.  As 
it  is,  I  hold  John  Bunyan  to  have  been  a 
man  of  incomparably  greater  genius  than 


any  of  them,  and  to  have  given  a  far 
truer  and  more  edifying  picture  of  Chris¬ 
tianity.  His  “Filgrim's  Progress”  seems 
to  be  a  complete  reflection  of  Scripture, 
with  none  of  the  rubbish  of  the  theologians 
mixed  up  with  it. — Arnold,  Thomas, 
1836,  Letter  to  Mr.  Justice  Coleridge,  Nov. 
30,  ed.  Stanley,  vol.  II,  p.  67. 

John  Bunyan  may  pass  for  the  father  of 
our  novelists.  His  success  in  a  line  of 
composition  like  the  spiritual  romance  or 
allegory,  which  seems  to  have  been  frigid 
and  unreadable  in  the  few  instances  where 
it  had  been  attempted,  is  doubtless  en¬ 
hanced  by  his  want  of  all  learning,  and 
his  low  station  in  life.  He  was  therefore 
rarely,  if  ever,  an  imitator  :  he  was  never 
enchained  by  rules.  Bunyan  possessed, 
in  a  remarkable  degree,  the  power  of  rep¬ 
resentation:  his  inventive  faculty  was 
considerable;  but  the  other  is  his  distin¬ 
guishing  excellence.  He  saw,  and  makes 
us  see,  what  he  describes:  he  is  circum¬ 
stantial  without  prolixity,  and,  in  the 
variety  and  frequent  change  of  his  inci¬ 
dents,  never  loses  sight  of  the  unity  of  his 
allegorical  fable.  His  invention  was  en¬ 
riched,  and  rather  his  choice  determined, 
by  one  rule  he  had  laid  down  to  himself, 
— the  adaptation  of  all  the  incidental  lan¬ 
guage  of  Scripture  to  his  own  use. 
There  is  scarce  a  circumstance  or  meta¬ 
phor  in  the  Old  Testament  which  does  not 
find  a  place,  bodily  and  literally,  in  the 
story  of  the  “Pilgrim’s  Progress”;  and 
this  peculiar  artifice  has  made  his  own  im¬ 
agination  appear  more  creative  than  it 
really  is.— Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39, 
Introduction  to  the  Literature  of  Europe, 
pt.  iv,  ch.  vii,  par.  57. 

In  childhood,  we  sit,  as  it  were,  on 
Christian’s  knee,  listening  to  the  tale  of  his 
“Hair- breadth  escapes 
By  flood  and  field  ” 

In  youth  we  join  him  upon  his  perilous 
journey,  to  obtain  directions  for  our  own 
intended  pilgrimage  in  the  narrow  way. 
Before  manhood  is  matured,  we  know  ex¬ 
perimentally  that  the  Slough  of  Despond, 
and  Doubting  Castle,  are  no  fictions. 
And  even  in  old  age,  Christians  are  more 
than  ever  convinced  of  the  heights,  and 
depths,  and  breadths,  and  lengths  of  Bun¬ 
yan’s  spiritual  wisdom. — Philip,  Robert, 
1839,  Life,  Times  and  Characteristics  of 
John  Bunyan,  p.  592. 

The  “Pilgrim’s  Progress”  is  an  Allegory, 
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and  a  beautiful,  just  and  serious  one. 
Carlyle,  Thomas,  1840,  The  Hero  as  Di¬ 
vinity ,  Heroes  and  Hero-Worship. 

It  is  a  significant  circumstance  that,  till 
a  recent  period,  all  the  numerous  editions 
of  the  “Pilgrim’s  Progress”  were  evi¬ 
dently  meant  for  the  cottage  and  the  ser¬ 
vant’s  hall.  The  paper,  the  printing,  the 
plates,  were  all  of  the  meanest  descrip¬ 
tion.  In  general,  when  the  educated 
minority  and  the  common  people  differ 
about  the  merit  of  a  book,  the  opinion  of 
the  educated  minority  finally  prevails. 
The  “Pilgrim’s  Progress”  is  perhaps  the 
only  book  about  which,  after  the  lapse  of 
a  hundred  years,  the  educated  minority 
has  come  over  to  the  opinion  of  the  com¬ 
mon  people.  —Macaulay,  Thomas  Bab- 
lngton,  1843,  John  Bunyan,  Critical  and 
Historical  Essays. 

What  were  bars  and  bolts  and  prison 
walls  to  him,  whose  eyes  were  anointed 
to  see,  and  whose  ears  opened  to  hear, 
the  glory  and  the  rejoicing  of  the  City  of 
God,  when  the  pilgrims  were  conducted 
to  its  golden  gates,  from  the  black  and 
bitter  river,  with  the  sounding  trumpet¬ 
ers,  the  transfigured  harpers  with  their 
crowns  of  gold,  the  sweet  voices  of 
angels,  the  welcoming  peal  of  bells  in  the 
holy  city,  and  the  songs  of  the  redeemed 
ones?  In  reading  the  concluding  pages 
of  the  first  part  of  “Pilgrim’s  Progress, ” 
we  feel  as  if  the  mysterious  glory  of  the 
Beatific  Vision  was  unveiled  before  us. 
We  are  dazzled  with  the  excess  of  light. 
We  are  entranced  with  the  mighty  mel¬ 
ody ;  overwhelmed  by  the  great  anthem 
of  rejoicing  spirits.  It  can  only  be  ade¬ 
quately  described  in  the  language  of  Mil- 
ton  in  respect  to  the  Apocalypse,  as  “a 
seven-fold  chorus  of  hallelujahs  and  harp¬ 
ing  symphonies.”  —  Whittier,  John 
Greenleaf,  1849,  John  Bunyan,  Old  Por¬ 
traits  and  Modern  Sketches,  p.  29. 

Out  of  that  old  notion  of  the  Christian 
life  as  a  pilgrimage,  which  had  existed  in 
hundreds  of  minds  before  till  it  had  be¬ 
come  a  commonplace,  there  grew  and 
grew  in  Bunyan’s  mind  the  whole  visual 
allegory  of  his  book — from  the  Wicked- 
gate  seen  afar  over  the  fields  under  the 
Shining  Light,  on,  by  the  straight  unde¬ 
viating  road  itself,  with  all  its  sights  and 
perils,  and  through  the  Enchanted  Ground 
and  the  pleasant  land  of  Beulah,  to  the 
black  and  bridge  less  river  by  whose 


waters  is  the  passage  to  the  glimmering 
realms,  and  the  brightness  of  the  Heav¬ 
enly  City.— Masson,  David,  1859,  British 
Novelists  and  Their  Styles,  p.  74. 

But  what  can  we  say  of  the  Prison 
Book  of  John  Bunyan  ?  Dear  to  all  people, 
the  favourite  of  every  nation,  it  iB 
scarcely  possible  to  add  one  word  to  what 
has  been  long  ago  said  in  its  glory.  The 
simple  fact  that  from  the  day  of  its  pub¬ 
lication  to  the  present  time,  it  has  been 
the  delight  and  instructor  of  thousands, 
is  its  greatest  eulogy.  Translated  into 
every  known  tongue,  all  sects  and  all  re¬ 
ligions  have  done  honour  to  its  wonderful 
powers.  With  one  little  curtailment,  our 
Roman  Catholic  friends  have  a  “Pilgrim’s 
Progress;”  and  though  Giant  Pope  be 
taken  out,  we  are  sure  that  thousands  of 
them  must  have  been  made  a  little  more 
catholic  by  reading  the  work  of  the  secta¬ 
rian  tinker  of  Elstow.  All  men  alike, 
learned  and  ignorant,  gentle  and  simple, 
bear  their  testimony  to  the  genius  of  the 
great  Baptist. — Langford,  John  Alfred, 
1861,  Prison  Books  and  Their  Authors,  p. 
230. 

After  the  Bible,  the  book  most  widely 
read  in  England  is  the  “Pilgrim’s  Prog¬ 
ress,  ”  by  John  Bunyan.  .  .  .  Poor 

in  ideas,  full  of  images,  given  up  to  a 
fixed  and  single  thought,  plunged  into  this 
thought  by  his  mechanical  pursuit,  by  his 
prison  and  his  readings,  by  his  knowledge 
and  his  ignorance,  circumstances,  like 
nature,  make  him  a  visionary  and  an  artist, 
furnish  him  with  supernatural  impres¬ 
sions,  and  sensible  images,  teaching  him 
the  history  of  grace  and  the  means  of  ex¬ 
pressing  it.  .  .  .  As  children,  country¬ 
men,  and  all  uncultivated  minds,  he  trans¬ 
forms  arguments  into  parables;  he  only 
grasps  truth  when  it  is  made  Bimple  by 
images ;  abstract  terms  elude  him ;  he 
must  touch  forms  and  contemplate  colours. 
— Taine,  H.  A.,  1871,  History  of  English 
Literature,  ir.  Van  Laun,  vol.  I,  bk.  ii, 
ch.  v,  pp.  398,  402,  404. 

It  is  in  this  amazing  reality  of  imper¬ 
sonation  that  Bunyan's  imaginative  genius 
specially  displays  itself.  But  this  is  far 
from  being  his  only  excellence.  In  its 
range,  in  its  directness,  in  its  simple 
grace,  in  the  ease  with  which  it  changes 
from  living  dialogue  to  dramatic  action, 
from  simple  pathos  to  passionate  earnest¬ 
ness,  in  the  subtle  and  delicate  fancy 
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which  often  suffuses  its  childlike  words, 
in  its  playful  humor,  its  bold  character- 
painting,  in  the  even  and  balanced  power 
which  passes  without  effort  from  the  Val¬ 
ley  of  the  Shadow  of  Death  to  the  land 
“where  the  Shining  Ones  commonly 
walked,  because  it  was  on  the  borders  of 
Heaven,”  in  its  sunny  kindliness,  un¬ 
broken  by  one  bitter  word,  the  “Pilgrim's 
Progress”  is  among  the  noblest  of  English 
poems. — Green,  John  Richard,  1874,  A 
Short  History  of  the  English  People ,  ch.  ix. 
sec.  ii. 

There  are  many  little  defects  in  the  “Pil¬ 
grim’s  Progress,  ”  yet  for  two  centuries  it 
has  been,  and  it  seems  likely  to  continue, 
the  most  popular  of  allegories.  This  is 
due  to  its  vivid  painting ;  its  stiring  action  ; 
its  all-important  theme,  its  quiet  humor, 
whose  lambent  flames  light  many  a  dark 
page;  its  tenderness  for  the  weak;  its 
perfectly  intelligible  language,  whole 
pages  of  which  contain  no  word  which  any 
child  of  eight  years  may  not  understand ; 
and,  above  all,  its  strong  human  interest, 
which  makes  every  Christian  feel  that  he 
is  reading  the  story  of  his  own  inner  life, 
while  he  recognizes  the  portrait  of  many 
a  neighbor  in  those  representative  charac¬ 
ters,  which  Bunyan  delineates  with  a  pen 
hardly  less  felicitious  than  Shakespeare’s. 
—Sprague,  Homer  B.,  1874-77,  Master¬ 
pieces  in  English  Literature,  p.  288. 

It  might,  perhaps,  have  been  thought 
that  Bunyan,  with  his  rough  and  imper¬ 
fect  education,  must  have  erred — as  it 
may  be  he  has  sometimes  erred — in  defect¬ 
ive  appreciation  of  virtues  and  weaknesses 
not  his  own;  but  one  prevailing  char 
acteristic  of  his  work  is  the  breadth  and 
depth  of  his  intellectual  insight.  For 
the  sincere  tremors  of  poor  Mrs.  Much- 
afraid  he  has  as  good  a  word  of  consola¬ 
tion  as  he  has  for  the  ardent  aspirations 
of  Faithful  and  Hopeful.  For  the  dog¬ 
matic  nonsense  of  Talkative  he  has  a  word 
of  rebuke  as  strong  as  he  has  for  the 
gloomy  dungeons  of  Doubting  Castle  ;  and 
for  the  treasures  of  the  past  he  has  a 
feeling  as  tender  and  as  pefvasive  as  if 
he  had  been  brought  up  in  the  cloisters 
of  Oxford  or  Westminster  Abbey. — Stan¬ 
ley,  Arthur  Penrhyn,  1874,  John  Bun¬ 
yan,  An  Address  Delivered  at  Bedford 
June  10,  Macmillan's  Magazine,  vol.  30, 
p.  277. 

Bunyan  then  achieved  one  of  the  greatest 


marvels  of  human  fancy.  But  in  order 
to  appreciate  its  full  worth  we  must 
understand  the  difficulties  in  the  face  of 
which  he  produced  such  an  effect,  difficul¬ 
ties  of  which  some  were  quite  peculiar  to 
him,  while  others  have  not  been  present 
in  the  same  degree  to  other  poets.  .  .  . 
No  poet.  I  suppose,  ever  lived  in  so  limited 
a  circle  of  ideas  and  emotions  as  Bunyan. 

.  .  .  “The  Pilgrim’s  Progress,”  if  com¬ 
parable  to  the  greatest  poems  of  all  time 
for  other  artistic  excellences,  is  not  so  in 
respect  of  the  expression  of  the  passions. 
Its  personages  have  in  the  highest  degree 
the  qualities  of  objectivity,  and,  if  1  may 
say  so,  visibility,  but  their  action  upon  the 
mind  of  the  spectator  is  not  equally  great, 
indeed  it  is  much  more  subdued  than  is 
usually  the  case  with  the  personages  of 
other  great  poems.  Speaking  generally 
it  may  be  said  that  Bunyan’s  story  mas¬ 
ters  the  whole  of  our  imagination  and  our 
faith,  but  barely  half  our  emotion.  His 
characters  let  us  see  all  that  they  are, 
but  they  do  not  let  us  see  the  growth,  the 
outburst,  the  shock,  of  their  passions. 
Even  those  amongst  them  who  are  contin¬ 
ually  upon  the  scene,  who  perform  before 
our  eyes  the  whole  of  their  journey  to  the 
celestial  city,  brief,  rapid,  and  true  as 
are  the  actions  in  which  their  personality 
unfolds  itself,  yet  never  give  us  any  great 
development  of  emotion,  anything  to  sug¬ 
gest  the  hidden  tragedy  that  is  going  on 
within  them. — -Zu.MBiNi,  Bona ventura, 
1876,  Saggi  Crilici,  tr.  Nettleship. 

The  Pilgrim,  though  in  a  Puritan  dress, 
i3  a  genuine  man.  His  experience  is  so 
truly  human  experience,  that  Christians 
of  every  persuasion  can  identify  them¬ 
selves  with  him ;  and  even  those  who  re¬ 
gard  Christianity  itself  as  but  a  natural 
outgrowth  of  the  conscience  and  intellect, 
and  yet  desire  to  live  nobly  and  make  the 
best  of  themselves,  can  recognise  familiar 
footprints  in  every  step  of  Christian’s 
journey.  Thus  “The  Pilgrim’s  Progress” 
is  a  book  which,  when  once  read,  can 
never  be  forgotten.  We  too,  every  one 
of  us,  are  pilgrims  on  the  same  road,  and 
images  and  illustrations  come  back  upon 
us  from  so  faithful  an  itineray,  as  we  en¬ 
counter- similar  trials,  and  learn  for  our- 
Belves  the  accuracy  with  which  Bunyan 
has  described  them. — Froude,  James 
Anthony,  1880,  Bunyan  ( English  Men  of 
Letters),  p.  152. 
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Runyan’s  writings  have  formed  the  sub¬ 
ject  of  commentaries  and  essays  immensely 
exceeding  themselves  in  aggregate  bulk, 
and  all  the  fine  things  which  could  be  said 
about  them  have  been  said.  There  aro 
two  things,  however,  with  which,  in  read¬ 
ing  them  once  more  in  connection  with 
Mr.  Brown’s  biography,  we  are  specially 
struck.  One  is  the  entire  absence  of  fa¬ 
naticism.  Bunyan  believes  that  the 
world  is  evil,  and  that  the  Christian  must 
separate  himself  from  it;  but  in  this  ho 
was  like  the  other  Christians  of  his  time, 
and  indeed  of  all  times  down  to  the  pres¬ 
ent.  He  believes  that  there  is  a  wrath  to 
come,  and  that  we  must  flee  from  it;  but 
so  do  the  Pope  and  the  Archbishop  of 
Canterbury.  Not  only  is  there  no  fanati¬ 
cism,  but  there  is  hardly  even  anything 
sectarian  in  his  writings;  saving  one  or 
two  passages  about  the  Pope,  they  might 
almost  have  been  used  by  Francis  of 
Assisi,  to  whoso  spiritual  character  that 
of  Bunyan  has  a  certain  affinity.  The 
‘‘Pilgrim’s  Progress”  is  simple  Christian 
ity  of  primitive  type,  and  almost  as  un¬ 
adulterated  and  unsophisticated  by  secu¬ 
lar  learning  or  science,  as  it  was  in  its 
Galilean  birthplace.— Smith,  Goldwin, 
1886,  John  Bunyan,  The  Contemporary 
Review,  vol.  50,  p.  46-1. 

Lastly,  I  must  name  the  “Pilgrim’s 
Progress,”  a  book  that  breathes  of  every 
beautiful  and  valuable  emotion. — -Steven¬ 
son,  Robert  Louis,  1887,  Books  Which 
Have  Influenced.  Me,  p.  5. 

Among  this  heterogeneous  mass  of  read¬ 
ing  two  or  three  books  stand  out  in  my 
memory  towering  above  all  the  rest.  Un¬ 
questionably  the  book  which  most  seized 
my  imagination  was  the  immortal  “Pil¬ 
grim's  Progress.”  It  still  seems  to  me 
the  book  which  has  influenced  the  minds 
of  Englishmen  more  than  any  other  out¬ 
side  the  covers  of  the  Bible.  While  it 
survives,  and  is  read  by  our  boys  and 
girls,  two  or  three  great  truths  will  re¬ 
main  deeply  burned  into  the  English  soul. 
The  first  is  the  personal  responsibility  of 
each  man ;  the  next  is  that  Christianity 
does  not  want,  and  cannot  have,  a  priest. 

I  confess  that  the  discovery,  by  later 
reading,  that  the  so-called  Christian  priest 
is  a  personage  borrowed  from  surrounding 
superstition,  and  that  the  great  ecclesias¬ 
tical  structure  is  entirely  built  by  human 
hands,  filled  me  with  only  a  deeper  grati¬ 


tude  to  John  Bunyan. — Besant,  Walter, 
1887,  Books  Which  Have  Influenced  Me, 

p.  20. 

The  “Pilgrim’s  Progress”  has  been 
translated  into  the  following  languages 
and  dialects: — Aneityumese,  1880;  Ara¬ 
bic,  1834;  Modern  Arminian,  1882;  Ar- 
meno-Turkish,  1881;  Assamese,  1856; 
Bengali,  1821,  1854,  1877;  Bohemian, 
1871;  Bulgarian,  1866;  Burmese,  1841; 
Canarese,  1861,  1867;  Chinese — (Wenli 
or  Classical  Style,  1874;  Mandarin  or 
Court  Dialect,  1872;  Canton  Vernacular , 
1870-1;  Amoy  Dialect,  1865);  Dakota, 
1858;  Danish,  1862;  Dutch,  1682,  etc.; 
Dyak,  1879;  Eflk  ( Old  Calabar),  Part  1, 
1868,  Part  2,  1882;  Esthonian,  1870; 
Fanti,  1887;  Fijian,  1867;  Finnish ; 
French,  1685,  etc.  ;  Gaelic,  1812,  1869 ; 
German,  1703,  etc.  ;  Modern  Greek ,  1824, 
1831,  1854;  Greco-Turkish,  1879;  Guja¬ 
rati, — ;  Hawaiian ,  1842;  Hebrew ,  1844, 
1851;  Hindi,  — ;  Hungarian,  1867;  Ice¬ 
landic,  1876;  Irish,  1837;  Italian,  1851? 
1855,  1863;  Japanese,—  -,  Kafir,  1868; 
Khasi, —  ;  Lettish, — ;  Lithuanian,  1878; 
Malagasy,  1838,  etc.  ;  Malay,  1854;  Mal- 
ayalim,  1847;  Maori,  1854;  Marathi- 
Balbodh, — ;  Mexican,  1880;  Norwegian, 
1868,  1874;  Otyiheroro ,  1873;  Panjabi 
or  Sikh,  1843;  Pashtu  or  Afghani,  1877; 
Persian,  —  -,  Polish,  1728;  Portuguese, 
1782;  Raratongan,  1846;  Romaic,  1824, 
1831,  1854;  Russian,  1881;  Sechuana, 
1848;  Servian,  1879  ;  Sesuto,  1877  ;  Sgau - 
Karen,  1863  ;  Sindi, — ;  Singhalese,  1826, 
1867;  Spanish,  1851;  Swedish,  1743; 
Modern  Syriac,  1848;  Tahitian,  1847; 
Tamil,  1793,  1882;  Telugu,  1882;  Tshi 
or  Ashanti,  1885;  Urdu  or  Hindostani, 
1841,  1847;  Persian  Urdu, — ;  Roman 
Urdu, — ;  Uriya  or  Orissa,  1873 ;  Welsh, 
1688,  etc. ;  Yoruba—.—  Anderson,  John 
P.,  1888,  Life  of  John  Bunyan,  by  Ed¬ 
mund  Venables,  Bibliography,  p.  xxii. 

A  few  years  ago  I  witnessed,  in  a  Lon¬ 
don  suburb,  a  stage  performance  of  “The 
Pilgrim’s  Progress,”  by  George  Macdon¬ 
ald  and  his  family.  The  audience  con¬ 
sisted  maiuly  of  young  people  from  the 
surrounding  churches,  interested  in  Mac¬ 
donald’s  religious  romances,  but  they 
were  unable  to  restrain  laughter  at  Chris¬ 
tiana’s  lamentations  about  her  soul,  or 
their  contempt  for  Christian  when  he 
abandoned  his  family  to  the  City  of  De¬ 
struction.  It  occurred  to  me  that  the 
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newer  generation  has,  happily,  known  too 
little  of  the  catechetical  cavern  in  which 
their  fathers  were  affectionately  prisoned, 
to  realize  the  splendor  of  Bunyan’s  many- 
colored  torch  for  imaginations  which  but 
for  it  had  been  eyeless.  I  had  got  hold 
of  “Don  Quixote,’’  and  was  scandalized 
that  the  noblest  enthusiasms  should  be 
mocked ;  from  that  cynical  Slough  the 
Pilgrim  rescued  me. — Conway,  Moncure 
D.,  1888,  Books  That  Have  Helped  Jj ft, 
p.  91. 

It  is  worth  remembering  that  out  of 
Puritanism,  which  is  regarded  as  a  narrow 
creed  and  life,  came  the  only  book  since 
the  Reformation  which  has  been  acceptable 
to  the  whole  of  Christendom,  and  is  still 
regarded  as  the  substantial  truth  of  the 
Christian  life  in  all  the  churches  that 
preach  it  under  any  creed  of  orthodoxy. 

— Woodberry,  George  Edward,  1890, 
Studies  in  Letters  and  Life ,  p.  218. 

The  “Pilgrim’s  Progress”  was  doubtless 
not  written  in  any  special  sense  for  young 
readers;  but  successive  generations  of 
children  have  so  fastened  upon  it  and 
made  it  their  own,  that  we  cannot  exclude 
the  book  from  their  literature. 

The  intense  earnestness  of  the  Elstow 
tinker  appeals  to  that  stratum  of  serious¬ 
ness  which  is  the  foundation  of  the  Eng¬ 
lish  character,  and  expresses  itself  in  a 
directness  and  simplicity  of  diction  which 
goes  straight  to  the  heart  of  a  child. — 
Field,  Mrs.  E.  M.,  1891,  The  Child  and 
his  Book,  p.  202. 

The  people  are  living  now — all  the 
people:  the  noisy  bullying  judges,  as  of 
the  French  Revolutionary  Courts,  or  the 
Hanging  Courts  after  Monmouth’s  war; 
the  demure,  grave  Puritan  girls;  and 
Matthew,  who  had  the  gripes ;  and  lazy, 
feckless  Ignorance,  who  came  to  so  ill  an 
end,  poor  fellow;  and  sturdy  Old  Honest, 
and  timid  Mr.  Fearing ;  not  single  persons, 
but  dozens  arise  on  the  memory.  They 
come,  as  fresh,  as  vivid,  as  if  they  were 
out  of  Scott  or  Molidre  ;  the  Tinker  is  as 
great  a  master  of  character  and  fiction  as 
the  greatest,  almost;  his  style  is  pure, 
and  plain,  and  sound,  full  of  old  idioms, 
and  even  of  something  like  old  slang. 
But  even  his  slang  is  classical.  Bunyan 
is  everybody’s  author.  The  very  Catho¬ 
lics  have  their  own  edition  of  the  Pilgrim: 
they  have  cut  out  Giant  Pope,  but  have 
been  too  good-natured  to  insert  Giant 


Protestant  in  his  place.  Unheralded,  un¬ 
announced.  though  not  uncriticised  (they 
accused  the  Tinker  of  being  a  plagiarist, 
of  course),  Bunyan  outshone  the  Court 
wits,  the  learned,  the  poets  of  the  Res¬ 
toration,  and  even  the  great  theologians. 
— Lang,  Andrew,  1891,  Essays  in  Little, 

p.  188. 

We  get  in  the  Pilgrim’s  Progress  an 
inimitable  picture  of  social  life  in  the 
lower  middle  class  of  England,  and  in  this 
second  part  a  very  vivid  glimpse  of  a 
Puritan  household.  The  glimpse  is  cor¬ 
rective  of  a  too  stern  and  formal  appre¬ 
hension  of  social  Puritanism,  and  in  the 
story  are  exhibited  the  natural  charms 
and  graces  which  not  only  could  not  be 
expelled  by  astern  creed,  but  were  essen¬ 
tially  connected  with  the  lofty  ideals 
which  made  Puritanism  a  mighty  force  in 
history.  Bunyan  had  a  genius  for  story¬ 
telling,  and  his  allegory  is  very  frank; 
but  what  he  showed  as  well  as  what  he 
did  not  show  in  his  picture  of  Christiana 
and  the  children  indicates  the  constraint 
which  rested  upon  the  whole  Puritan  con¬ 
ception  of  childhood.  It  is  seen  at  its 
best  in  Bunyan,  and  this  great  Puritan 
poet  of  common  life  found  a  place  for 
it  in  his  survey  of  man’s  estate;  nature 
asserted  itself  in  spite  of  and  through 
Puritanism. — Scudder,  Horace  E.,  1894, 
Childhood  in  Literature  and  Art,  p.  132. 

We  find  at  last  in  the  “Pilgrim’s  Prog¬ 
ress’’  a  sentence  which  belongs  to  the 
essential  paragraph  structure.  Bunyan 
has  mastered  the  short  sentence.  He  can 
vary  it  with  longer  ones  not  very  peri¬ 
odic  ones — and  produce  effects  of  severe 
variety  and  of  sober  rhythm.  The  most 
important  outcome  of  the  age  that  ends 
with  Bunyan  is  this  short  sentence  The 
vernacular  stream  that  has  found  its  way 
through  the  obstacles  of  the  age  emerges 
bright  and  strong  in  Bunyan.  When  the 
next  period  of  development  sets  in  the 
writers  gradually  bring  this  short  sen¬ 
tence  into  the  service  of  the  longer 
thought-integer,  and  so  the  new  unit  of 
style  is  evolved. — Lewis,  Edwin  Herbert, 
1894,  The  History  of  the  English  Para¬ 
graph,  p.  103. 

John  Bunyan,  rough  vagrant  tinker 
that  he  had  been,  unlearned  but  for  the 
homely  wisdom  of  the  Scriptures  and  that 
inborn  genius  for  the  comprehending  of 
humanity  that  Chaucer  and  Shakespeare 
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had  before  him, — John  Bunyan,  reprobate 
but  converted,  dreamed  in  the  little  room 
at  Bedford  Jail  a  dream  that  made  his 
prison  a  classic  place,  and  gave  England 
of  tho  seventeenth  century  its  one  true 
picture  of  human  life  and  human  victory. 
We  cannot  doubt  that  many  a  devout  Pur- 
itan  of  liunyan’s  day,  with  head  bent  over 
the  record  of  Christian’s  falls  and  Chris¬ 
tian’s  triumphs,  whispered  softly  to  him¬ 
self,  as  tears  rolled  down  his  cheeks,  “It 
is  I,  it  is  1!’’  One  step  more,  and  but 
one  step,  and  to  paint  men  and  women  in 
the  relations  familiar  to  us  and  amid  tho 
surroundings  of  the  world  wherein  we 
live.  —  Simonds,  William  Edward,  1894, 
Study  of  English  Fiction ,  p.  38. 

About  my  favorite  copy  of  the  “Pil¬ 
grim’s  Progress’’  many  a  pleasant  remin¬ 
iscence  lingers,  for  it  was  one  of  the 
books  my  grandmother  gave  my  father 
when  he  left  home  to  engage  in  the  great 
battle  of  life;  when  my  father  died  this 
thick,  dumpy  little  volume,  with  its  rude 
cuts  and  poorly  printed  pages,  came  into 
my  possession.  I  do  not  know  what  part 
this  book  played  in  my  father’s  life,  but  I 
can  say  for  myself  that  it  has  brought  me 
solace  and  cheer  a  many  times. —Field, 
Eugene,  1895,  The  Love  /{fairs  of  a  Bib¬ 
liomaniac,  p.  194. 

Its  language,  the  language  of  the  Bible, 
and  its  allegorical  form,  initiated  a  plen 
tiful  prose  literature  of  a  similar  kind. 
But  none  have  equalled  it.  Its  form  is 
almost  epic :  its  dramatic  dialogue,  its 
clear  types  of  character,  its  vivid  descrip¬ 
tions,  as  of  Vanity  Fair,  and  of  places, 
such  as  the  Valley  of  the  Shadow  of  Death 
and  the  Delectable  Mountains,  which  rep¬ 
resent  states  of  the  human  soul,  have 
given  an  equal  but  a  different  pleasure  to 
children  and  men,  to  the  villager  and  the 
scholar. — Brooke,  Stopford  A.,  1896, 
English  Literature ,  p.  169. 

Its  origin  and  its  history  combine  to 
make  it  one  of  the  most  interesting  of  lit¬ 
erary  masterpieces  which  the  world  pos¬ 
sesses.  In  graphic  characterization,  in 
breadth  of  sympathy,  in  richness  of  im¬ 
agination,  in  clearness  and  force  of 
homely  Saxon  speech,  it  is  the  greatest 
of  all  the  monuments  created  by  the  Eng¬ 
lish  Bible.  As  a  product  of  the  influences 
of  the  Reformation,  it  stands  beside  the 
works  of  Milton,  with  which  it  is  spirit¬ 
ually  akin. — George,  Andrew  J.,  1898, 


From  Chaucer  to  Arnold,  Types  of  Literary 
Art,  p.  635. 

Next  to  the  Bible,  the  “Pilgrim’s  Prog¬ 
ress”  is  probably  the  book  which  has  ex¬ 
ercised  more  influence  over  the  Religion 
of  England  than  any  other.  It  did  for 
Protestantism  what  Dante  did  for  Roman 
Catholicism  whilst  exposing  sometimes 
naively  its  weak  points,  it  affirmed  its 
doctrines,  and  popularized  their  applica¬ 
tion  to  current  life.  It  supplied  what 
Milton’3“  Paradise  Lost”  failed  to  give — 
some  account  of  the  ethics  of  the  soul. 
From  Milton  we  get  our  plan  of  salvation, 
but  from  Bunyan  we  get  our  conceptions 
of  morality  and  our  theory  of  spiritual 
development.  Perhaps  few  of  those  many 
who  believe  that  the  Bible  is  their  sole 
spiritual  guide  realize  the  extent  to  which 
they  see  the  Old  Testament  through  Mil¬ 
ton’s  eyes,  and  believe  in  the  Gospel  ac¬ 
cording  to  Bunyan.  There  is  yet  another 
parallel.  Bunyan  supplied  that  imagina¬ 
tive  touch  and  that  glow  of  pictorial  sen¬ 
timent  without  which  no  religious  message 
seems  to  win  the  masses.  He  did  with 
his  “Pilgrim’s  Progress” — -for  a  some¬ 
what  arid  and  stern  Evangelicalism  which 
repudiated  the  saintly  legends  and  the 
material  splendors  of  Rome — what  Keble, 
with  his  “Christian  Year,”  did  for  the 
dry  bones  of  Anglicanism.  Keble  made 
Anglicanism  poetical.  Bunyan  made 
Evangelicalism  romantic.  A  greater 
than  Bunyan  or  Keble  adopted  a  similar 
method,  when,  as  we  read,  “Without  a 
parable  He  taught  not  the  people.”  The 
extraordinary  popularity  of  Bunyan’s 
great  book,  one  hundred  thousand  copies 
of  which  were  circulated  in  his  own  life¬ 
time,  is  not  far  to  seek.  He  embodied 
his  age — not  its  secular,  but  its  religious 
side.  No  man  could  have  been  less  in¬ 
fluenced  by  the  decapitation  of  Charles  I, 
the  accession  of  Cromwell,  the  restoration 
of  that  mundane  merry  monarch,  Charles 
II.  He  lived  through  all  these,  in  and 
out  of  prison,  married  and  single,  with  his 
finger  ever  on  the  religious  pulse  of  Eng¬ 
land  ;  he  was  as  little  disturbed  by  wars 
and  rumors  of  wars,  political  cabals  and 
commercial  bubbles,  as  were  the  great 
violin -makers  of  Brescia  and  Cremona  by 
the  political  disturbances  and  bloody 
squabbles  of  ’the  small  Italian  princelets 
of  their  day.— Ha weis,  H.  R.,  1898,  The 
Pilgrim's  Progress,  Introduction,  p.  vii. 
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In  Bunyan’s  beautiful  book,  we  have  a 
social  document  of  the  highest  value,  wit¬ 
nessing  to  the  habits  and  modes  of  life 
of  the  new  burgher-class  with  a  vivid  sim¬ 
plicity  unsurpassed.  Christian's  house 
and  the  Town  of  Destruction,  Vanity  Fair 
with  its  chaffer  and  gossip,  the  talk  of 
the  pilgrims  by  the  way,  are  the  best  pic¬ 
tures  we  possess  of  middleclass  life  in 
seventeenth  century  England. — Scudder, 
Vida  D.,  1898,  Social  Ideals  in  English 
Letters,  p.  87. 

To  John  Bunyan  the  English  novel  owes 
a  very  great  debt.  What  fiction  needed, 
if  it  was  ever  to  come  near  a  portrayal  of 
real  life,  was  first  of  all  to  rid  itself  of 
the  extravagances  of  the  romancer  and 
the  cynicism  of  the  picaresque  story¬ 
teller.  Though  Bunyan  was  despised  by 
his  contemporary  men  of  letters,  it  surely 
could  be  but  a  little  time  before  the  pre¬ 
cision  of  his  imagination  and  the  force 
and  charm  of  his  simple  and  idiomatic 
English  would  be  felt  and  then  imitated. 
As  no  writer  preceding  him,  Bunyan  knew 
the  artistic  effect  of  minute  detail  in  giv¬ 
ing  reasonableness  to  an  impossible  story. 
In  the  “Pilgrim’s  Progress”  (1678-84) 
he  so  mingled  with  those  imaginative 
scenes  of  his  own  familiar  Scripture  im¬ 
agery  and  the  still  more  familiar  incidents 
of  English  village  life,  that  the  illusion  of 
reality  must  have  been  to  the  readers  for 
whom  he  wrote  well-nigh  perfect*  The 
allegories  of  Barclay  and  Scuderi  could 
not  be  understood  without  keys;  Bunyan’s 
“Palace  Beautiful”  needed  none. — Cross, 
Wilbur  L.f  1899,  The  Development  of  the 
English  Novel,  p.  21. 

In  the  last  chapters  of  *  ‘  Pilgrim's  Prog¬ 
ress,  ”  where  the  company  wait  in  the 
land  of  Beulah  by  the  side  of  the  great 
river  for  the  summons  to  cross  to  the 
eternal  city,  Bunyan  reaches  a  dignified 
pathos  unexampled  in  all  literature.  If 
this  book  were  in  an  unknown  tongue,  the 
scholars  of  the  world  would  sound  its 
praises,  but  as  it  is  folk  literature  and 
perfectly  intelligible,  it  is  neglected  for 
matter  entirely  inferior.  It  remains  one 
of  the  greatest  books  in  the  English  lan¬ 
guage,  and  no  other  nation  has  anything 
of  the  same  kind  to  compare  with  it.  In 
devotion  to  what  he  considered  his  re¬ 
ligious  duty,  Bunyan  was  not  less  heroic 
than  Milton. — JOHNSON.C.F.,  1900,  History 
qf  English  and  American  Literature,  p.  242. 


HOLY  WAR 
1(582 

If  the  Pilgrim’s  Progress  did  not  exist, 
would  be  the  best  allegory  that  ever  was 
written.  —Macaulay,  Thomas  Uabington, 
1843,  John  Bunyan,  Critical  and  Histor¬ 
ical  Essays. 

Though  far  less  varied  and  fascinating 
than  the  “Pilgrim’s  Progress,”  is  a  more 
perfect  allegory,  full  of  passages  of  ex¬ 
quisite  symbolism  and  tenderness.  As  a 
piece  of  metaphysical  writing,  it  seems  to 
me  wonderful,  from  its  profound,  thor¬ 
oughly  uncalvinistic  recognition  of  the 
native  powers  of  the  soul.  .  .  .  It  is 

the  most  useful  book  I  ever  met  with  to 
lecture  on  to  poor  men,  or  an  intelligent 
class  of  boys. — Greenwell,  Dora,  1863, 
Memoirs,  p.  76. 

I  cannot  agree  with  Macaulay  in  think¬ 
ing  that,  if  there  had  been  no  “Pilgrim’s 
Progress,”  “The  Holy  War”  would  have 
been  the  first  of  religious  allegories.  .  .  . 
“The  Holy  War”  would  have  entitled 
Bunyan  to  a  place  among  the  masters  of 
English  Literature.  It  would  never  have 
made  his  name  a  household  word  in  every 
English-speaking  family  on  the  globe.— 
Froude,  James  Anthony,  1880,  Bunyan 
( English  Men  of  Letters),  p.  118. 

There  was  not  much  literature  in  that 
early  home  of  ours,  and  what  little  there 
was  by  no  means  attracted  me.  Boston’s 
“Fourfold  State”  and  Hervey’s  “Medita¬ 
tions”  were  not  lively  reading.  Happily, 
they  were  relieved  by  “The  Pilgrim’s  Prog¬ 
ress”  and  “The  Holy  War;”  and  in 
those  years  I  had  the  bad  taste  to  prefer 
the  latter;  to  boys  pilgrims  are  by  no 
means  so  interesting  as  soldiers.— Smith, 
Rev.  Walter  C.,  1887,  Books  Which 
Have  Influenced  Me,  p.  91. 

The  style  of  “Pilgrim's  Progress”  is 
the  very  perfection  of  what  the  style  of 
such  a  book  should  be — homely  and  yet 
distinguished,  exquisitely  simple,  yet 
tuned  to  music  at  all  its  finer  moments. 
The  allegory  is  successful  above  all  other 
allegories  in  literature.  The  abstractions 
which  people  it,  even  when  they  are  men¬ 
tioned  only  in  one  or  two  lines,  never  fail 
to  live  and  stand  out  vividly  as  human  be¬ 
ings.  Admirers  of  “The  Holy  War”  have 
tried  to  assert  as  much  for  that  longer 
and  more  laborious  work.  But  popular 
taste  has  rightly  determined  that  there 
should  be  a  thousand  readers  of  the  first 
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story  to  ten  of  the  second.  There  are 
very  fine  passages  in  “The  Holy  War;’’ 
the  opening,  especially  all  the  first  siege 
of  Mansoul,  is  superbly  conceived  and  ex¬ 
ecuted.  But  the  personages  which  are 
introduced  are  too  incongruous,  the  in¬ 
trigues  of  Shaddei  and  the  resistance  of 
Diabolus  are  too  incredible,  the  contest  is 
too  one-sided  from  the  first,  to  interest 
us  as  we  are  interested  in  the  human  ad¬ 
ventures  of  Christian.  Bunyan  seems 
powerless  to  close  “The  Holy  War,”  and 
before  he  is  able  to  persuade  himself  to 
drop  the  threads,  the  whole  skein  of  the 
allegory  is  hopelessly  entangled.  -GOSSE, 
Edmund,  1888,  A  History  of  Eighteenth 
Century  Literature,  p.  85. 

There  can,  in  fact,  be  little  doubt  that 
the  idea  is  consciously  derived  from  “Par¬ 
adise  Lost.”  In  both  the  banished  fiends 
cast  about  for  some  means  of  retaliating 
upon  their  omnipotent  foe;  in  Milton  their 
attack  is  levelled  against  the  Garden  of 
Eden,  in  Bunyan  against  the  soul  of  man. 
All  human  attributes,  virtuous  or  vicious, 
are  allegorized  with  graphic  liveliness, 
but  at  length  one  wearies  of  the  crowd  of 
abstractions ;  and  where  strength  was 
most  necessary,  Bunyan  is  weak.  Eman¬ 
uel  is  not  godlike,  and  Diabolus  is  not 
terrible.  The  book  is  perhaps  chiefly  in¬ 
teresting  as  an  index  to  the  great  prog¬ 
ress  effected  since  Bunyan’s  time  in 
spirituality  as  regards  men’s  religious 
conceptions,  and  in  freedom  and  enlighten¬ 
ment  as  concerns  the  things  of  earth. 
No  one  would  now  depict  the  offended 
majesty  of  Heaven  as  so  like  the  offended 
majesty  of  the  Stuarts ;  or  deem  that  the 
revolters’  offence  could  be  mitigated  by 
the  abjectness  of  their  submission ;  or  try 
criminals  with  such  unfairness ;  or  lecture 
them  upon  conviction  with  such  lack  of 
judicial  decorum.  Bunyan’s  own  spirit 
seems  narrower  than  of  old  ;  among  the 
traitors  upon  whom  Emanuel’s  ministers 
execute  justice  he  includes  not  only  No- 
truth  and  Pitiless,  but  also  Election- 
doubter  and  Vocation-doubter,  who  rep¬ 
resent  the  majority  of  the  members  of  the 
Church  of  England.  The  wnole  tone,  in 
truth,  is  such  as  might  be  expected  from 
one  nurtured  upon  the  Old  rather  than  the 
New  Testament,  and  who  had  never  con¬ 
ceived  any  doubts  of  the  justice  of  the 
Israelites’  dealings  with  the  Canaan- 
ites.  The  literary  power,  nevertheless,  is 


unabated;  much  ingenuity  is  shown  in 
keeping  up  the  interest  of  the  story  ;  and 
there  is  the  old  gift  of  vitalizing  abstrac¬ 
tions  by  uncompromising  realism  of  treat¬ 
ment.— Garnett,  Richard,  1895,  The 
Age  of  Dryden ,  p.  239. 

The  singular  similarity  both  in  the 
drama  and  in  the  spirit  of  the  history  and 
of  the  allegory  cannot  be  explained,  so 
far  as  I  can  see,  except  by  supposing  that 
Bunyan  had  heard  and  assimilated  the 
story  of  the  Anabaptist  Kingdom  of 
Munster,  and  had  heard  it,  not  through 
distorted  histories,  but  by  the  living  voice 
of  tradition.  And  if  it  be  admitted  that 
the  struggle  of  which  Munster  became  the 
centre  was  the  archetype  of  Bunyan’s 
“Holy  War,”  then  we  not  only  get  an  in¬ 
teresting  literary  fact,  but,  what  is  more 
important,  a  vivid  light  on  the  mind  of 
the  religious  common  people  of  England 
during  a  period  when  this  country  was  as 
virile  in  its  character  as  at  any  period  in 
its  history. — Heath,  Richard,  1897,  The 
Archetype  of  “ The  Holy  War,"  The  Con¬ 
temporary  Review,  vol.  72,  p.  118. 

POEMS 

Bunyan’s  muse  is  clad  in  russet,  wears 
shoes  and  stockings,  has  a  country  accent, 
and  walks  along  the  level  Bedfordshire 
roads.  If  as  a  poet  he  is  homely  and 
idiomatic,  he  is  always  natural,  straight¬ 
forward,  and  sincere.  His  lines  are  un¬ 
polished,  but  they  have  pith  and  sinew, 
like  the  talk  of  a  shrewd  peasant.  In  the 
“Emblems”  there  are  many  touches  of 
pure  poetry,  shewing  that  in  his  mind 
there  was  a  vein  of  silver  which,  under 
favourable  circumstances,  might  have 
been  worked  to  rich  issues;  and  every¬ 
where  there  is  an  admirable  homely  preg¬ 
nancy  and  fulness  of  meaning.  He  has 
the  strong  thought,  and  the  knack  of  the 
skilled  workman  to  drive,  by  a  single  blow, 
the  nail  home  to  the  head. — Smith,  Alex¬ 
ander,  1867?  ed..  Divine  Emblems ,  by 
John  Bunyan,  p.  x. 

It  has  been  the  fashion  to  call  Bunyan’s 
verse  doggerel ;  but  no  verse  is  doggerel 
which  has  a  sincere  and  rational  meaning 
in  it.  Goethe,  who  understood  his  own 
trade,  says  that  the  test  of  poetry  is  the 
substance  which  remains  when  the  poetry 
is  reduced  to  prose.  Bunyan  had  infinite 
invention.  His  mind  was  full  of  objects 
which  he  had  gathered  at  first-hand,  from 


402 


JOHN  BUNYAN 


observation  and  reflection.  He  had  ex¬ 
cellent  command  of  the  English  language, 
and  could  express  what  he  wished  with 
sharp,  defined  outlines,  and  without  the 
waste  of  a  word.  The  rhythmical  struc¬ 
ture  of  his  prose  is  carefully  correct. 
Scarcely  a  syllable  is  ever  out  of  place. 
His  ear  for  verse,  though  less  true,  is  sel¬ 
dom  wholly  at  fault,  and,  whether  in 
prose  or  verse,  he  had  the  superlative 
merit  that  he  could  never  write  nonsense. 
If  one  of  the  motives  of  poetical  form  be 
to  clothe  thought  and  feeling  in  the  dress 
in  which  it  can  be  most  easily  remembered, 
Bunyan’s  lines  are  often  as  successful  as 
the  best  lines  of  Quarles  or  George  Her¬ 
bert. — Froude,  James  Anthony,  1880, 
Bunyan  ( English  Men  of  Letters),  91. 

The  more  we  read  of  these  poems,  not 
given  to  the  world  till  twelve  years  after 
Bunyan’s  death,  and  that  by  a  publisher 
who  was  “a  repeated  offender  against  the 
laws  of  honest  dealing,  ”  the  more  we  are 
inclined  to  agree  with  Dr.  Brown,  that 
the  internal  evidence  of  their  style  ren¬ 
ders  their  genuineness  at  the  least  ques¬ 
tionable.  In  the  dull  prosaic  level  of 
these  compositions  there  is  certainly  no 
trace  of  the  “force  and  power"  always 
present  in  Bunyan’s  rudest  rhymes,  still 
less  of  the  “dash  of  genius”  and  the 
“sparkle  of  soul”  which  occasionally  dis¬ 
cover  the  hand  of  a  master.  Of  the  au¬ 
thenticity  of  Bunyan’s  “Divine  Emblems,  ” 
originally  published  three  years  after  his 
death  under  the  title  of  “Country  Rhymes 
for  Children,”  there  is  no  question.  The 
internal  evidence  confirms  the  external. 
The  book  is  thoroughly  in  Bunyan’s  vein, 
and  in  its  homely  naturalness  of  imagery 
recalls  the  similitudes  of  the  “Interpre¬ 
ter’s  House,”  especially  those  expounded 
to  Christiana  and  her  boys. — Venables, 
Edmund,  1888,  Life  of  John  Bunyan 
{Great  Writers),  p.  122. 

GENERAL 

His  masterpiece  is  his  “Pilgrim’s  Prog¬ 
ress,”  one  of  the  most  popular,  and,  I 
may  add,  one  of  the  most  ingenious  books 
in  the  English  language.  The  works  of 
Bunyan,  which  had  been  long  printed  on 
tobacco-paper,  by  Nicholas  Boddington 
and  others,  were,  in  1736  and  1737,  re¬ 
printed  in  two  decent  volumes  folio. 
They  are  now  come  forth  in  a  fairer  edi¬ 
tion  than  ever,  with  the  recommendation 


of  Mr.  George  Whitfield. — Granger, 
James,  1769-1824,  Biographical  History 
of  England ,  vol.  V,  p.  99. 

Bunyan  is  the  Spenser  of  the  people. 
The  fire  burned  towards  Heaven,  although 
the  altar  was  rude  and  rustic.— Disraeli, 
Isaac,  1796-1818,  Self-Education,  The 
Literary  Character. 

The  Btyle  of  Bunyan  is  delightful  to 
every  reader,  and  invaluable  as  a  study  to 
every  person  who  wishes  to  obtain  a  wide 
command  over  the  English  language.  The 
vocabulary  is  the  vocabulary  of  the  com¬ 
mon  people.  There  is  not  an  expression, 
if  we  except  a  few  technical  terms  of  the¬ 
ology,  which  would  puzzle  the  rudest  peas¬ 
ant.  We  have  observed  several  pages 
which  do  not  contain  a  single  word  of 
more  than  two  syllables.  Yet  no  writer 
has  said  more  exactly  what  he  meant  to 
say.  For  magnificence,  for  pathos,  for 
vehement  exhortation,  for  subtle  disquisi¬ 
tion,  for  every  purpose  of  the  poet,  the 
orator,  and  the  divine,  this  homely  dialect 
— the  dialect  of  plain  working  men — was 
perfectly  sufficient.— Macaulay,  Thomas 
Babington,  1831,  Southey’s  Edition  of  the 
Pilgrim’s  Progress,  Edinburgh  Review, 
vol.  54,  p.  460. 

One  of  the  greatest  poets  that  ever 
lived — we  mean  John  Bunyan,  homely  as 
may  be  the  associations  connected  with 
the  inspired  tinker’s  name — has  left 
some  most  pertinent  instances  in  his  writ¬ 
ings  of  the  sway  exercised  by  the  imagi¬ 
nation  over  the  external  senses.  In  de¬ 
scribing  the  dark  internal  conflicts  which 
convulsed  him,  during  one  stage  of  his 
religious  experience,  he  says: — “I  lifted 
up  my  head,  and  methought  I  saw  as  if 
the  sun  that  shineth  in  the  heavens  did 
grudge  to  give  me  light;  as  if  the  very 
Btones  in  the  street,  and  tiles  upon  the 
houses,  did  band  themselves  against  me.” 
This  is  as  perfect  poetry  as  ever  was  writ¬ 
ten. --Whipple,  Edwin  P.,  1844.  Words¬ 
worth,  Essays  and  Reviews. 

The  impressiveness  of  Bunyan  resem¬ 
bles  that  of  the  old  woodcuts  executed  in 
the  infancy  of  the  art  of  engraving:  there 
is  in  both  cases  a  rude  vigour  and  home¬ 
liness  of  outline,  a  strange  ignorance  of 
costume,  and  a  powerful  tendency  to  real¬ 
ise  even  the  most  abstract  things  by  con¬ 
necting  them  with  the  ordinary  details  of 
every  day  life;  there  is  also  the  Bame 
earnest  intensity  of  purpose,  and  incessant 
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struggle  to  bring  the  objects  within  the 
comprehension  of  the  uncultivated  minds 
to  which  the  work  was  addressed.  Above 
all  there  is  visible,  in  the  rude  woodcut 
of  the  old  German  artist,  as  in  the  hardly 
less  rude  narrative  morality  of  the  Eng¬ 
lish  tinker,  the  unmistakable  and  inimi¬ 
table  originality  of  genius.— Shaw, 
Thomas  B.(  1847,  Outlines  of  English  Lit¬ 
erature,  p.  194. 

The  more  we  study  the  ‘  ‘  Pilgrim’s  Prog¬ 
ress”  and  the  ‘‘Holy  War.”  in  connec¬ 
tion  with  his  own  history  and  times,  the 
more  will  we  see  reason  to  believe  that 
their  numerous  characters  directly  and 
broadly  reflect  both  the  outer  and  inner 
characteristics  of  the  religious  world  fa¬ 
miliar  to  him.  .  .  .  There  is  also 

everywhere,  in  his  allegories,  the  evidence 
of  a  rare  power  of  actual  observation. — of 
sharp  insight  into  the  living  characteris¬ 
tics  around  him, —and  great  fulness  of 
artistic  skill  in  drawing  these  from  the 
life  as  he  knew  and  saw  them.  .  .  . 

It  is,  aboveall,  this  realistic  element  that 
gives  to  Bunyan 's  great  allegory  its  spe¬ 
cial  interest.  It  is  because  he  draws  so 
much  from  outward  fact  that  we  find  his 
pages  so  living— and  linger  over  them — 
and  return  to  them — and  find  them  not 
only  instructive,  but  entertaining.  Spen¬ 
ser  in  his  great  allegory  is  richer,  .  .  . 
but  he  has  nowhere  caught  life  and  mir¬ 
rored  it,  as  Bunyan  has  done.  .  .  . 

Puritanism  lives  in  his  pages— spiritually 
and  socially— in  forms  and  in  colouring 
which  must  ever  command  the  sympathy 
and  enlist  the  love  of  all  good  Christians. 
— Tulloch,  John,  1861,  English  Puritan¬ 
ism  and  Its  Leaders ,  pp.  478,  480,  487. 

He  is  the  prince  of  dreamers,  as  Homer 
is  the  prince  of  poets.  The  scenery  of 
his  vision  has  become  familiar  as  the 
scenery  which  surrounds  our  homes.  We 
know  the  whole  course  of  the  journey — 
from  the  City  of  Destruction  to  the 
Slough  of  Despond  ;  past  the  House  of  the 
Interpreter;  up  Hill  Difficulty;  the  meet¬ 
ing  of  Christian  with  the  Maidens,  Piety, 
Prudence,  and  Charity ;  Christian’s  rest 
in  the  “large  upper  chamber  whose  win¬ 
dow  opened  towards  the  sun-rising,”  the 
name  of  which  chamber  was  Peace ;  the 
journey  down  into  the  Valley  of  the 
Shadow  of  Death:  the  combat  which  took 
place  there ;  Vanity  Pair  and  the  burning 
of  Faithful ;  the  imprisonment  of  Hopeful 


and  Christian  by  the  Giant,  and  their  es¬ 
cape  ;  the  Delectable  Mountains,  with  the 
Golden  City  seen  in  the  distance  shining 
like  a  star;  the  Land  of  Beulah;  the 
passage  across  the  dark  river,  with 
troops  of  angels,  and  melody  of  hymns 
and  trumpets,  waiting  the  pilgrims  on 
the  further  bank;— all  this  every  boy 
knows  as  he  knows  the  way  to  school — 
with  this  every  man  is  familiar  as  with  his 
personal  experience — and  the  curious 
thing  is,  that  the  incidents  and  the  scen¬ 
ery  which  we  accept  with  such  belief  are 
but  the  dark  conceits  and  shadows  of 
things;  in  all  there  is  more  than  meets 
the  eye.  Under  everything  lies  the  most 
solemn  meanings.  “The  Pilgrim’s  Prog¬ 
ress”  is  not  only  the  most  enchanting 
story  in  the  world,  it  is  one  of  the  best 
manuals  of  theology. — Smith,  Alexander, 
1867?  ed.,  Divine  Emblems  by  John  Bun¬ 
yan,  p .  v. 

These  two  men  were  living  together  at 
the  same  time.  There  are  no  such  men 
living  now  as  they  were;  no  such  reli¬ 
gious  genius  as  Bunyan  ;  no  spirit  so  deeply 
absorbed  in  philosophy  as  Spinoza.  They 
had  probably  never  heard  of  one  another’s 
names;  but  if  they  had,  one  would  have 
devoted  the  other  to  eternal  flames,  and 
that  other  would  have  regarded  him  as  an 
ignorant  fellow  and  a  madman.  Such 
awful  misunderstandings  there  have  been 
in  this  world.  If  we  could  imagine  them 
knowing  one  another  intimately  (for  all 
persons  think  differently  of  those  whom 
they  know),  then  perhaps  a  feeling  of 
surprise  might  have  arisen  at  so  much 
good  being  united  with  so  much  evil. 
They  might  have  wondered  to  see  how  by 
different  roads  they  had  arrived,  if  not 
quite,  yet  nearly,  at  a  common  end. 
They  might  have  learned  partly  to  under¬ 
stand  one  another,  and  the  calmness  and 
wisdom  of  the  one  might  have  tempered 
the  fire  and  enthusiasm  of  the  other. — 
Jowett,  Benjamin,  1871,  Bunyan  and 
Spinoza ,  Sermons,  ed.  Fremantle ,  p.  65. 

We  are  apt  to  view  him  too  exclusively 
as  the  author  of  the  “Pilgrim’s  Progress,” 
and  to  search  there,  and  there  only,  for 
the  signs  of  his  intellectual  power.  .  .  . 
Imaginative  power  and  knowledge  of  men 
(which  may  be  said  to  be  different  aspects 
of  the  constructive  faculty)  are  the  main 
secrets  of  his  success  as  a  writer.  Per¬ 
haps  too  much  has  been  made  of  his  style. 
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viewed  merely  as  written  composition. 
His  language  is  simple  and  often  forcible, 
and,  particularly  in  “Grace  Abounding,” 
has  a  soft  melodious  How,  The  most 
pleasing  element  is  the  graphic  force  of 
the  similitudes.  And  this  is  almost  all 
that  can  be  said.  ...  As  for  the 
“old  unpolluted  English  language,”  it 
needs  no  microscopical  eye  to  detect  in 
the  “Pilgrim’s  Progress”  a  considerable 
sprinkling  of  vulgar  provincialisms,  and 
even  of  such  Latin  idioms  as  are  to  be 
found  in  his  favourite  old  martyrologist 
Fox. — Minto,  William,  1872-80,  .4  Man¬ 
ual  of  English.  Prose  Literature,  pp.  300, 
301. 

The  immortal  “Dreamer”  of  Bedford 
had  a  miniature  successor  in  the  dreamer 
of  Salem  ;  and  there  was  not  a  wide  diver¬ 
gence,  in  some  respects,  in  the  character 
of  the  genius  of  the  two  men. — Smith, 
George  Barnett,  1875,  Nathaniel  Haw¬ 
thorne,  Poets  and  Novelists,  p.  159. 

The  very  homeliness  of  Bunyan’s  names 
and  the  every  dayness  of  his  scenery,  too, 
put  us  off  our  guard,  and  we  soon  find  our 
lelves  on  a3  easy  a  footing  with  his  alle¬ 
gorical  beings  as  we  might  be  with  Adam 
or  Socrates  in  a  dream.  Indeed,  he  has 
prepared  us  for  such  incongruities  by  tell¬ 
ing  us  at  setting  out  that  the  story  was  of 
a  dream.  The  long  nights  of  Bedford 
jail  had  so  intensified  his  imaginaiton, 
and  made  the  figures  with  which  it  peo¬ 
pled  his  solitude  so  real  to  him,  that  the 
creatures  of  his  mind  become  things,  as 
clear  to  the  memory  as  if  we  had  seen 
them. — Lowell,  James  Russell,  1875, 
Spenser,  Prose  Works,  Riverside  erf.,  vol. 
iv,  p.  322. 

John  Bunyan  dipped  his  pen  in  the 
Catholicism  of  Catholicity.  He  had  no 
sympathy  with  any  ism,  however  novel  or 
specious  or  popular,  which  corrupted  or 
darkened  the  simplicity  of  the  Gospel. 
With  him  charity  was  not  a  mere  clap¬ 
trap  sentiment  for  the  platform,  but  a 
deep  conviction,  a  strong  principle,  a 
fruit  of  the  Holy  Spirit. — Anderson.  W., 
1879,  Selfmade  Men. 

His  service  to  humanity  was  not  that 
of  massively  grouping  great  truths  into 
systematic  form  and  opening  the  way  to 
new  realms  of  light.  What  he  did,  and 
did  powerfully,  was  to  make  vital  with 
the  warm  life-blood  of  his  own  strong 
heart  truths  and  systems  already  in 


existence  around  him.  With  the  wealth 
of  his  own  opulent  imagination  he  places 
these  in  vivid  and  striking  light,  and  in 
such  fervid  shape  that  at  once  they  lay 
hold  of  the  popular  mind  and  heart. 
Beautiful  images,  vivid  expressions,  forci¬ 
ble  arguments  all  aglow  with  passion, 
tender  pleadings,  solemn  warnings,  these, 
all  through  his  writings  as  through  his 
preaching,  make  those  to  whom  lie  speaks 
all  eye,  all  ear,  all  soul.  To  use  a  phrase 
which  has  come  to  have  an  equivocal  sig¬ 
nificance,  he  was  a  popular  preacher  and 
writer,  but  only  in  a  high  and  noblo 
sense.  He  never  panders  to  the  mere 
love  of  excitement  and  novelty.  His  er¬ 
rand  is  much  too  serious,  and  men’s  need 
and  peril  much  too  urgent,  for  him  to 
waste  time  and  power  in  merely  playing 
before  them  on  a  pleasant  instrument. 
He  would  beseech  them  with  tears,  as 
Paul  did,  and  like  him,  too,  speak  with 
authority  as  a  messenger  from  heaven. 
To  him  the  burning  pit  was  a  reality,  from 
which  he  had  himself  barely  escaped,  and 
heaven  a  substantial  verity  he  could  all 
but  see. — Brown,  John,  1885,  John  Bun¬ 
yan,  His  Life,  Times  and  Work ,  p.  451. 

Read  not  Addison  nor  Johnson,  read 
Bunyan,  who  employed  direct  and  true 
English.  .  .  .  The  man  who  would 

speak  good  English  should  take  for  his 
company  the  authorized  version  of  the 
Bible  and  Bunyan’s  “Pilgrim's  Progress.  ” 
Bunyan's  is  chapel  English,  man’s  Eng¬ 
lish,  woman's  English,  the  English  spoken 
anywhere  by  the  native  sons  and  daugh¬ 
ters  of  the  soil. — Dawson,  George,  1886, 
Biograhical  Lectures. 

If  by  a  “Great  Writer”  we  understand 
one  who  combines  the  power  of  expressing 
thoughts  of  universal  acceptability  in  a 
style  of  the  most  perfect  clearness,  with 
a  high  degree  of  imaginative  genius,  and 
a  vivid  descriptive  faculty ;  whose  works 
are  equally  attractive  to  readers  of  all 
ages  and  every  variety  of  mental  culture, 
which  are  among  the  first  to  be  taken  up 
in  the  nursery  and  among  the  last  to  be 
laid  down  when  life  is  closing  in  on  us, 
which  have  filled  the  memory  with  pictures 
and  peopled  it  with  characters  of  the  most 
unforgetable  reality,  which  have  been 
probably  translated  into  more  languages, 
and  attained  popularity  in  more  lands, 
than  any  books  ever  written — then  the 
claim  of  the  author  of  “The  Pilgrim’s 
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Progress,”  “The  Holy  War,  ”  and  “Grace 
Abounding”  to  a  place,  and  that  a  very 
high  one,  in  the  catalogue  of  “Great 
Writers,”  is  undeniable.— Venables,  Ed¬ 
mund,  1888,  Life  of  John  Bunyan  ( Great 
IFW/crs),  p.  5. 

The  work  of  John  Bunyan  hardly  finds 
its  proper  place  in  a  history  of  prose  fic¬ 
tion  ;  he  regarded  it  as  anything  but  ficti¬ 
tious.  Moreover,  in  form  and  outline  it 
bears  something  the  same  relation  to  the 
novel  proper  that  the  “Morality”  bears 
to  the  drama  proper.  Yet  how  rich  are 
his  works,  not  only  the  “Pilgrim’s  Prog¬ 
ress”  (1678),  but  the  “Holy  War” 
(1682),  and  the  “Life  and  Death  of  Mr. 
Badman”  (1680),  in  literary,  as  well  as 
practical  and  moral  lessons,  in  demonstra¬ 
tions  whereby  the  novelists  might  profit 
to  learn  character-painting,  admirable 
narrative,  and  the  attainment  of  the  illu¬ 
sion  of  reality.  Where  was  the  professed 
writer  of  fiction  in  the  seventeenth  cen¬ 
tury  who  could  enthral  the  reader’s  imag¬ 
ination  by  his  two  opening  sentences,  and 
hold  him  spell-bound  to  the  end? — Ral¬ 
eigh,  Walter,  1894,  The  English  Novel , 
p.  115. 

While  in  all  his  writing  there  is  abund¬ 
ant  evidence  of  brain-power,  and  his  skill 
in  marshalling  texts  to  defend  his  dog¬ 
matic  positions  is  admirable,  yet  this  gen¬ 
eral  cleverness  would  not  have  raised  him 
above  the  rank  of  the  popular  preacher 
whose  performances  in  the  next  genera¬ 
tion  cumber  the  book-stalls,  had  it  not 
been  for  that  drop  of  precious  elixir 
which  nature  infused  into  his  eyes  at 
birth,  as  into  those  of  such  different  peo¬ 
ple  as  Geoffrey  Chaucer  and  Jane  Austen. 
It  is  this  which  divides  Bunyan  from  one 
in  other  respects  so  like  him  as  George 
Fox.  Both  were  children  of  the  people, 
both  were  intensely  religious,  both  were 
given  to  hearing  voices  in  their  ears 
speaking  the  words  of  God  or  of  Satan, 
both  for  their  faith  were  “in  prisons  oft 
but  the  discriminating  eye,  and  the  sense 
of  humour  which  accompanies  it,  were  lack¬ 
ing  to  Fox,  as  his  “Journal”  makes 
abundantly  conspicuous. — Beeching,  H. 
C.,  1894,  English  Prose,  ed.  Craik,  voL 
in,  p .  73. 

The  Bunyan  literature  now  constitutes 
a  library  by  itself,  while  every  year  new 
editions  appear  in  still  more  elaborate 
forms.  The  book  has  been  criticised  and 


sneered  at  as  few  writings  ever  were,  but 
it  has  steadily  risen  to  the  highest  level 
in  the  world  of  letters.  Bunyan’s  place 
is  beside  Shakespeare,  Milton,  and  Dante. 
His  allegory  is  a  worthy  companion  for 
the  immortal  work  of  Dante,  with  the 
difference  that  while  the  Englishman  en¬ 
deavors  to  delineate  the  growth  of  a  soul 
on  the  earth,  the  Florentine  seeks  to 
follow  its  upward  movement  beyond  death. 
—Bradford,  Armory  H.,  1898,  The  Pil¬ 
grim’s  Progress,  Outlook,  vol.  60,  p.  622. 

The  sermons  of  Bunyan,  a  number  of 
which  have  been  preserved,  are  in  keep¬ 
ing  with  the  general  style  of  preaching 
then  in  vogue.  Compared  with  sermons 
of  the  present  day,  they  are  tediously 
long.  They  are  designed  to  be  compre¬ 
hensive  in  treatment;  and  therefore,  in¬ 
stead  of  leaving  something  to  the  intelli¬ 
gence  of  the  hearer,  they  abound  in  the 
most  obvious  commonplaces.  There  is 
scarcely  any  end  to  the  divisions  and  sub¬ 
divisions.  They  are  more  concerned  with 
thought  than  style;  and  instead  of  rhe¬ 
torical  grace,  we  find  only  simplicity  and 
directness.  Their  remarkable  effective¬ 
ness  was  due  to  the  intellectual  vigor  and 
moving  earnestness  of  the  speaker — a 
fact  that  emphasizes  for  us  the  impor¬ 
tance  of  the  personal  element  in  public 
discourse. — Painter,  F.  V.  N.,  1899,  A 
History  of  English  Literature,  p.  185. 

In  the  first  place,  his  style  is  simple. 
Secondly,  rare  earnestness  is  coupled  with 
this  simplicity.  He  had  something  to  say, 
and  in  his  inmost  soul  he  felt  that  this 
something  was  of  supreme  importance  for 
all  time.  Only  a  great  man  can  tell  such 
truths  without  a  flourish  of  language,  or 
without  straining  after  effect.  .  .  . 

Thirdly,  Bunyan  has  a  rare  combination 
of  imagination  and  dramatic  power.  His 
abstractions  become  living  persons.  .  .  . 
It  would  be  difficult  to  find  English  prose 
more  simple,  earnest,  strong,  imaginative, 
and  dramatic  than  this.  Bunyan’s  style 
felt  the  shaping  influence  of  the  Bible  more 
than  of  all  other  works  combined.  He 
knew  the  Scriptures  almost  by  heart. — 
Halleck,  Reuben  Post,  1900,  History  of 
English  Literature,  pp.  227,  228,  229. 

Cromwell,  Milton,  Bunyan— what  can 
non-Puritan  England,  of  their  day,  show 
to  match  these  three  names?— Roosevelt, 
Theodore,  1900,  Oliver  Cromwell,  p.  232, 
note. 
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William  Chamberlayne 

1619  1689 

Physician  and  poet,  was  born  in  1619.  He  practised  as  a  physician  at  Shaftesbury 
in  Dorsetshire.  During  the  civil  wars  he  was  distinguished  for  his  loyalty  to  Charles 
I.  ;  and  it  appears  from  a  passage  at  the  close  of  the  second  book  of  “Pharonnida” 
that  he  was  present  at  the  second  battle  at  Newbury.  He  died  in  January  1689,  and 
was  buried  at  Shaftesbury  in  the  churchyard  of  the  Holy  Trinity,  where  a  monument 
was  erected  to  him  by  his  son  Valentine Chamberlayne.  In  1658  he  published  “Love’s 
Victory  a  Tragi-Comedy,”  4to,  dedicated  to  Sir  William  Portman,  bart.  There  are 
some  fine  passages  in  the  play,  and  plenty  of  loyal  sentiment. — Pullen,  A.  II.,  1887, 


Dictionary  of  National  Biography ,  vol.  X,  p. 

PHARONNIDA 

This  Poem  tho’  it  hath  nothing  extraor¬ 
dinary  to  recommend  it,  yet  appear’d 
abroad  in  Prose  1683,  under  the  Title  of 
a  Novel  called  “Eromena,  or  The  Noble 
Stranger.'’ — Langbaine,  Gerald,  1691, 
An  Account  of  the  English  Dramatick 
Poets ,  p.  57. 

A  poet  to  whom  lam  indebted  for  many 
hours  of  delight.  ...  A  poet  who 
has  told  an  interesting  story  in  uncouth 
rhymes,  and  mingles  sublimity  of  thought 
and  beauty  of  expression  with  the  quaint¬ 
est  conceits  and  most  awkward  inversions. 
— Southey,  Robert,  1796,  Joan  of  Arc, 
note. 

His  “Pharonnida,  ”  an  heroic  poem,  in 
five  books,  which  Langbaine  says  has 
nothing  to  recommend  it,  is  one  of  the 
most  interesting  stories  that  was  ever 
told  in  verse,  and  contained  so  much 
amusing  matter  as  to  be  made  into  a  prose 
novel  in  the  reign  of  Charles  II.  What 
Dr.  Johnson  said  unjustly  of  Milton’s 
“Comus,  ”  that  it  was  like  gold  hid  under 
a  rock,  may  unfortunately  be  applied  with 
too  much  propriety  to  “Pharonnida.” 
Never  perhaps  was  so  much  beautiful  de¬ 
sign  in  poetry  marred  by  infelicity  of  ex¬ 
ecution  :  his  ruggedness  of  versification, 
abrupt  transitions,  and  a  style  that  is  at 
once  slovenly  and  quaint,  perpetually  in¬ 
terrupted  in  enjoying  the  splendid  figures 
and  spirited  passions  of  this  romantic  tab¬ 
let,  and  make  us  catch  them  only  by 
glimpses.— Campbell,  Thomas,  1819, 
Specimens  of  the  British  Poets. 

Chamberlain’s  “Pharonnida”  is  a  very 
noble  work.  The  characters  are  drawn 
and  supported  with  great  truth  and  force; 
the  action  of  the  Poem  is  eventful  and  in¬ 
teresting,  and  the  images  bold,  natural, 
and  original. — Neele,  Henry,  1827-29, 
Lectures  on  English  Poetry ,  p.  56. 


10. 

The  imagery  is  often  very  beautiful,  and 
the  emotions  excited  and  described  strong 
and  passionate,  but  the  style  is  slovenly 
and  the  whole  piece  wearisome.  Among 
his  excellences  may  be  mentioned  his  keen 
perception  of  natural  beauty.  Indeed  he 
has  given  several  descriptions  of  the 
glories  of  the  morning,  in  a  manner  not 
unworthy  of  Milton. — Angus,  Joseph, 
1865,  The  Handbook  of  English  Literature, 
p.  178. 

The  poem  is  in  rhymed  heroics;  there 
are  five  books  and  four  cantos  to  each 
book.  As  the  fourth  book  commences 
with  fresh  pagination  and  in  different 
type,  it  has  been  conjectured  that  the 
printing  was  interrupted  by  the  author’s 
employment  in  the  wars.  In  spite  of  its 
diffuseness  and  intricacy,  the  story  is  in¬ 
teresting  ;  and  much  of  the  poetry  is  re¬ 
markable  for  happy  imagery  and  rich  ex¬ 
pressions.  Both  in  its  faults  and  in  its 
beauties  “Pharonnida”  bears  considera¬ 
ble  resemblance  to  “Endymion.”— BUL- 
len,  A.  H.,  1887,  Dictionary  of  National 
Biography,  vol.  x,  p.  10. 

Though  hardly  deserving  the  high  praise 
of  Campbell,  who  styles  it  “one  of  the 
most  interesting  stories  that  ever  was  told 
in  verse,”  the  poem  is  seldom  dull,  and 
the  metre  is  free  from  the  monotony  of 
the  regular  heroic  couplet.  .  .  .  Mr. 

Gosse  has  pointed  out  the  close  resem¬ 
blance,  in  metrical  form,  between  Cham- 
berlayne’s  poem  and  Keats’  “Endymion,” 
and  is  inclined  to  regard  the  debt  that 
Keats  owed  to  the  author  of  “Pharon¬ 
nida”  as  larger  than  has  generally  been 
recognized. — Masterman,  J.  Howard  B., 
1897,  The  Age  of  Milton,  pp.  144,  145. 

GENERAL 

The  play  [“Love’s  Victory”]  bears  a 
very  strong  resemblance,  both  in  the  tone 
of  feeling  and  in  the  sentiments,  to  his 
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more  matured  production — there  is  the 
same  dignity  of  action  and  of  thought  in 
the  higher  scenes,  mixed,  however,  with 
much  more  that  is  mean,  and  some  that  is 
utterly  contemptible.  There  is  frequently 
an  admirable  propriety  in  his  thoughts, 
but  he  wanted  judgement  in  the  selection, 
and  taste  in  the  disposition  of  them.  He 
is  fond  of  illustrating  the  grand  and  the 
beautiful  in  nature  and  in  feeling,  by  al¬ 
lusions  to  objects  of  art  and  of  science, 
more  especially  in  his  own  profession, 
which  sometimes  lead  him  into  conceit 
and  sometimes  into  meanness. 

His  poem  is  written  in  blank  verse,  tagged 
with  a  rhyme  which  the  reader  finds  it 
impossible  to  rest  upon,  and  difficult  to 
pass  over;  and  which  is  moreover  in  it¬ 
self  awkward  and  constrained. 

He  is  no  ordinary  poet — he  had  the  living 
elements  of  poetry  within  him,  though  he 


wanted  a  better  judgement  to  manage 
them. — Robinson,  G.t  1820,  Chamber - 
layne’s  Love's  Victory,  Retrospective  Re¬ 
view,  vol.  I,  pp.  258,  259. 

With  no  court  connection,  no  light  or 
witty  copies  of  verses  to  float  him  into 
popularity,  relying  solely  on  his  two  long 
and  comparatively  unatttactive  works — 
to  appreciate  which,  through  all  the  wind¬ 
ings  of  romantic  love,  plots,  escapes,  and 
adventures,  more  time  is  required  than 
the  author’s  busy  age  could  afford — we 
need  hardly  wonder  that  Chamberlayne 
was  an  unsuccessful  poet.  .  .  .  We  cannot, 
however,  suppose  that  the  works  of  this 
poet  can  ever  be  popular;  his  beauties 
are  marred  by  infelicity  of  execution; 
though  not  deficient  in  the  genius  of  a 
poet,  he  had  little  of  the  skill  of  the  artist. 
—Chambers,  Robert,  1876,  Cyclopedia 
of  English  Literature,  ed.  Camdhers. 


Aphra  Behn 

1640-1689 

Born  [Aphra  Johnson],  at  Wye,  Kent,  10  July  1640.  Taken  to  West  Indies  early 
in  life.  Returned  to  England,  1658.  Married  to  Behn,  1660[?].  In  favour 
with  Charles  IT.  ;  sent  by  him  on  secret  service  to  Antwerp,  1665.  On  return  to  Eng¬ 
land  took  to  playwriting.  First  play  produced  at  Duke’s  Theatre,  1671.  Various 
plays  produced,  1671  78,  1681-87.  Died,  in  London,  16  April,  1689.  Buried  in 
Westminster  Abbey.  JForfcs:  “The  Forc’d  Marriage,  ”  1671 ;  “The  Amorous  Prince, ” 
1671;  “The  Dutch  Lover,”  1673;  “Abdelazar,”  1677;  “The  Rover,”  pt.  i.  (anon.), 
1677;  pt.  ii.t  1681 ;  “The  Debauchee”  (anon.),  1677;  “The  Town  Fop,"  1677;  “Sir 
Patient  Fancy,”  1678;  “The  Feign’d  Curtizana, ”  1679;  “The  Roundheads,”  1682; 
“The  City  Heiress,”  1682;  “The  False  Count,”  1682;  “The  Young  King,”  1683; 
“Poems  upon  several  occasions,”  1684;  “The  Adventures  of  the  Black  Lady,”  1684; 
two  “Pindarick  Poems”  and  a  poem  to  the  Queen  Dowager,  1685;  “LaMontre,” 
1686;  “Emperor  of  the  Moon,”  1687;  “The  Lucky  Chance,”  1687;  “Lycidus,” 
1688;”  “A  Poem  to  Sir  Roger  L'Estrange,”  1688;  Three  “Congratulatory  Poems”  to 
the  Queen,  1688;  “The  Lucky  Mistake,  ”  1689;  “Congratulatory  Poem”  to  the  Queen 
1689.  Posthumous :  “The  Widow  Ranter,”  ed.  by  “G.  J.,”  1690;  “The  Younger 
Brother,”  ed.  by  Gildon,  1696;  “The  Lady’s  Looking  Glass,”  1697.  She  translated: 
(with  others)  Ovid’s  “Heroical  Epistles,”  1683;  Fontenelle’s  “Discovery  of  New 
Worlds,”  1688;  Van  Dale’s  “History  of  Oracles,”  1699;  and  edited  “Miscellany,” 
1685.  Collected  Works:  “Poetical  Remains,”  ed.  by  Gildon,  1698;  “Histories  and 
Novels,”  1698;  “Plays,”  1702;  “Plays,  Histories  and  Novels  .  .  .  with  Life” 

(6  vols. ),  1871.— Sharp,  R.  Farquhareon,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p. 

22. 


PERSONAL 

Poetry,  the  supreme  pleasure  of  the 
mind,  is  begot,  and  born  in  pleasure,  but 
oppressed  and  killed  with  pain.  This  re¬ 
flexion  ought  to  raise  our  admiration  of 
Mrs.  Behn,  whose  genius  was  of  that 
force,  to  maintain  its  gaiety  in  the  midst 
of  disappointments,  which  a  woman  of  her 
sense  and  merit  ought  never  to  have  met 


with.  But  she  had  a  great  strength  of 
mind,  and  command  of  thought,  being 
able  to  write  in  the  midst  of  company, 
and  yet  have  the  share  of  the  conversa¬ 
tion  :  which  I  saw  her  do  in  writing  “Oroo- 
noko,  ”  and  other  parts  of  her  works,  in 
every  part  of  which  you'll  find  an  easy 
stile  and  a  peculiar  happiness  of  thinking. 
The  passions,  that  of  love  especially,  she 
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was  mistress  of,  and  gave  us  such  nice 
and  tender  touches  of  them,  that  without 
her  name  we  might  discover  the  author. 
— Gildon,  Charles,  1698,  Mrs.  Bekn’s 
Histories  and  Novels,  Epistle  Dedicatory. 

Aphra  Behn  was  a  graceful,  comely 
woman,  with  brown  hair  and  bright  eyes, 
and  was  painted  so  in  an  existing  portrait 
of  her  by  John  Ripley.  She  is  said  to 
have  introduced  milk  punch  into  England. 
She  deserves  our  sympathy  as  a  warm¬ 
hearted,  gifted,  and  industrious  woman, 
who  was  forced  by  circumstance  and  tem¬ 
perament  to  win  her  livelihood  in  a  pro¬ 
fession  where  scandalous  writing  was  at 
that  time  obligatory.  It  is  impossible, 
with  what  we  know  regarding  her  life,  to 
defend  her  manners  as  correct  or  her  at¬ 
titude  to  the  world  as  delicate.  But  we 
may  be  sure  that  a  woman  so  witty,  so 
active,  and  so  versatile,  was  not  degraded, 
though  she  might  be  lamentably  uncon¬ 
ventional.  She  was  the  George  Sand  of 
the  Restoration,  the  "ch&re  maitre”  to 
such  men  as  Dryden,  Otway,  and  South - 
erne,  who  all  honoured  her  with  their 
friendship.  Her  genius  and  vivacity  were 
undoubted ;  her  plays  are  very  coarse, 
but  very  lively  and  humorous,  while  she 
possessed  an  indisputable  touch  of  lyric 
genius.  Her  prose  works  are  decidedly 
less  meritorious  than  her  dramas  and  the 
best  of  her  poems. —Gosse,  Edmund, 
1885,  Dictionary  of  National  Biography , 
vol.  IV,  p.  130. 

Despite  the  offensiveness  of  her  writ¬ 
ings,  ...  is  personally  a  sympa¬ 
thetic  figure.  .  .  .  Her  eighteen  plays, 
have,  with  few  exceptions,  sufficient 
merit  to  entitle  her  to  a  respectable  place 
among  the  dramatists  of  her  age,  and  suf¬ 
ficient  indelicacy  to  be  unreadable  in  this. 
It  may  well  be  believed,  on  the  authority 
of  a  female  friend,  that  the  authoress 
"had  wit,  humour,  good-nature,  and  judg¬ 
ment  ;  was  mistress  of  all  the  pleasing 
arts  of  conversation;  was  a  woman  of 
sense,  and  consequently  a  woman  of  pleas¬ 
ure. "  She  was  buried  in  Westminster 
Abbey,  but  not  in  Poets’  Corner. — Gar¬ 
nett,  Richard,  1895,  The  Age  of  Dryden, 
p.  146,  147. 

OROONOKO 

She  had  a  great  command  of  the  stage, 
and  I  have  often  wondered  that  she  would 
bury  her  favourite  hero  in  a  novel,  when 
she  might  have  revived  him  in  the  scene. 


She  thought  either,  that  no  actor  could 
represent  him.  or  sho  could  not  bear  him 
represented  ;  and  I  believed  the  last,  when 
I  remember  what  I  have  heard  from  a 
friend  of  her’s,  that  she  always  told  a 
story  more  feelingly  than  she  writ. — 
Southerne,  Thomas,  1696,  Oroonoko, 
Dedication. 

I  have  said  that  "Oroonoko"  is  the 
best  known  of  Mrs.  Behn’s  novels,  but  I 
doubt  whether  more  than  a  very  few  of 
the  present  generation  have  read  or  even 
seen  it,  and  I  had  some  difficulty  in  pro¬ 
curing  acopy. — Forsyth,  William,  1871, 
The  Novels  and  Novelists  of  the  Eighteenth 
Century,  p.  181. 

The  tragic  and  pathetic  story  of  "Oroo¬ 
noko”  does  only  less  credit  to  her  excel¬ 
lent  literary  ability  than  to  the  noble  im¬ 
pulse  of  womanly  compassion  and  womanly 
horror  which  informs  the  whole  narrative 
and  makes  of  it  one  ardent  and  continuous 
appeal  for  sympathy  and  pity,  one  fervent 
and  impassioned  protest  against  cruelty 
and  tyranny.  -Swinburne,  Algernon 
Charles,  1891,  Social  Verse,  Studies  in 
Prose  and  Poetry,  p.  95. 

Posterity  is  content  to  know  that  As- 
traea  trod  the  stage  loosely,  and  so  she 
gets  no  credit  for  the  merits  of  her  nov¬ 
els.  Yet  these  merits  are  real,  for  Mrs. 
Aphra  Behn  had  passed  her  childhood  in 
Surinam,  where  her  father  was  governor; 
for  some  years  after  the  Restoration  she 
had  lived  at  Antwerp  as  a  Government 
agent;  and  it  was  on  sundry  experiences 
in  these  two  places  that  she  based  her  two 
best-known  novels,  published  in  1698, 
after  her  death, — "Oroonoko"  and  "The 
Fair  Jilt.”  For  making  use  of  incidents 
of  real  life  in  the  service  of  fiction  at  a 
time  when  the  heroic  romance  was  at  the 
height  of  its  vogue,  she  deserves  all 
credit.  And  yet  it  was  no  literary  re¬ 
form  that  she  effected.  .  .  .  The  story 
of  "Oroonoko,”  the  love-lorn  and  mag¬ 
nanimous  negro,  of  "very  little  religion” 
but  "admirable  morals,”  who  meets  a 
tragic  death,  belongs  to  a  class  of  romance 
that  flourished  almost  a  century  later, 
when  Rousseau  had  given  popularity  to 
the  philosophical  ideas  that  underlie  it. 
In  this  novel  Mrs.  Behn  is  one  of  the  early 
precursors  of  the  romantic  revival,  and 
finds  her  logical  place  in  that  movement. 
But  her  bold  conduct  of  a  simple  story  and 
her  popularity  with  her  contemporaries 
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entitle  her  also  to  claim  a  share  in  the  at¬ 
tempt,  faint  and  ineffective,  that  the  later 
seventeenth  century  witnessed,  to  bring 
romance  into  closer  relation  with  con¬ 
temporary  life. — Raleigh,  Walter,  1894, 
The  English  Novel,  pp.  107,  108. 

“Oroonoko”  is  the  first  humanitarian 
novel  in  English.  Though  its  spirit  can¬ 
not  for  a  moment  be  compared,  in  moral 
earnestness,  with  “Uncle  Tom’s  Cabin,” 
yet  its  purpose  was  to  awaken  Christen¬ 
dom  to  the  horrors  of  slavery.  The  time 
being  not  yet  ripe  for  it,  the  romance  was 
for  the  public  merely  an  interesting  story 
to  be  dramatized. — Cross,  Wilbur  L., 
1899,  The  Development  of  the  English 
Novel,  p.  20. 

GENERAL 

I  was  desired  to  say  that  the  author, 
who  is  of  the  fair  sex,  understood  not 
Latin;  but  if  she  do  not,  I  am  afraid  she 
has  given  us  occasion  to  be  ashamed  who 
do.— Dryden,  John,  1680,  Ovid's  Epistles, 
Preface. 

But  when  you  write  of  Lovo,  Astroa,  then 
Love  dips  his  Arrows,  where  you  wet  your 
pen 

Such  charming  Lines  did  never  Paper  grace; 
Soft  ns  your  Sox;  and  smooth  as  Beanty’s 
Face. 

—Cotton,  Charles,  c  1687,  Verses  Pre¬ 
fixed  to  Mrs.  Behn's  translation  of  Bonne- 
corse's  La  Montre. 

A  Person  lately  deceased,  but  whose 
Memory  will  be  long  fresh  amongst  the 
Lovers  of  Dramatick  Poetry,  as  having 
been  sufficiently  Eminent  not  only  for  her 
Theatrical  Performances,  but  several 
other  Pieces  both  in  Verse  and  Prose; 
which  gain'd  her  an  Esteem  among  the 
Wits,  almost  equal  to  that  of  the  incom¬ 
parable  Orinda,  Madam  Katharine  Phillips. 
•  .  .  Most  of  her  Comedies  have  had 

the  good  fortune  to  please:  and  tho’  it 
must  be  confest  that  she  has  borrow’d 
very  much,  not  only  from  her  own  Coun¬ 
try  Men,  but  likewise  from  the  French 
Poets:  yet  it  may  be  said  in  her  behalf, 
that  she  has  often  been  forc’d  to  it  through 
hast:  and  has  borrow’d  from  others 
Stores,  rather  of  Choice  than  for  want  of 
a  fond  of  Wit  of  her  own :  it  having  been 
formerly  her  unhappiness  to  be  necessi¬ 
tated  to  write  for  Bread,  as  she  has  pub- 
lisht  to  the  world.  ’Tis  also  to  her  Com¬ 
mendation,  that  whatever  she  borrows  she 
improves  for  the  better :  a  Plea  which  our 


late  Laureat  has  not  been  asham’d  to  make 
use  of.  If  to  this,  her  Sex  may  plead  in 
her  behalf,  I  doubt  not  but  she  will  be  al¬ 
lowed  equal  with  several  of  our  Poets  her 
Contemporaries.— Langbaine,  Gerard, 
1691,  An  Account  of  the  English  Dramatick 
Poets,  p.  17. 

Tho  stage  how  loosely  does  Astnea  tread, 

Who  fairly  putB  all  characters  to  bed! 

— Pope,  Alexander,  1733,  The  First 
Epistle  of  the  Second  book  of  Horace. 

This  young  fellow  lay  in  bed,  reading 
one  of  Mrs.  Behn’s  novels,  for  he  had 
been  instructed  by  a  friend  that  he  could 
not  find  a  more  effectual  method  of  rec¬ 
ommending  himself  to  ladies,  than  by  im¬ 
proving  his  understanding,  and  filling 
his  mind  with  good  literature. — Fielding, 
Henry,  1749,  The  History  of  Tom  Jones. 

Mrs.  Behn  perhaps,  as  much  as  any  one, 
condemned  loose  scenes,  and  too  warm  de¬ 
scriptions  ;  but  something  must  be  allowed 
to  human  frailty.  She  herself  was  of  an 
amorous  complexion,  she  felt  the  passions 
intimately  which  she  describes,  and  this 
circumstance  added  to  necessity,  might  be 
the  occasion  of  her  plays  being  of  that 
cast. —Cibber,  Theophilus,  1753,  Lives 
of  the  Poets,  vol.  Ill,  p.  26. 

Her  plays,  which  are  numerous,  abound 
with  obscenity;  and  her  novels  are  little 
better.  Mr.  Pope  speaks  thus  of  her : 
“Tho  stage  how  loosely  does  ABtra?a  tread, 

Who  fairly  pats  all  characters  to  bed  I” 

The  poet  means  behind  the  scenes.  There 
is  no  doubt  but  she  would  have  literally 
put  them  to  bed  before  the  spectators; 
but  here  she  was  restrained  by  the  laws 
of  the  drama,  not  by  her  own  delicacy,  or 
the  manners  of  the  age.  Sir  Richard 
Steele  tells  us,  that  she  “understood  the 
practic  part  of  love  better  than  the  spec¬ 
ulative.  "—Granger,  James,  1769-1824, 
Biographical  History  of  England,  vol.  v, 

p.  261. 

A  grand-aunt  of  my  own,  Mrs.  Keith  of 
Ravelstone,  who  was  a  person  of  some 
condition,  being  a  daughter  of  Sir  John 
Swinton  of  Swinton — lived  with  unabated 
vigour  of  intellect  to  a  very  advanced  age. 
She  was  very  fond  of  reading,  and  enjoyed 
it  to  the  last  of  her  long  life.  One  day 
she  asked  me,  when  we  happened  to  be 
alone  together,  whether  I  had  ever  seen 
Mrs.  Behn’s  novels? — I  confessed  the 
charge. — Whether  I  could  get  her  a  sight 
of  them  ? — I  said,  with  some  hesitation,  I 
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believed  I  could  ;  but  that  I  did  not  think 
she  would  like  either  the  manners,  or  the 
language,  which  approached  too  near  that 
of  Charles  II. ’s  time  to  be  quite  proper 
reading.  “Nevertheless,”  said  the  good 
old  lady,  “I  remember  them  being  so 
much  admired,  and  being  so  much  inter¬ 
ested  in  them  myself,  that  I  wish  to  look 
at  them  again.”  To  hear  was  to  obey. 
So  I  sent  Mrs.  Aphra  Behn,  curiously 
sealed  up,  with  “private  and  confidential” 
on  the  packet,  to  my  gay  old  grand-aunt. 
The  next  time  I  saw  her  afterwards,  she 
gave  me  back  Aphra,  properly  wrapped 
up,  with  nearly  these  words : — ‘‘Take  back 
your  bonny  Mrs.  Behn  ;  and,  if  you  will 
take  my  advice,  put  her  in  the  fire,  for 
I  found  it  impossible  to  get  through  the 
very  first  novel.  But  is  it  not,”  she  said, 
“a  very  odd  thing,  that  I,  an  old  woman 
of  eighty  and  upwards,  sitting  alone,  feel 
myself  ashamed  to  read  a  book  which, 
sixty  years  ago,  I  have  heard  read  aloud 
for  the  amusement  of  large  circles,  con¬ 
sisting  of  the  first  and  most  creditable 
society  in  London  ?’ ' — Scott,  Sir  Walter, 
C  1821,  Letter  to  Lady  Louisa  Stuart, 
Lockhart’s  Life,  ch.  liv. 

Her  verses  are  natural  and  cordial,  writ¬ 
ten  in  a  masculine  style,  and  yet  womanly 
withal.  If  she  had  given  us  nothing  but 
such  poetry  as  this  L“Hove  Armed’’],  she 
would  have  been  as  much  admired,  and 
known  among  us  all,  to  this  day,  as  she  con¬ 
sented  to  be  among  the  rakes  of  her  time. 
Her  comedies  indeed  are  alarming  and 
justly  incurred  the  censure  of  Pope : 
though  it  is  probable,  that  a  thoughtless 
good-humor  made  her  pen  run  over,  rather 
than  real  licentiousness;  and  that,  al¬ 
though  free  enough  in  her  life,  she  was 
not  so  “extravagant  and  erring”  as  per¬ 
sons  with  less  mind. — Hunt,  Leigh,  1847, 
Specimens  of  British  Poetesses;  Men, 
Women  and  Books. 

Her  name  would  have  been  excluded 
from  all  mention  in  these  pages,  had  it 
not  been  necessary  to  mark  the  true  state 
of  female  literature  at  this  period. 
Aphara  Behn  is  the  first  English  authoress 
upon  record  whose  life  was  openly  wrong, 
and  whose  writings  were  obscene. — Will¬ 
iams,  Jane,  1861,  The  Literary  Women 
of  England,  p.  128. 

In  eighteen  years  she  saw  nineteen  of 
her  dramas  applauded  or  hissed  by  the 
debauched  and  idle  groundlings  of  the 


Duke’s  Theatre;  and  forced  to  write  what 
would  please,  she  wrote  in  a  style  that 
has  put  a  later  generation  very  justly  to 
the  blush.  But  in  power  of  sustained 
production  she  surpassed  all  her  contem¬ 
poraries  expect  Dryden,  since  beside  this 
ample  list  of  plays,  she  published  eight 
novels,  some  collections  of  poetry,  and 
various  miscellaneous  volumes.  The  bulk 
of  her  writings,  and  the  sustained  force 
so  considerable  a  body  of  literature  dis¬ 
plays,  are  more  marked  than  the  quality 
of  her  style,  which  is  very  irregular, 
uncertain  and  untutored.  She  possessed 
none  of  that  command  over  her  pen  which 
a  university  training  had  secured  to  the 
best  male  poets  of  her  time.  But  she  has 
moments  of  extraordinary  fire  and  au¬ 
dacity,  when  her  verse  throws  off  its  lan¬ 
guor,  and  progresses  with  harmony  and 
passion.  Her  one  long  poem,  “The  Voy¬ 
age  to  the  Isle  of  Love,”  which  extends 
to  more  than  two  thousand  lines,  is  a  sen¬ 
timental  allegory,  in  a  vague  and  tawdry 
style,  almost  wholly  without  value;  her 
best  pieces  occur  here  and  there  in  her 
plays  and  among  her  miscellaneous  poems. 
It  is  very  unfortunate  that  one  who  is  cer¬ 
tainly  to  be  numbered,  as  far  as  intellec¬ 
tual  capacity  goes,  in  the  first  rank  of 
English  female  writers,  should  have  done 
her  best  to  remove  her  name  from  the  re¬ 
collection  of  posterity  by  the  indelicacy 
and  indiscretion  of  her  language. — Gosse, 
Edmund,  1880,  English  Poets,  ed.  Ward, 
vol.  ii,  p.  419. 

It  is  a  pity,  almost,  that  the  next  name 
must  have  a  place  accorded  to  it ;  certainly 
a  pity  that  beside  any  records  of  what  the 
more  exalted  spirit  of  woman  has  achieved, 
mention  should  be  made  of  so  unsexed  a 
writer  as  Mrs.  Aphra  Behn.  Yet  she  was 
a  woman,  writing  much  that  was  vigorous 
and  a  little  that  was  poetical,  and  so  must 
needs  be  catalogued  among  the  verse 
writers  with  whom  it  is  the  business  of 
these  pages  to  deal. — Robertson,  EricS., 
1883,  English  Poetesses,  p.  9. 

She  was  an  undoubted  wit,  and  was 
never  dull,  but  so  wicked  and  coarse  that 
she  forfeited  all  right  to  fame. — Sanborn, 
Kate,  1885,  The  Wit  of  Women,  p.  195. 

Her  plays  have  in  relation  to  those  of 
her  contemporaries  a  rather  unfair  repu¬ 
tation  for  license,  but  are  of  small  literary 
worth.  Her  prose  has  much  merit,  and 
she  ranks  early  and  high  in  the  list  of 
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English  novelists. — Saintsbury,  George, 
1886,  Specimen*  of  English  Prose  Style, 
p.  117. 

Dryden,  the  greatest  and  most  various 
representative  of  his  age  at  its  best  and 
at  its  worst,  is  not  for  a  moment  compara¬ 
ble  as  a  song-writer  to  Lord  Rochester 
or  to  Mrs.  llehn.  .  .  Like  Marcus 

Cato’s  or  Joseph  Addison’s  Marcia  “the 
virtuous  Aphra  towers  above  her  sex”  in 
the  passionate  grace  and  splendid  elegance 
of  that  melodious  and  magnificent  song 


(“Love  in  fantastic  triumph  sat")  to 
which  Leigh  Hunt  alone  among  critics  has 
ever  done  justice — and  has  done  no  more 
than  justice  in  the  fervour  of  his  impas¬ 
sioned  panegyric. — Swinburne,  Alger¬ 
non  Charles,  1891,  Social  Verse,  Studies 
in  Prose  and  Poetry,  pp.  93,  94. 

Mrs.  Behn  wrote  foully;  and  this  for 
most  of  us,  and  very  properly,  is  an  end 
of  the  whole  discussion. — Hudson,  Will¬ 
iam  Henry,  1897,  Idle  Hours  in  a  Library , 

p.  161. 


Robert  Barclay 

1648-1690 

Robert  Barclay,  the  apologist  of  the  Quakers,  was  born  at  Gordonstown  near  Elgin, 
December  23,  1648.  His  father,  Col.  David  Barclay  (1610-86),  had  served  under 
Gustavus  Adolphus,  and  in  1666  became  a  convert  to  Quakerism.  Robert  was  edu¬ 
cated  at  the  Scots  College  at  Paris,  of  which  his  uncle  was  rector;  and  here  he  with¬ 
stood  every  temptation  to  embrace  Catholicism.  He  returned  to  Scotland  in  1664, 
and  in  1667  joined  the  Society  of  Friends.  He  prosecuted  his  studies  ardently,  mar¬ 
ried  a  Quakeress  in  1670,  and  became  involved  in  controversies  in  which  he  showed 
himself  the  superior  in  logic  and  learning,  no  less  than  in  tolerance.  In  1672  he 
startled  Aberdeen  by  walking  through  its  streets  in  sackcloth  and  ashes.  He  suffered 
much  persecution  and  was  frequently  imprisoned,  but  at  last  found  a  protector  in  the 
Duke  of  York,  afterwards  James  II.  He  made  several  journeys  into  Holland  and  Ger¬ 
many,  tho  last  in  company  with  William  Penn  and  George  Fox.  He  was  one  of  the 
twelve  Quakers  who  acquired  East  New  Jersey  in  1682,  and  was  appointed  its  nominal 
governor.  He  visited  London,  but  continued  to  live  at  his  estate  of  Urie,  near  Stone¬ 
haven,  where  he  died  October  3,  1690.  Barclay’s  works  were  collected  in  1692  in  a 
folio  entitled  “Truth  Triumphant,”  republished  in  3  vols.  in  1717  18.  Of  these  the 
greatest  is  “An  Apology  for  the  True  Christian  Divinity  held  by  the  Quakers”  (1678). 
— Patrick  and  Groome,  eds.,  1897,  Chambers's  Biographical  Dictionary,  p.  68. 

GENERAL  them:  Presented  to  the  King.  Written 

Memorandum  : — this  John  Barclay  haz  and  published  in  London,  for  the  Infor- 
a  sonne,  now  (1688)  an  old  man,  and  a  mation  of  Strangers,  by  Robert  Barclay, 


learned  quaker,  who  wrote  a  Systeme  of 
the  Quakers’  Doctrine  in  Latine,  dedicated 
to  King  Charles  II,  now  (to)  King  James 
II;  now  translated  by  him  into  English,  in 
.  .  .  The  Quakers  mightily  value  him. 

The  booke  is  common. — Aubrey,  John, 
1669-96,  Brief  Lives,  ed.  Clark,  vol.  I,  p. 
86. 

An  Apology  for  the  true  Christian 
Divinity,  as  the  same  is  held  forth  and 
preached  by  the  People  called  in  Scorn, 
Quakers;  being  a  full  Explanation  and 
Vindication  of  their  Principles  and  Doc¬ 
trines,  by  many  Arguments  deduced  from 
Scripture  and  Right  Reason,  and  the  Tes¬ 
timonies  of  famous  Authors,  both  Ancient 
and  Modern,  with  a  full  Answer  to  the 
strongest  Objections  usually  made  against 


and  now  put  into  our  Language  for  the 
Benefit  of  his  Countrymen. — Title  Page 
of  First  Edition,  1678. 

A  man  of  eminent  gifts  and  great  en¬ 
dowments,  expert  not  only  in  the  lan¬ 
guages  of  the  learned,  but  also  well 
versed  in  the  writings  of  the  ancient 
Fathers,  and  other  ecclesiastical  writers, 
and  furnished  with  a  great  understanding, 
being  not  only  of  a  sound  judgment,  but 
also  strong  in  arguments. — Sewel,  Will¬ 
iam,  1722,  History  of  the  Quakers. 

Robert  Barclay  was  no  common  charac¬ 
ter,  either  as  respects  natural  capacity, 
extensive  learning,  indomitable  energy, 
or  persevering  zeal. — Allibone,  S.  Aus¬ 
tin,  1854-58,  Dictionary  of  English  Liter - 
ature,  vol.  I,  p.  118. 
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The  “Apology”  of  Barclay  is  a  learned 
and  methodical  treatise,  very  different 
from  what  the  world  expected  on  such  a 
subject,  and  it  was  therefore  read  with 
avidity  both  in  Britain  and  on  the  conti¬ 
nent.  ...  It  would  be  erroneous, 
however,  to  regard  this  work  of  Barclay 
as  an  exposition  of  all  the  doctrines  which 
have  been  or  are  prevalent  among  the 
Quakers,  or,  indeed,  to  consider  it  as  any¬ 
thing  more  than  the  vehicle  of  such  of  his 
own  views  as,  in  his  character  of  an  apol¬ 
ogist,  he  thought  it  desirable  to  state. 
The  dedication  of  Barclay’s  “Apology” 
to  King  Charles  II.  has  always  been  par¬ 
ticularly  admired  for  its  respectful  yet 
manly  freedom  of  style,  and  for  the  pathos 
of  its  allusion  to  his  majesty’3  own  early 
troubles,  as  a  reason  for  his  extending 
mercy  and  favour  to  the  persecuted  Quak¬ 
ers.— Chambers,  Robert,  lS7t>,  Cham¬ 
bers's  Cyclopaedia  of  English  Literature ,  ed. 
Carruthers. 

Barclay’s  great  book,  “The  Apology,” 
is  remarkable  as  the  standard  exposition 


of  the  principles  of  his  sect,  and  is  not 
only  the  first  defence  of  those  principles 
by  a  man  of  trained  intelligence,  but  in 
many  respects  one  of  the  most  impressive 
theological  writings  of  the  century.  In 
form  it  is  a  careful  defence  of  each  of  the 
fifteen  theses  previously  published.  It  is 
impressive  in  style;  grave,  logical,  and 
often  marked  by  the  eloquence  of  lofty 
moral  convictions.  Stephen.  Leslie, 
1885,  Dictionary  of  National  Biography, 
vol.  in,  p .  169. 

This  remarkable  book,  which  has  been 
recommended  by  bishops  to  theological 
students  as  the  best  available  for  many 
purposes,  is  the  standard  exposition  of 
Quakerism,  and  undoubtedly  ranks  among 
the  classics  of  its  period.  Mr.  Leslie 
Stephen  describes  it  as  “one  of  the  most 
impressive  theological  writings  of  the 
century  :  grave,  logical,  and  often  marked 
by  the  eloquence  of  lofty  moral  convic¬ 
tions.”  “The  St.  Paul  of  the  Quakers, ” 
says  Coleridge  of  the  author. — Garnett, 
Richard,  1895,  The  Age  of  Drydentp.22&. 


John  Eliot 

1604-1690 

John  Eliot,  1604  1690.  A  Puritan  minister  of  Roxbury  who  came  to  America  in 
1631,  and  is  famous  in  history  as  the  “Indian  Apostle.”  He  is  chiefly  remembered 
for  his  famous  translation  of  the  Bible  into  the  Indian  language,  but  he  was  the  author 


of  other  works,  among  which  are  the  “Coi 
the  Gospels;”  “Dying  Speeches  of  Several 
Logic  Primer.” — Adams,  Oscar  Fay,  1897, 

GENERAL 

The  Indian  Apostle. — Thorowgood,  T., 
1660,  Jews  in  America,  p.  24. 

Mamusse  Wunneetupanatamwe  Up- 
Biblum  God  naneeswe  Nukkone  Testament 
kah  wonk  Wusku  Testament.  Ne  quosh- 
kinnumuk  nashpe  Wuttinneumoh  Christ 
noh  asooweesit  John  Eliot. —Title  Page 
of  First  Edition,  1661-63. 

Since  the  death  of  the  apostle  Paul,  a 
nobler,  truer,  and  warmer  spirit  than 
John  Eliot  never  lived.— Everett,  Ed¬ 
ward,  1835,  Address  at  Bloody  Brook , 
Orations  and  Speeches . 

I  have  sometimes  doubted  whether  there 
was  more  than  a  single  man  among  our 
forefathers  who  realized  that  an  Indian 
possesses  a  mind,  and  a  heart,  and  an  im¬ 
mortal  soul.  That  single  man  was  John 
Eliot.  .  .  .  Eliot  was  full  of  love  for 

them;  and  therefore  ao  full  of  faith  and 


mmunion  of  Churches;”  “The  Harmony  of 
Indians;”  “The  Indian  Primer ;”  “Indian 
A  Dictionary  of  American  Authors,  p.  116. 
hope  that  he  spent  the  labor  of  a  lifetime 
in  their  behalf.  ...  To  learn  a  language 
utterly  unlike  all  other  tongues — a  lan¬ 
guage  which  hitherto  had  never  been 
learned,  except  by  the  Indians  themselves 
from  their  mothers’lips — a  language  never 
written,  and  the  strange  words  of  which 
seemed  inexpressible  by  letters  if  the  task 
were,  first  to  learn  this  new  variety  of 
speech,  and  then  to  translate  the  Bible 
into  it,  and  to  do  it  so  carefully  that  not 
one  idea  throughout  the  holy  book  should 
be  changed  .  .  .  this  was  what  the  Apos¬ 
tle  Eliot  did.  .  .  .  There  is  no  impiety  in 
believing  that,  when  his  long  life  was  over, 
the  apostle  of  the  Indians  was  welcomed 
to  the  celestial  abodes  by  the  prophets  of 
ancient  days  and  by  those  earliest  apostles 
and  evangelists  who  had  drawn  their  inspi¬ 
ration  from  the  immediate  presence  of  the 
Saviour.  They  first  had  preached  truth  and 
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salvation  to  the  world.  And  Eliot,  sepa¬ 
rated  from  them  by  many  centuries,  yet 
full  of  the  same  spirit,  has  borne  the  like 
message  to  the  new  world  of  the  west. 
Since  the  first  days  of  Christianity  there 
has  been  no  man  more  worthy  to  be  num¬ 
bered  in  the  brotherhood  of  the  apostles 
than  Eliot.— Hawthorne,  Nathaniel, 
1841,  Grandfather's  Chair. 

In  his  intercourse  with  his  parishioners, 
and  in  his  private  life,  Eliot  was  remark¬ 
able  for  mildness,  meekness,  and  gener¬ 
osity.  He  combined  with  the  latter  vir¬ 
tue  a  total  forgetfulness  of  self,  and  his 
household  afFairs  would  often  have  been 
in  sorry  plight,  had  he  not  had  a  good 
wife  who  shared  his  old  age  as  she  had 
his  youth,  to  look  after  them.  She  one 
day,  by  way  of  a  joke,  pointing  out  their 
cows  before  the  door,  asked  him  whose 
they  were,  and  found  that  he  did  not 
know.  The  treasurer  of  his  church  pay¬ 
ing  him  a  portion  of  his  salary  on  one  oc¬ 
casion,  tied  the  coin  in  the  pastor’s  pocket- 
handkerchief  with  an  abundance  of  knots, 
as  a  check  to  his  freedom  of  disbursement 
in  charity.  On  his  way  home,  the  good 
man  stopped  to  visit  a  destitute  family, 
and  was  soon  tugging  at  the  knots  to 
get  at  his  money.  Quickly  growing 
impatient  he  gave  the  whole  to  the 
mother  of  the  family,  saying,  “Here, 
my  dear,  take  it;  I  believe  the  Lord 


designs  it  all  for  you.”— Duyckinck, 
Evert  A.  and  George  L.,  1855-65-75, 
Cyclopedia  of  American  Literature ,  ed. 
Simons,  vol.  I,  p .  46. 

He  was  the  first  to  carry  the  gospel  to 
the  red  man,  and  perhaps  the  earliest  who 
championed  the  negro.  Strangers  with 
whom  he  came  in  contact  spoke  of  the  pe¬ 
culiar  charm  of  his  manners.  He  united 
fervent  piety  and  love  of  learning  to  burn¬ 
ing-enthusiasm  for  evangelisation,  these 
qualities  being  tempered  with  worldly 
wisdom  and  shrewd  common  sense.  Tak¬ 
ing  into  consideration  the  nature  of  his 
life,  his  literary  activity  is  remarkable. 
No  name  in  the  early  history  of  New  Eng¬ 
land  is  more  revered  than  his.  Eliot  was 
truly  a  saintly  type,  without  fanaticism, 
spiritual  pride,  or  ambition. — Tedder,  H. 
R.,  Dictionary  of  National  Biography ,  vol. 
xvn,  p.  192. 

Although  producing  little  that  can  be 
accounted  as  literature.  John  Eliot  de¬ 
serves  prominent  mention  in  the  history 
of  American  letters.  .  .  Eliot’s 

Bible  is  now  the  most  valuable  relic  of  a 
vanished  race.  Aside  from  its  great  in¬ 
terest  to  the  ethnologist  and  the  antiqua¬ 
rian,  it  has  the  added  interest  of  being 
the  first  Bible  printed  in  America. 
Copies  of  it  are  exceedingly  rare  and 
costly.— Pattee,  Fred  Lewis,  1896,  His¬ 
tory  of  American  Literature,  pp.  33,  34. 


Sir  George  Etheredge 

16357-1691? 

Sir  George  Etherege,  1635(7)  1691.  Born,  1635(7).  Perhaps  educated  at  Cam¬ 
bridge,  and  subsequently  at  one  of  the  Inns  of  Court.  Comedy,  “The  Comical  Re¬ 
venge,  ”  produced  at  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields  Theatre,  1664;  other  plays,  1667-76. 
Knighted,  about  1680(7).  Married  about  same  time.  To  Hague  on  diplomatic  mis¬ 
sion,  1684  (?);  at  Ratisbon,  1685-88.  To  Paris;  died  there,  1691.  Works:  “The 
Comical  Revenge,’’  1664;  “She  Wou’d  if  She  Cou’d,”  1667;  “The  Man  of  Mode, ” 
1676.  Collected  Works:  1704;  ed.  by  A.  W.  Verity,  1888.— Sharp,  R.  Farquhar- 
son,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  94. 

PERSONAL  Sir  Fopling  Flutter.  And  yet  he  designed 

Nature,  you  know,  intended  me  for  an  Dorimant,  the  genteel  rake  of  wit,  for 
idle  fellow,  and  gave  me  passions  and  his  own  picture. — Lockier^  Dr.  Dean  of 


qualities  fit  for  that  blessed  calling,  but 
fortune  has  made  a  changeling  of  me,  and 
necessity  now  forces  me  to  set  up  for  a 
fop  of  business  -  -Etheredge,  Sir  George, 
1687,  The  Letterbook,  ;  Gosse,  Seventeenth- 
Century  Studies,  p.  264 
Sir  George  Etherege  was  as  thorough  a 
fop  as  ever  I  saw  ;  he  was  exactly  his  own 


Peterborough,  1730-32,  Spence’s  Anec¬ 
dotes,  ed.  Singer,  p.  47. 

In  the  words  of  Oldys,  Sir  George  Eth¬ 
erege  was  “a  man  of  much  courtesy  and 
delicate  address.’’  Profligacy,  sprightli¬ 
ness,  and  good  humour,  seem  to  have  been 
his  principal  characteristics.  In  person 
he  is  described  as  a  “fair,  slender,  and 
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genteel  man,”  and  his  face  is  said  to  have 
been  handsome.  In  later  times,  however, 
his  comeliness  is  reported  to  have  been 
spoiled  by  the  effect  of  intemperance  and 
the  exceeding  irregularity  of  his  career. 
— Jesse,  John  Heneage,  1839-57,  Mem¬ 
oirs  of  the  Court  of  England  during  the 
Reign  of  the  Stuarts ,  Including  the  Protec¬ 
torate,  vol.  ill,  p.  324. 

There  seems  no  clue  whatever  to  the 
date  of  his  death,  except  that  in  an  anony¬ 
mous  pamphlet,  written  by  John  Dennis, 
and  printed  in  1722,  Etheredge  is  spoken 
of  as  having  been  dead  ‘‘nearly  thirty 
years.”  Dennis  was  over  thirty  at  the 
Revolution,  and  is  as  trustworthy  an  au¬ 
thority  as  we  could  wish  for.  By  this 
it  would  seem  that  Etheredge  died  about 
1693,  nearer  the  age  of  sixty  than  fifty. 
But  Colonel  Chester  found  the  record  of 
administration  to  the  estate  of  a  Dame 
Mary  Etheredge,  widow,  dated  Feb.  1, 
1692.  As  we  know  of  no  other  knight 
of  the  name,  except  Sir  James  Etheredge, 
who  died  in  1736,  this  was  probably  the 
poet’s  relict;  and  it  may  yet  appear  that 
he  died  in  1691.  He  was  a  short,  brisk 
man,  with  a  quantity  of  fair  hair,  and  a 
fine  complexion,  which  he  spoiled  by 
drinking.  He  left  no  children,  but  his 
brother,  who  long  survived  him,  left  a 
daughter,  who  is  said  to  have  married 
Aaron  Hill. — Gosse,  Edmund,  1883, 
Sevenleenth-Century  Studies,p.  265. 

GENERAL 

George  Etheridge  a  Comical  writer  of 
the  present  age,  whose  two  Comedies, 
“Love  in  a  Tub,”  and  ‘‘She  would  if  she 
could,”  for  pleasant  wit  and  no  bad 
Oeconomy  are  judged  not  unworthy  the 
applause  they  have  met  with. — -Phillips, 
Edward,  1675,  Tkeatrum  Poetarum  An- 
glicanorum,  ed.  Brydges,  p.  130. 

Shake  spear  and  Jonson  .  . 

Whom  refin’d  Etherege  copies  not  at  all, 

Bnt  is  himself  a  sheer  Original. 

—Rochester,  John  Wilmot,  Earl,  1678, 
An  Allusion  to  the  Tenth  Satire  of  the 
First  Book  of  Horace. 

A  Gentleman  sufficiently  eminent  in  the 
Town  for  his  Wit  and  Parts,  and  One 
whose  tallent  in  sound  Sence,  and  the 
Knowledge  of  true  Wit  and  Humour,  are 
sufficiently  conspicuous.  .  .  .  “Com¬ 
ical  Revenge.  ”  .  .  .  This  Comedy  tho’ 

of  a  mixt  nature,  part  of  it  being  serious. 


and  writ  in  Ileroick  Verse ;  yet  has  suc¬ 
ceeded  admirably  on  the  Stage,  it  having 
always  been  acted  with  general  approba¬ 
tion.  “Man  of  Mode,  or  Sir  Fopling  Flut¬ 
ter.”  .  .  .  This  Play  is  written  with 

great  Art  and  Judgment,  and  is  acknowl¬ 
edg’d  by  all,  to  be  as  true  Comedy,  and 
the  Characters  as  well  drawn  to  the  Life, 
as  any  Play  that  has  been  Acted  since  the 
Restauration  of  the  English  Stage.  .  .  - 
“She  wou’d  if  shocou'd.”  .  .  .  This 

Comedy  is  likewise  accounted  one  of  the 
first  Rank,  by  several  who  are  known  to 
be  good  Judges  of  Dramatick  Poesy. 
Nay  our  present  Laureat  says,  ’Tis  the 
best  Comedy  written  since  the  Restaura¬ 
tion  of  the  Stage.  I  heartily  wish  for  the 
publick  satisfaction,  that  this  great  Mas¬ 
ter  would  oblidge  the  World  with  more 
of  hi3  Performances,  which  would  put  a 
stop  to  the  crude  and  indigested  Plays, 
which  for  want  of  better,  cumber  the 
Stage.— Langbaine,  Gerard,  1691,  An 
Account  of  the  English  Dramatick  Poets , 
pp.  186,  187 

The  standard  of  thy  3tyle  let  Etheredge 
be.—  Dryden,  John,  1692,  To  Mr.  South¬ 
ern. 

This  expedient  to  supply  the  deficien¬ 
cies  of  wit,  has  been  used  more  or  less  by 
most  of  the  authors  who  have  succeeded 
on  the  stage;  though  I  know  but  one  who 
has  professedly  writ  a  play  upon  the  basis 
of  the  desire  of  multiplying  our  species, 
and  that  is  the  polite  Sir  George  Ether¬ 
idge  ;  if  I  understand  what  the  lady  would 
be  at,  in  the  play  called  “She  would  if 
She  could.”  Other  poets  have,  here  and 
there,  given  an  intimation  that  there  is 
this  design,  under  all  the  disguises  and 
affectations  which  a  lady  may  put  on:  but 
no  author  except  this,  has  made  sure  work 
of  it,  and  put  the  imaginations  of  the  au¬ 
dience  upon  this  one  purpose,  from  the 
beginning  to  the  end  of  the  comedy.  It 
has  always  fared  accordingly  ;  for  whether 
it  be  that  all  who  go  to  this  piece  would 
if  they  could,  or  that  the  innocents  go  to 
it,  to  guess  only  what  she  would  if  she 
could,  the  play  has  always  been  well  re¬ 
ceived. — Addison,  Joseph,  1711,  In¬ 
decency  Proceeds  From  Dulness,  The  Spec¬ 
tator,  No.  51,  Apr.  28. 

He  3eems  to  have  possessed  a  sprightly 
genius,  to  have  had  an  excellent  turn  for 
comedy,  and  very  happy  in  a  courtly  dia¬ 
logue.  We  have  no  proof  of  his  being  a 
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scholar,  and  was  rather  born,  than  made 
a  poet.  He  has  not  escaped  the  censure 
of  the  critics;  for  his  works  are  so  ex¬ 
tremely  looso  and  licentious,  as  to  render 
them  dangerous  to  young,  unguarded 
minds:  and  on  this  account  our  witty  au¬ 
thor  is,  indeed,  justly  liable  to  the  sever¬ 
est  censure  of  the  virtuous,  and  sober  part 
of  mankind. — Cibber,  Tiieophilus,  1753, 
Lives  of  thv  Pods,  vol.  in,  p.  39. 

Lastly,  that  I  may  leave  the  reader  in 
better  humour  with  the  name  at  the  head 
of  this  article,  I  shall  quote  one  scene 
from  Etherege’s  “Love  in  a  Tub,”  which 
for  exquisite,  genuine,  original  humour, 
is  worth  all  the  rest  of  his  plays,  though 
two  or  three  of  his  witty  contemporaries 
were  thrown  in  among  them,  as  a  make 
weight. — Coleu  idg  e,  Samuel  Taylor, 
1812,  Omniana,  cd.  Ashe,  p.  388. 

I  have  only  to  add  a  few  words  respect¬ 
ing  the  dramatic  writers  about  this  time, 
before  we  arrive  at  the  golden  period  of 
our  comedy.  Those  of  Etherege  are  good 
for  nothing,  except  “The  Man  of  Mode, 
or  Sir  Popling  Flutter,”  which  is,  I 
think,  a  more  exquisite  and  airy  picture 
of  the  manners  of  that  age  than  any  other 
extant.  Sir  Fopling  himself  is  an  inimi¬ 
table  coxcomb,  but  pleasant  withal.  He 
is  a  suit  of  clothes  personified.  Doriman 
(supposed  to  be  Lord  Rochester)  is  the 
genius  of  grace,  gallantry  and  gaiety. 
The  women  in  this  courtly  play  have  very 
much  the  look  and  air  (but  something  more 
demure  and  significant)  of  Sir  Peter  Lely’s 
beauties.  Harriet,  the  mistress  of  Dori- 
mant,  who  “tames  his  wild  heart  to  her 
loving  hand,”  is  the  flower  of  the  piece. 
Her  natural,  untutored  grace  and  spirit, 
her  meeting  with  Dorimant  in  the  Park, 
bowing  and  mimicking  him,  and  the  luxu¬ 
riant  description  which  is  given  of  her 
fine  person,  altogether  form  one  of  the 
ckefs-d'ceuvre  of  dramatic  painting.  I 
should  think  this  comedy  would  bear  reviv¬ 
ing;  and  if  Mr.  Liston  were  to  play  Sir 
Fopling,  the  part  would  shine  out  with 
double  lustre,  “like  the  morn  risen  on 
mid-noon.” — Hazlitt,  William,  1818, 
Ledures  on  the  English  Comic  Writers,  p. 
78. 

George  Etheredge  first  distinguished 
himself  among  the  libertine  wits  of  the 
age  by  his  “Comical  Revenge,  or  Love  in 
a  Tub.”  He  afterwards  gained  a  more 
deserved  distinction  in  the  comic  drama 


by  his  “Man  of  Mode,  or  Sir  Fopling  Flut¬ 
ter,”  a  character  which  has  been  the 
model  of  all  succeeding  stage  petits- 
maitres.  — Campbell,  Thomas,  1819,  Spe¬ 
cimens  of  the  British  Pods. 

Etheredge  is  the  first  to  set  the  ex¬ 
ample  of  imitative  comedy  in  his  “Man  of 
Fashion.”— Taine.  H.  A.,  1871,  History 
of  English  Literature,  tr.  Van  Laun,  vol. 
i,  bk.  iii,  ch.  i.  p.  479. 

Etheredge’s  comedies  possess,  in  their 
chronological  progression,  both  impor¬ 
tance  and  interest,  as  furnishing  early— 
probably  the  earliest — examples  of  a  style 
of  comic  dialogue  which  was  of  natural 
growth  and  which  owed  much  less  than 
might  at  first  be  supposed  to  French  ex¬ 
amples.  ...  He  wrote  as  a  man  of 
the  world  for  men  and  women  of  the 
world,  who  flocked  to  his  plays  to  see 
themselves  in  his  comic  mirror,  and 
pointed  the  way  to  the  style  of  English 
comedy,  of  which  Congreve  afterwards 
shone  as  the  acknowledged  master.  Of 
characterisation  few  traces  are  percepti¬ 
ble  in  Etheredge’s  comedies;  and  in  this 
respect  too  he  anticipated  Congreve.— 
Ward,  Adolphus  William,  1875-99, 
A  History  of  English  Dramatic  Literature, 
vol.  ill,  pp.  443,  444. 

According  to  all  the  bibliographers, 
old  and  new,  Etheredge’s  first  play  was 
“She  Would  if  She  Could,”  1668,  immedi¬ 
ately  followed  by  “The  Comical  Revenge,” 
first  printed  in  1669.  If  this  were  the 
case,  the  claim  of  Etheredge  to  critical 
attention  would  be  comparatively  small. 
Oldys,  however,  mentions  that  he  had 
heard  of,  but  never  seen,  an  edition  of 
this  latter  play  of  1664.  Neither  Lang- 
baine,  Gildon,  or  any  of  their  successors 
believe  in  the  existence  of  such  a  quarto, 
nor  is  a  copy  to  be  found  in  the  British 
Museum.  However,  I  have  been  so  for¬ 
tunate  as  to  pick  up  two  copies  of  this 
mythical  quarto  of  1664,  the  main  issue 
of  which  I  suppose  to  have  been  destroyed 
by  some  one  of  the  many  accidents  that 
befell  London  in  that  decade,  and  Ether- 
edge's  precedence  of  all  his  more  eminent 
comic  contemporaries  is  thus  secured. 
The  importance  of  this  date,  1664,  is  ren¬ 
dered  still  more  evident  when  we  consider 
that  it  constitutes  a  claim  for  its  author 
for  originality  in  two  distinct  kinds. 
“The  Comical  Revenge,  or  Love  in  a  Tub,” 
which  was  acted  at  the  Duke  of  York’s 
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Theatre  in  Lincoln’s  Inn  Fields,  in  the 
summer  of  1664,  is  a  tragi-comedy,  of 
which  the  serious  portions  are  entirely 
written  in  rhymed  heroics,  and  the  comic 
portions  in  prose.  .  .  .  The  serious 

portion  of  “The  Comical  Revenge”  is  not 
worth  considering  in  comparison  with  the 
value  of  the  prose  part.  In  the  under¬ 
plot,  the  gay,  realistic  scenes  which  give 
the  play  its  sub-title  of  the  “Tale  of  a 
Tub,”  Etheredge  virtually  founded  Eng¬ 
lish  comedy,  as  it  was  successively  under¬ 
stood  by  Congreve,  Goldsmith,  and  Sheri¬ 
dan. — Gosse,  Edmund,  1883,  Seventeenth- 
Century  Studies ,  pp.  235,  239. 

Etheredge  was  clever  in  catching  the 
fashions  of  the  day;  but  the  vivacity 
which  won  popularity  for  his  plays  has 
long  evaporated.— Stephen,  Leslie,  1889, 
Dictionary  of  National  Biography,  vol. 
xvni,  p.  44. 

Sir  George  Etheredge  is  neither  an 


edifying  nor  an  attractive  writer  of  comedy, 
but  his  plays  are  of  considerable  historical 
importance  as  prototypes  of  the  comedy 
of  manners  afterwards  so  brilliantly  de¬ 
veloped  by  Congreve.  They  are  “Love  in 
a  Tub”  (1664),  “She  Would  if  She  Could” 
(1668),  and  “The  Man  of  Mode”  (1676). 
The  last  is  celebrated  for  the  character 
of  Sir  Fopling  Flutter,  who  is  said  to  have 
been  tho  image  of  the  author,  though  it 
is  added  on  the  same  authority  that  his 
intention  had  been  to  depict  himself  in 
the  character  of  the  heartless  rake  Dori- 
mant,  whom  others  took  for  Rochester. 
All  the  plays  suffer  from  a  deficiency  of 
plot,  a  deficiency  of  wit,  and  a  superfluity 
of  naughtiness,  but  cannot  be  denied  to 
possess  a  light  airy  grace,  and  to  have 
imbibed  something  of  the  manner,  though 
little  of  the  humour,  of  Moliere. — Gar¬ 
nett,  Richard,  1895,  The  Age  of  Dryden , 

p.  121. 


Robert  Boyle 

1627-1691 

The  lion.  Robert  Boyle,  (1627-91),  physicist,  fourteenth  child  of  tho  first  Earl  of 
Cork,  was  born  at  Lismore  Castle  in  Munster,  and  after  studying  at  Eton,  and  under 
the  rector  of  Stalbridge,  Dorset,  went  to  the  Continent  for  six  years.  On  his  return 
in  1644,  he  found  himself  in  possession,  by  his  father’s  death,  of  the  manor  of  Stal¬ 
bridge,  where  he  devoted  himself  to  chemistry  and  natural  philosophy.  He  was  one 
bf  the  first  members  of  the  association  (1645)  which  became  the  Royal  Society.  Set¬ 
tling  at  Oxford  in  1654,  he  experimented  in  pneumatics,  and  improved  the  air-pump. 
As  a  director  of  the  East  India  Company  (for  which  he  had  procured  the  Charter)  he 
worked  for  the  propagation  of  Christianity  in  the  East,  circulated  at  his  own  expense 
translations  of  the  Scriptures,  and  by  bequest  founded  the  “Boyle  Lectures”  in  de¬ 
fence  of  Christianity.  In  1668  he  took  up  residence  in  London  with  his  sister,  Lady 
Ranelagh,  and  gave  much  of  his  time  to  the  Royal  Society.  In  1688  he  shut  himself 
up,  in  order  to  repair  the  loss  caused  by  the  accidental  destruction  of  his  MSS.  He 
believed  in  the  possibility  of  some  of  the  alchemistic  transmutations ;  but  has  justly 
been  termed  the  true  precursor  of  the  modern  chemist.  He  discovered  “Mariotte’s 
law”  seven  years  before  Mariotte.  His  complete  works  (with  his  correspondence  and 
a  Life  by  Dr.  Birch)  were  published  in5vols.  fol.  (1744).  -Patrick  and  Groome,  eds. 
1897,  Chambers's  Biographical  Dictionary,  p.  125. 

PERSONAL  for  cost  to  gett  any  rare  secret.  At  his 

He  is  very  tall  (about  six  foot  high)  owne  costs  and  chardges  he_gott  trans- 


and  streight,  very  temperate,  and  ver- 
tuouse,  and  frugall :  a  batcheler ;  keepes 
a  coach ;  sojournes  with  his  sister,  the 
lady  Ranulagh.  His  greatest  delight  is 
chymistrey.  He  haz  at  his  sister’s  a  noble 
laboratory,  and  severall  servants  (pren¬ 
tices  to  him)  to  looke  to  it.  He  is  chari¬ 
table  to  ingeniose  men  that  are  in  want, 
and  foreigne  chymists  have  had  large 
proof e  of  his  bountie,  for  he  will  not  spare 


lated  and  printed  the  New  Testament  in 
Arabique,  to  send  into  the  Mahometan 
countreys.  He  has  not  only  a  high  re- 
nowne  in  England,  but  abroad  ;  and  when 
foreigners  come  to  hither,  ’tis  one  of 
their  curiosities  to  make  him  a  visit. — 
Aubrey,  John,  1669-96,  Brief  Lives,  ed. 
Clark,  vol.  I.  p.  121. 

At  the  funeral  of  Mr.  Boyle  at  St. 
Martin’s,  Dr.  Burnet,  Bp.  of  Salisbury, 
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preach’d  on  2  Eccles.  v.  26.  lie  concluded 
with  an  eulogy  due  to  the  deceas’d,  who 
made  God  and  Religion  the  scope  of  all 
his  excellent  tallents  in  the  knowledge  of 
nature,  and  who  had  arriv’d  to  so  high  a 
degree  in  it,  accompanied  with  such  zealo 
and  extraordinary  piety,  w,h  he  shoew’d 
in  the  whole  course  of  his  life,  particu¬ 
larly  in  his  exemplary  charity  on  all  oc¬ 
casions.  ...  lie  dilated  on  his  learn¬ 
ing  in  Hebrew  and  Greek,  his  reading  of 
the  Fathers,  and  solid  knowledge  in  the¬ 
ology,  once  deliberating  about  taking  holy 
orders,  and  that  at  the  time  of  the  restor¬ 
ation  of  K.  Cha.  2,  when  he  might  have 
made  a  greate  figure  in  the  nation  as 
to  secular  honour  and  titles,  his  fear  of 
not  being  able  to  discharge  so  weighty  a 
duty  as  the  first,  made  him  decline  that, 
and  his  humility  the  other,  lie  spake  of 
his  civility  to  strangers,  the  greate  good 
which  he  did  by  his  experience  in  medi¬ 
cine  and  chemistry,  and  to  what  noble 
ends  he  applied  himsell'  to  his  darling 
studies;  the  works  both  pious  and  useful, 
which  he  publish’d  ;  the  exact  life  he  led, 
and  the  happy  end  lie  made.  —Evelyn, 
John,  1691-92,  Diary,  Jan.  6. 

He  was  looked  upon  by  all  who  knew 
him  as  a  very  perfect  pattern.  He  was  a 
very  devout  Christian;  humble  and  mod¬ 
est,  almost  to  a  fault;  of  a  most  spotless 
and  exemplary  life  in  all  respects.  He 
was  highly  charitable,  and  was  a  mortified 
and  self-denied  man  that  delighted  in 
nothing  so  much  as  doing  good. — Burnet, 
Gilbert,  1715-34,  History  of  My  Own 
Time. 

Mr.  Boyle,  was  tall  of  stature,  but 
slender,  and  his  countenance  pale  and 
emaciated.  His  constitution  was  so  ten¬ 
der  and  delicate  that  he  had  divers  sorts 
of  cloaks  to  put  on  when  he  went  abroad, 
according  to  the  temperature  of  the  air, 
and  in  this  he  governed  himself  by  his 
thermometer.  He  escaped,  indeed,  the 
small-pox,  during  his  life,  but  for  almost 
forty  years  he  laboured  under  such  a 
feebleness  of  body  and  lowness  of  strength 
and  spirits  that  it  was  astonishing  how  he 
could  read  meditate,  try  experiments, 
and  write  as  he  did.  He  had  likewise  a 
weakness  in  his  eyes,  which  made  him 
very  tender  of  them,  and  extremely  appre¬ 
hensive  of  such  distempers  as  might 
affect  them. — Birch,  Thomas,  1741-44, 
Life  of  the  Hon.  Robert  Boyle,  p.  86. 


We  are  at  a  loss  which  to  admire  most, 
his  extensive  knowledge,  or  his  exalted 
piety.  These  excellences  kept  pace  with 
each  other :  but  the  former  never  carried 
him  to  vanity,  nor  the  latter  to  enthusi¬ 
asm.  He  was  himself  The  Christian  vir¬ 
tuoso  which  ho  has  described.  Religion 
never  sat  more  easy  upon  a  man,  nor  ad¬ 
ded  greater  dignity  to  a  character.  He 
particularly  applied  himself  to  chymistry  ; 
and  made  such  discoveries  in  that  branch 
of  science,  as  can  scarce  be  credited  upon 
less  authority  than  his  own. — Granger, 
James,  1769  1824,  Biographical  History 
of  England,  vol.  v,  p.  283. 

Mr.  Boyle,  the  glory  of  his  age  and  na¬ 
tion.  ...  To  the  accomplishments 
of  a  scholar  and  a  gentleman,  he  added 
the  most  exalted  piety,  the  purest  sanctity 
of  manners.  His  unbounded  munificence 
was  extended  to  the  noblest,  and  most 
honourable  purposes,  .  .  .  the  ad¬ 

vancement  of  true  religion,  in  almost  all 
parts  of  the  world.  A  firm  friend  to  the 
church  of  England,  he  was  one  of  her 
brightest  ornaments.  So  long  as  good¬ 
ness,  learning,  and  charity,  are  held  in 
estimation,  the  name  of  BOYLE  will  be 
revered. — Zoucn,  Thomas,  1796,  ed., 
H'al/on’i  Lives,  vol.  II,  p.  265. 

Eton  can  point  to  Robert  Boyle  as  one 
of  the  purest  and  the  best,  as  well  as  one 
of  the  most  renowned  of  her  sons. — 
Creasy,  Sir  Edward,  1850-76,  Memoirs 
of  Eminent  Etonians,  p.  139. 

There  are  many  other  philosophers,  an¬ 
cient  and  modern,  with  whom  we  have 
taken  similar  pains ;  but  Boyle  is  the 
most  admirable  character  we  have  met 
with  in  the  whole  range  of  philosophy, 
science,  and  literature;  and  if  instead  of 
being  born  in  Ireland  he  had  been  a  Hin¬ 
doo,  a  Laplander,  or  an  African,  we  would 
have  sought  to  do  him  equal  justice,  and 
to  prove  that  wherever  his  ancestors  were 
born,  whether  they  were  persons  who 
threw  down  mass- houses  or  “transplanted 
multitudes  of  barbarous  septs"  from  their 
own  soil  into  “the  wilds  and  deserts,"  he 
was  not  a  degenerate  son,  but  far  nobler 
than  any  of  his  ancestors— vastly  superior 
to  any  “great  Earl"  that  ever  oppressed 
a  generous  people. — Sears,  Edward  I., 
1866,  Robert  Boyle,  National  Quarterly 
Review,  vol.  14,  p.  84. 

His  services  to  science  were  unique.  The 
condition  of  bis  birth,  the  elevation  of  his 
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character,  the  unflagging  enthusiasm  of 
his  researches,  combined  to  lend  dignity 
and  currency  to  their  results.  These  were 
coextensive  with  the  whole  range,  then 
accessible,  of  experimented  investigation. 
He  personified,  it  might  be  said,  in  a 
manner  at  once  impressive  and  concilia¬ 
tory,  the  victorious  revolt  against  scien¬ 
tific  dogmatism  then  in  progress.  Hence 
bis  unrivalled  popularity  and  privileged 
position,  which  even  the  most  rancorous 
felt  compelled  to  respect.  No  stranger 
of  note  visited  England  without  seeking 
an  interview,  which  he  regarded  it  as  an 
obligation  of  Christian  charity  to  grant. 
Three  successive  kings  of  England  con¬ 
versed  familiarly  with  him,  and  he  was 
considered  to  have  inherited,  nay  out¬ 
shone,  the  fame  of  the  great  Verulam. 
— Clerke,  Miss  A  M.f  1886,  Dictionary 
of  National  Biography,  vol.  vi,  p.  121. 

GENERAL 

The  excellent  Mr.  Boyle  was  the  person 
who  seems  to  have  been  designed  by  na¬ 
ture  to  succeed  to  the  labours  and  in¬ 
quiries  of  that  extraordinary  genius  I  have 
just  mentioned  (Bacon).  By  innumerable 
'xperiments,  he  in  a  great  measure  filled 
those  plans  and  outlines  of  science, 
ich  his  predecessor  had  sketched  out. 
iis  life  was  spent  in  the  pursuit  of  nature 
through  a  great  variety  of  forms  and 
changes,  and  in  the  most  rational  as  well 
as  devout  adoration  of  its  Divine  Author. 
— Hughes,  John,  1712,  On  Men  of  Genius 
in  the  Arts  and  Sciences ,  The  Spectator , 
No.  554.  Dec.  5. 

Here  was  a  noble  soul ;  a  true  philo¬ 
sophical  mind,  well  seasoned  with  human¬ 
ity,  beneficence,  and  goodnesss.  After 
he  had  led  us  through  all  the  regions  of 
nature,  considered  her  various  produc¬ 
tions,  showed  us  their  uses  and  the  man¬ 
ner  of  converting  them  to  our  several  pur¬ 
poses,  convinced  us  that  we  live  in  a 
world  most  wisely  contrived  wherein  num¬ 
berless  good  designs  are  at  once  carried 
on  with  unceasing  variety  and  manifested 
that  all  the  beings  and  all  the  bodies  we 
know  jointly  conspire,  as  one  whole,  in 
bringing  about  the  great  ends  of  nature. 
— Shaw,  Peter,  1725,  Robert  Boyle's 
Philosophical  Works ,  Abridgment. 

Perhaps  Mr.  Boyle  may  be  considered 
as  the  first  person,  neither  connected  with 
pharmacy  nor  mining,  who  devoted  a  con¬ 
siderable  degree  of  attention  to  chemical 


pursuits.  Mr.  Boyle,  though,  in  common 
with  the  literary  men  of  his  age,  he  may 
be  accused  of  credulity,  was  both  very 
laborious  and  intelligent;  and  his  chem¬ 
ical  pursuits,  which  were  various  and  ex¬ 
tensive,  and  intended  solely  to  develop  the 
truth  without  any  regard  to  previously 
conceived  opinions,  contributed  essentially 
to  set  chemistry  free  from  the  trammels 
of  absurdity  and  superstition  in  which  it 
had  been  hitherto  enveloped,  and  to  recom¬ 
mend  it  to  philosophers  as  a  science  de¬ 
serving  to  be  studied  on  account  of  the  im¬ 
portant  information  which  it  was  qualified 
to  convey.  His  refutation  of  the  alchemis- 
tical  opinions  respecting  the  constituents 
of  bodies,  his  observations  on  cold,  on  the 
air,  on  phosphorus,  and  on  ether,  deserve 
particularly  to  be  mentioned  as  doing  him 
much  honor.  We  have  no  regular  account 
of  any  one  substance  or  of  any  class  of 
bodies  in  Mr.  Boyle,  similar  to  those 
which  at  present  are  considered  as  be¬ 
longing  exclusively  to  the  science  of 
chemistry.  Neither  did  he  attempt  to 
systematize  the  phenomena,  nor  to  subject 
them  to  any  hypothetical  explanation. — 
Thomson,  Thomas,  1812,  History  of  the 
Royal  Society. 

To  Boyle  the  world  is  indebted,  besides 
some  very  acute  remarks  and  many  fine 
illustrations  of  his  own  upon  metaphysical 
questions  of  the  highest  moment,  for  the 
philosophical  arguments  in  defence  of  re¬ 
ligion,  which  have  added  so  much  lustre 
to  the  names  of  Derham  and  Bentley ;  and, 
far  above  both,  to  that  of  Clarke.  .  .  . 

I  do  not  recollect  to  have  seen  it  anywhere 
noticed,  that  some  of  the  most  striking 
and  beautiful  instances  of  design  in  the 
order  of  the  material  world,  which  occur 
in  the  sermons  preached  at  Boyle’s  Lec¬ 
ture,  are  borrowed  from  the  works  of  the 
founder. — Stewart,  Dugald,  1815-21, 
First  Preliminary  Dissertation ,  Encyclo- 
poedia  Britannica. 

The  peculiar  merits  of  Robert  Boyle, 
have,  in  later  times,  been  more  praised, 
than  known:  canonized,  rather,  by  the 
discerning  few,  than  justly  estimated,  by 
the  unreflecting  many.  His  works,  in¬ 
deed,  still  occupy  a  space,  though  seldom 
frequented,  in  the  collections  of  the 
learned. — Jebb,  John,  1833,  ed.f  Burnet’s 
Lives,  Characters,  and  An  Address  to  Pos¬ 
terity ,  Introduction ,  p.  i. 

The  metaphysical  treatises,  to  use 
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that  word  in  a  large  sense,  of  Boyle, 
or  rather  those  concerning  Natural 
Theology,  are  very  prespicuous,  very  free 
from  system,  and  such  as  bespeak  an  in¬ 
dependent  lover  of  truth.  His  “Disquisi¬ 
tion  on  Final  Causes"  was  a  well-timed 
vindication  of  that  palmary  argument 
against  the  paradox  of  the  Cartesians, 
who  had  denied  the  validity  of  an  infer¬ 
ence  from  the  manifest  adaptation  of 
means  to  ends  in  the  universe  to  an  intel¬ 
ligent  Providence.  Boyle  takes  a  more 
philosophical  view  of  the  principle  of  final 
causes  than  had  been  found  in  many  theo¬ 
logians,  who  weakened  the  argument  it¬ 
self  by  the  presumptuous  hypothesis,  that 
man  was  the  sole  object  of  Providence  in 
the  creation,  llis  greater  knowledge  of 
physiology  led  him  to  perceive,  that  there 
are  both  animal  and  what  he  calls  cosmical 
ends,  in  which  man  has  no  concern. — Hal- 
Lam,  Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction  to  the 
Literature  of  Europe,  pt.  iv,  ch.  viii,  par.  S. 

The  value  of  his  contributions  to  the 
cause  of  science,  to  the  province  of  Nat¬ 
ural  Philosophy  especially,  cannot  be  too 
highly  esteemed.  More  than  two-thirds 
of  his  works  are  composed  of  the  results 
of  his  investigations  in  Pneumatics,  Chem¬ 
istry,  Medicine,  and  kindred  subjects. 
The  philosophers  of  the  day  and  of  suc¬ 
ceeding  times  acknowledge  their  obliga¬ 
tions  to  Boyle  in  the  strongest  terms. 
What  a  splendid  eulogy  is  that  of  the 
great  Boerhaave!  “Mr.  Boyle,  the  orna¬ 
ment  of  his  age  and  country,  succeeded 
to  the  genius  and  enquiries  of  the  great 
Chancellor  Verulam.  Which  of  all  Mr. 
Boyle’s  writings  shall  I  recommend?  All 
of  them  !  To  him  we  owe  the  secrets  of 
fire,  air, water,  animals, vegetables,  fossils: 
so  that  from  his  works  may  be  deduced 
the  whole  system  of  natural  knowledge.” 
— Allibone,  S.  Austin,  1854-58,  Diction¬ 
ary  of  English  Literature ,  vol.  I,  p.  233. 

After  the  death  of  Bacon,  one  of  the 
most  distinguished  Englishmen  was  cer¬ 
tainly  Boyle,  who,  if  compared  with  his 
contemporaries,  may  be  said  to  rank  im¬ 
mediately  below  Newton,  though,  of 
course,  very  inferior  to  him  as  an  original 
thinker.  With  the  additions  he  made  to 
our  knowledge  we  are  not  immediately 
concerned;  but  it  may  be  mentioned  that 
he  was  the  first  who  instituted  exact  ex¬ 
periments  into  the  relation  between  colour 
and  heat.  .  .  .  It  is  also  to  Boyle, 


more  than  to  any  other  Englishman,  that 
we  owe  the  science  of  hydrostatics,  in  the 
state  in  which  we  now  possess  it.  He  is 
the  original  discoverer  of  that  beautiful 
law,  so  fertile  in  valuable  results,  accord¬ 
ing  to  which  the  elasticity  of  air  varies  as 
its  density.  And,  in  the  opinion  of  the 
most  eminent  modern  naturalists,  (Cuvier) 
it  was  Boyle  who  opened  up  those  chem¬ 
ical  inquiries,  which  went  on  accumula¬ 
ting  until,  a  century  later,  they  supplied 
the  means  by  which  Lavoisier  and  his  con¬ 
temporaries  fixed  the  real  basis  of  chem¬ 
istry,  and  enabled  it  for  the  first  time  to 
take  its  proper  stand  among  those  sciences 
that  deal  with  the  external  world. — 
Buckle,  Henry  Thomas,  1857,  History 
of  Civilization  in  England,  vol.  I. 

In  Robert  Boyle  the  fresh  study  of  na¬ 
ture  quickened  love  of  God  ;  his  scientific 
thought  was  blended  with  simple  and  deep 
religious  feeling. — Morley,  Henry,  1879, 
A  Manual  of  English  Literature,  ed.  Tyler, 
p.  464. 

Enjoyed  in  the  reign  of  Charles  II.  the 
same  European  reputation  which  Bacon 
had  posssesed  in  that  of  James  I.  He 
wrote  on  so  many  subjects,  and  some  of 
them  so  trifling,  that  Swift  made  fun  of 
him  in  his  “Meditation  on  a  Broomstick 
and  his  “New  Philosophy,”  his  trimming 
system  of  natural  religion,  has  gone  the 
way  of  all  intellectual  makeshifts.  But  in 
the  field  of  physics  he  was  on  safer 
ground,  and  some  of  his  chemical  and 
pneumatical  discoveries  have  proved  of 
lasting  value.  His  style  is  wearisome  and 
without  elevation.  Cudworth,  who  urged 
him  to  translate  his  voluminous  treatises 
into  Latin  and  destroy  the  originals,  may 
possibly  have  been  ironical  as  well  as 
pedantic  in  so  advising. — Gossfi,  Edmund, 
1888,  A  History  of  Eighteenth  Century 
Literature ,  p.  81. 

We  find  in  them  still  the  note  of  im¬ 
patience  of  form :  he  had  not  time  to  be 
brief.  There  is  scarce  a  trace  in  him  of 
the  first  quality  of  an  artist  in  prose,  re¬ 
jection.  Now  and  again  a  well-turned 
phrase  strikes  the  reader,  but,  given  a 
certain  condition  of  language,  the  phrase 
is  found  to  be  that  which  would  have  oc¬ 
curred  at  once  to  a  certain  order  of  intel¬ 
lect.  Happily  for  Boyle  the  English  of 
his  time  was  comparatively  free  from  the 
more  vulgar  sort  of  stereotyped  phrase; 
but  still  a  full  and  sonorous  tone.  But 
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from  the  greater  masters  of  sonorous  Eng¬ 
lish,  Boyle  was  as  far  removed  as  from 
the  clear-cut  simplicity  and  directness  of 
Swift.  His  style  is  not  involved,  and  is 
not  affected  ;  it  is  merely  rarified  and  ver¬ 
bose.  In  his  religious  writings  the  same 
thing  is  noticeable  as  in  his  scientific. 
Here  again  he  was  deeply  interested  in 
his  subject,  a  sincerely  pious  man  apply¬ 
ing  his  best  powers,  or  trying  so  to  do,  to 
the  subject  he  deemed  of  first  importance. 
And  here  again  he  is  essentially  impatient 
of  form ;  his  sincerity  gave  him  an  infre¬ 
quent  warmth  of  phrase,  the  general  and 


vague  nature  of  his  reflections  an  occa¬ 
sional  rotundity,  but  again  the  average  is 
jejune.  .  Hia  attainments  as  a 

scholar,  while  they  impelled  him  to  at¬ 
tempt  a  literary  form  for  his  thoughts  and 
discoveries,  were  not  strong  enough  in  the 
balance  of  his  mind  to  compel  the  sacri¬ 
fices  necessary  to  an  artistic  result. — 
Street,  G.  S.,  1894,  English  Prose ,  ed. 
Craik,  voL  III,  pp.  64,  65. 

An  admirable  natural  philosopher,  but 
feeble  and  diffuse  as  a  natural  theolo¬ 
gian.— Garnett,  Richard,  1895,  The 
Age  of  Dryden,  />.  229. 


G-eorge  Fox 

1624-1691 


Born  at  Fenny  Drayton  (Drayton-in-the-Clay).  Leicestershire,  July,  1624:  died 
Jan.  13,  1691.  The  founder  of  the  Society  of  FYiends.  He  was  the  son  of  Christo¬ 
pher  Fox,  a  Puritan  weaver,  and  in  his  youth  was  apprenticed  to  a  shoemaker  at  Not¬ 
tingham.  About  the  age  of  twenty-five  he  began  to  disseminate  as  an  itinerant  lay 
preacher  the  doctrines  peculiar  to  the  Society  of  Friends,  the  organization  of  which  he 
completed  about  1669.  He  made  missionary  journeys  to  Scotland  in  1657,  to  Ireland 
in  1669,  to  the  West  Indies  and  North  America  1671-72.  and  to  Holland  in  1677  and 
1684,  and  was  frequently  imprisoned  for  infraction  of  the  laws  against  conventicles 
as  at  Lancaster  and  Scarborough  1663-66  and  at  Worcester  1673-74.  lie  married  in 
1669,  Margaret  Fell,  a  widow,  who  was  a  woman  of  superior  intellect  and  gave  him 
much  assistance  in  the  founding  of  his  sect.  An  edition  of  his  “Works”  was  published 
at  Philadelphia  in  1831. — Smith,  Benjamin  E.,  1894-97,  The  Century  Cyclopedia  qf 
Names,  p.  405. 


PERSONAL 

“Perhaps  the  most  remarkable  incident 
in  Modern  History,”  says  Teufelsdrockh, 
“is  not  the  Diet  of  Worms,  still  less  the 
Battle  of  Austerlitz,  Waterloo,  Peterloo, 
or  any  other  Battle;  but  an  incident 
passed  carelessly  over  by  most  Historians, 
and  treated  with  some  degree  of  ridicule 
by  others:  namely,  George  Fox’s  making 
to  himself  a  suit  of  Leather.  This  man, 
the  first  of  the  Quakers,  and  by  trade  a 
Shoemaker,  was  one  of  those,  to  whom, 
under  ruder  or  purer  form,  the  Divine 
Idea  of  the  Universe  is  pleased  to  mani¬ 
fest  itself;  and,  across  all  the  hulls  of 
Ignorance  and  earthly  Degradation,  shine 
through,  in  unspeakable  Awfulness,  un¬ 
speakable  Beauty,  on  their  souls:  who 
therefore  are  rightly  accounted  Prophets, 
God-possessed ;  or  even  Gods,  as  in  some 
periods  it  has  chanced.  Sitting  in  his 
stall;  working  on  tanned  hides,  amid  pin¬ 
cers,  paste-horns,  rosin,  swine-bristles, 
and  a  nameless  flood  of  rubbish,  this  youth 
had,  nevertheless,  a  Living  Spirit  belong¬ 
ing  to  him ;  also  an  antique  Inspired 


Volume,  through  which,  as  through  a  win¬ 
dow,  it  could  look  upwards,  and  discern 
its  celestial  Home.  The  task  of  a  daily 
pair  of  shoes,  coupled  even  with  some 
prospect  of  victuals,  and  an  honourable 
Mastership  in  Cordwainery,  and  perhaps 
the  post  of  Thirdborough  in  his  hundred, 
as  the  crown  of  long  faithful  sewing, — 
was  nowise  satisfaction  enough  to  such  a 
mind :  but  ever  amid  the  boring  and  ham¬ 
mering  came  tones  from  that  far  country, 
came  Splendours  and  Terrors ;  for  this 
poor  Cordwainer,  as  we  said,  was  a  Man ; 
and  the  Temple  of  Immensity,  wherein  as 
Man  he  had  been  sent  to  minister,  was 
full  of  holy  mystery  to  him.” — Carlyle, 
Thomas,  1831,  Sartor  Resartus,  bk.  iii, 
eh.  i,  p.  202. 

He  exhibits,  in  his  own  example,  that 
the  attainment  of  sincere  and  spiritual 
piety,  is  far  more  profitable  than  the 
learning  and  knowledge  required  to  main¬ 
tain  the  controverted  points  of  religious 
practices;  and  proves,  in  his  own  case, 
that  the  study  of  the  holy  writings, 
assisted  by  divine  grace,  is  of  itself 


GEORGE  FOX 


421 


sufficient  to  produce  newness  of  the  heart, 
without  any  reliance  upon  the  observances 
of  outward  forms  and  ceremonies. — Jan- 
ney,  Samuel  N.  (Joslaji  Marsh),  1853, 
Life  of  George  Fox,  p.  38. 

I  think  it  will  be  admitted  that  we  have 
here  the  portrait  not  only  of  a  strong, 
but  of  a  lovable  man.  That  keen  and 
piercing  eye  of  his  was  not  always  spark¬ 
ling  with  indignation  against  hypocritical 
“professors”— it  could  also  shed  tears  of 
sympathy  with  the  sorrowful,  and  there 
was  something  in  his  face  which  little 
children  loved.  To  sum  up  in  fewest  pos¬ 
sible  words  the  impression  made  by  his 
words  and  works  upon  one  who  studies 
them  across  the  level  of  two  centuries : 
he  was  a  man  of  lion-like  courage  and  ad¬ 
amantine  strength  of  will,  absolutely 
truthful,  devoted  to  the  fulfilment  of  what 
he  believed  to  be  his  God-appointed  mis¬ 
sion,  and  without  any  of  those  side-long 
looks  at  worldly  promotion  and  aggran¬ 
dizement  which  many  sincere  leaders  of 
Church  parties  have  cast  at  intervals  of 
their  journey.  The  chief  defect  in  Fox's 
character  will  perhaps  be  best  described 
in  the  words  of  Carlyle — “Cromwell  found 
George  Fox's  enormous  sacred  self- 
confidence  none  of  the  least  of  his  attain¬ 
ments.” — Hodgkin,  Thomas,  1896,  George 
Fox  ( Leaders  of  Religion),  p.  278. 

GENERAL 

One  assertion  I  will  venture  to  make, 
as  suggested  by  my  own  experience,  that 
there  exist  folios  on  the  human  under¬ 
standing,  and  the  nature  of  man,  which 
would  have  a  far  juster  claim  to  their 
high  rank  and  celebrity,  if,  in  the  whole 
huge  volume,  there  could  be  found  as 
much  fulness  of  heart  and  intellect,  as 
bursts  forth  in  many  a  simple  page  of 
George  Fox. — Coleridge,  Samuel  Tay¬ 
lor,  1817,  Biographia  Literaria. 

I  have  read  quite  through  the  ponderous 
folio  of  George  Fox.  .  .  .  Pray  how  may 
I  return  it  to  Mr.  Shewell,  at  Ipswich? 
I  fear  to  send  such  a  treasure  by  a  stage¬ 
coach  ;  not  that  I  am  afraid  of  the  coach¬ 
man  or  the  guard’s  reading  it,  but  it  might 
be  lost.  Can  you  put  me  in  a  way  of  send¬ 
ing  it  in  safty?  The  kind-hearted  owner 
trusted  it  to  me  for  six  months;  I  think  I 
was  about  as  many  days  in  getting  through 
it,  and  I  do  not  thinkthat  1  skipped  a  word 
of  it. — Lamd,  Charles,  1823,  Letter  to 


Bernard  Barton,  Feb.  17,  Letters,  ed. 
Ainger,  vol.  II,  pp.  64,  65. 

For  my  part,  bom  and  educated  in  this 
Society,  I  have  seen  enough  to  induce  me 
to  confess,  that  for  its  peculiarities  I  have 
little  respect;  for  its  great  leading  prin¬ 
ciples,  the  highest  veneration.  Amongst 
all  the  various  society  1  have  mingled  in, 

I  have  nowhere  seen  a  greater  purity  of 
life  and  sentiment;  a  more  enviable  pre¬ 
servation  of  a  youth-like  tenderness  of 
conscience  ;  a  deeper  sense  of  the  obliga¬ 
tions  of  justice ;  of  the  beauty  of  punc¬ 
tuality  ;  or  so  sweet  a  maintenance  of  the 
domesticities  of  life.  A  thousand  memo¬ 
ries  of  youth,  and  youthful  actions  now 
past — a  thousand  happy  and  tender  asso¬ 
ciations — bind  me  in  affection  to  it.  I 
look  with  a  grateful  complacency  on  the 
luminous  views  of  truth  which  George  Fox 
drew  from  the  great  archives  of  Christian¬ 
ity,  as  a  glorious  legacy  to  the  world; 
which  has  already  received  mighty  benefits 
therefrom,  and  is  now  prepared  to  reap 
still  greater. — Howitt,  William,  1834, 
George  Fox ,  Tail’s  Edinburgh  Magazine 
n.  s.,  vol.  I,  p.  585. 

John  Sterling  is  interesting  himsell 
much  about  George  Fox,  whose  life  he 
means  to  write.  He  sadly  misses  his 
earnest,  prophetic  spirit  in  the  present 
day,  and  thinks  Carlyle  the  only  one  who 
at  all  represents  it.  .  .  .  Sterling 

has  finished  George  Fox’s  Journal,  which 
has  interested  him  much,  though  he  does 
not  find  it  as  remarkable  as  he  had  ex¬ 
pected, — less  originality  and  outfiashing 
of  the  man’s  peculiar  nature. — Fox,  Car¬ 
oline,  1842,  Memories  of  Old  Friends. 

He  was  so  far  from  knowing  many  lan¬ 
guages,  that  he  knew  none ;  nor  can  the 
most  corrupt  passage  in  Hebrew  be  more 
unintelligible  to  the  unlearned,  than  his 
English  often  is  to  the  most  acute  and  at¬ 
tentive  reader. — Macaulay,  T.  B.,  1843, 
George  Fox,  Critical  and  Historical  Essays. 

The  influence  of  the  career  of  George 
Fox  is  best  appreciated  by  considering  the 
subsequent  character  and  action  of  the 
Society  of  Friends,  of  which  he  was  the 
organiser.  For  few  religious  sects  have 
been  more  thoroughly  molded  by  their 
early  leaders,  and,  so  to  speak,  stereotyped 
as  to  their  future  constitution,  than  that 
Christian  body. — Tallack,  William, 
1868,  George  Fox,  The  Friends,  and  the 
Early  Baptists,  p.  1. 
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An  illegitimate  son  of  the  Church  in  a 
time  of  religious  excitement,  one  of  the 
most  extraordinary  men  of  genius  in  this 
eccentric  generation.  He  was  a  grave, 
sober,  reflective  man,  with  no  outgoings 
of  volatile  imagination,  buoyant  egotism, 
or  healthy  energy  in  any  shape ;  as  passive, 
unexcited,  vacuous,  as  Bunyan  was  active, 
excitable,  teeming  with  creative  energy, 
— not  pouring  out  force,  but  letting  the 
world  flow  in  upon  him,  judging  and 
measuring  the  traditions  and  opinions 
floating  about  him,  and  striving  in  a  calm 
way  to  reduce  the  bewildering  mass  to 
consistent  clearness.  Probably  the  more 
he  pondered,  the  more  he  entangled  him¬ 
self  in  perplexing  mazes,  and  he  finally 
ceased  to  ponder,  and  took  refuge  in  a 
set  of  arbitrary  dogmas.  .  .  .  His 

style  is  more  compact,  and  has  greater 
graphic  felicity  of  plain  language,  than 
Bunyan’s,  but  it  has  none  of  the  Pilgrim’s 
figurative  richness. — Minto,  William, 
1872-80,  Manual  of  English  Prose  Liter¬ 
ature,  p.  298. 

The  most  enthusiastic  admirer  of  Fox 
need  feel  no  sensitiveness  at  the  exposure 
of  his  greatest  defects,  for  after  all  de¬ 
ductions  there  will  still  remain  in  any  fair 
characterization  enough  to  fill  the  can¬ 
did  observer  with  highest  respect. — Fox, 
Norman,  1877,  George  Fox  and  the  Early 
Friends ,  Baptist  Quarterly ,  vol.  11,  p. 
452. 

The  bibliography  of  Fox’s  writings  fill 
fifty-three  pages  of  Smith’s  Catalogue. 
.  .  .  There  can  be  no  question  of  the 

healthiness  and  strength  of  his  moral 
fibre.  It  is  remarkable  that  Wesley,  who 
was  acquainted  with  Barclay’s  “Apology,” 
never  mentions  Fox.  Yet  the  early  quak- 
erism  anticipated  methodism  in  many  im¬ 
portant  points,  as  well  as  in  the  curious 
detail  of  conducting  the  business  of  meet¬ 
ings  by  means  of  answers  to  queries. 
The  literary  skill  of  the  “Apology”  has 
drawn  readers  to  it  rather  than  to  Fox’s 
amorphous  writings ;  but  for  purequaker- 
ism,  not  yet  fixed  (1676)  in  scholastic 
forms,  it  is  necessary  to  go  to  Fox. — Gor¬ 
don,  Rev.  Alexander,  1889,  Didtionary 
of  National  Biography ,  vol.  XX,  p.  121. 

He  is  deficient  in  imagination  and 
poetry.  Stern,  bare  facts  are  his  prov¬ 
ince,  and  he  lays  them  before  the  reader 
with  absolute  impartiality.  Of  much  the 
same  religious  opinions  as  John  Bunyan, 


he  differs  widely  from  him,  looking  upon 
life  with  the  eye  of  a  moralist,  and  not  of 
a  poet.  There  are  no  flowers  of  imagina¬ 
tion  in  his  writings.  He  is  no  genius,  no 
great  writer.  A  plain  earnest  man,  think¬ 
ing  only  of  his  mission  and  never  of  him¬ 
self,  he  tells  ua  the  story  of  his  life  in 
plain  earnest  words,  without  self- 
consciousness  and  without  effort.  He  is 
a  man  of  sound  common  sense,  great 
readiness  of  wit  and  undaunted  courage. 
He,  here  and  there,  displays  a  certain 
grim  humour  and  occasionally  a  touch  of 
pathos.  The  main  charms  of  his  journal 
seem  to  consist  in  its  sincerity  and  truth¬ 
fulness.  George  Fox’s  style  is  emphatic¬ 
ally  the  right  sort  for  his  matter.  The 
interest  of  the  reader  is  sustained  but 
never  inflamed.  He  carries  conviction 
and  arouses  our  sympathies  by  his  unaf¬ 
fectedness  and  simplicity.— Fitzroy,  A. 
I.,  1894,  English  Prose ,  ed.  Craik,  vol.  HI, 
p.  54. 

Fox  was  in  prison  oft  in  days  when 
prisons  were  sickening  receptacles  of  in¬ 
describable  filth.  His  teaching,  directed 
as  it  was  against  the  intellectual  formal¬ 
ities  of  Puritanism,  was  as  effective  as 
had  been  the  Puritan  attack  upon  the  cere¬ 
monial  formalities  of  Laud.  Moreover, 
Fox's  uncomplaning  acceptance  of  every 
evil  that  befell  him,  and,  above  all,  the 
sincerity  exhibited  by  his  refusal  to  strive 
with  the  ruffians  who  struck  him  gained 
him  many  a  disciple  who  would  not  have 
been  won  over  by  the  most  attractive 
preaching.  His  sobriety  of  judgment — 
within  certain  limits — was  as  remarkable 
as  his  spiritual  exaltation,  and  after  thous¬ 
ands  of  excitable  converts  had  swelled 
the  numbers  of  the  society  it  was  George 
Fox  who  was  the  restraining  influence  in 
their  midst. — Gardiner,  Samuel  Raw- 
son,  1897,  History  of  the  Commonwealth 
and  Protectorate,  vol.  II,  p.  24. 

In  spite  of  his  extraordinary  interpre¬ 
tations  of  Scripture,  he  had  in  all  practi¬ 
cal  matters  great  shrewdness  and  common 
sense.  .  .  .  Nor  is  it  fair  to  judge  him 
by  his  ungrammatical  English,  which  had 
to  be  corrected  for  publication  by  better- 
educated  Quakers.  .  .  .  Even  to  this  day 
one  cannot  read  Fox’s  “Journal”  without 
feeling  the  wonderful  power  and  spirit  of 
the  man,  and  at  times  the  homely  beauty 
of  his  words. — Fisher,  Sydney  George, 
1900,  The  True  William  Penn,  p.  75. 
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Richard  Baxter 

1615-1691 

Eorn  at  Eaton-Constantine,  near  Shrewsbury,  12  [?]  Nov.  1615.  At  Free  School, 

Wroxeler,  1630-33;  then  for  a  short  time  under  tuition  of  Richard  Wickstead  at  Lud¬ 
low  Castle.  To  Court  of  Whitehall  with  introduction  to  Master  of  the  Revels,  1633. 

Return  home  owing  to  mother’s  death,  1634.  In  charge  of  Wroxeter  School  for  three 
months.  Began  theological  studies.  Ordained,  and  appointed  Headmaster  of  new 
school  at  Dudley,  1638.  Assistant  minister  at  Bridgnorth,  1639-41.  Appointed 
preacher  at  Kidderminster.  5  April  1641.  Espoused  cause  of  Parliament  in  Civil  War. 

To  Coventry,  1643  [?].  Chaplain  to  Captain  Whalley’s  regiment,  1645.  in  retire¬ 
ment,  owing  to  ill-health,  1647-50.  “Aphorismes  of  Justification”  published,  1649; 

“The  Saint’s  Everlasting  Rest,”  1650.  Returned  to  Kidderminster.  To  London, 

1660.  Preached  before  House  of  Commons  at  St.  Margaret’s,  30  April  1660;  before 
Lord  Mayor  .and  Alderman  at  St.  Paul’s,  10  May  1660.  Appointed  Chaplain  to 
Charles  II.  Finally  left  Church  of  England,  16  May  1662,  and  retired  to  Acton. 

Married  Margaret  Charlton,  10  Sept.  1662.  Visit  to  Richard  Hampden  in  Bucking¬ 
hamshire,  1665.  “A  Call  to  the  Unconverted”  published,  1665.  Wife  died,  1681. 

Wrote  “Breviate”  of  her  Life,  1681.  Arrested,  28  Feb.  1685,  for  libel  on  the  Church 
in  his  “Paraphrase  of  the  New  Testament.”  Trial,  30  May.  Sentenced  to  fine  of 
500  marks  and  imprisonment  till  paid.  Discharged  from  prison,  24  Nov.  1686,  fine 
being  remitted.  Active  in  coalition  of  dissenters  with  conforming  clergy,  1688. 

Died,  8  Dec.  1691.  Buried  in  Christ  Church,  London.  Works :  Between  1649  and 
1691  Baxter  published  148  works.  Nine  were  published  posthumously  between  169 
and  1701.  A  complete  list  is  given  in  Orme’s  “Life  of  Baxter,”  1830,  and  A.  E 
Grosart’s  “Annotated  List”  of  Baxter’s  Writings,  1868.  Baxter's  “Practical  Works’ 
were  published  in  4  vols.  1707  ;  again,  in  23  vols.,  with  life,  by  W.  Orme,  1830. 

“Reliquiae  Baxterianae”  (autobiography),  edited  by  M.  Sylvester,  1696.— Sharp,  R. 

Farquharsox,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  19. 

PERSONAL 

Between  tho  years  1841  and  1080 
this  town  was  tho  scene  of  the  labours  of 
RICHARD  BAXTER, 
renowned  equally  for  his  Christian 
learning 

and  his  pastoral  fidelity. 

In  a  stormy  and  divided  age 
he  advocated  unity  and  comprehension, 
pointing  the  way  to  tho  Everlasting 
Rest. 

Churchmen  and  Nonconformists 
united  to  raise  this  memorial,  A.  D.  1875. 

— Inscription  on  Monument,  Kidder¬ 
minster,  1875. 

Richard,  Richard,  dost  thou  think  we’ll 
hear  thee  poison  the  court?  Richard, 
thou  art  an  old  fellow,  an  old  knave  ;  thou 
hast  written  books  enough  to  load  a  cart, 
every  one  is  full  of  sedition,  I  might  say 
treason,  as  an  egg  is  full  of  meat.  Hadst 
thou  been  whipped  out  of  thy  writing  trade 
forty  years  ago,  it  had  been  happy. 

Thou  pretendest  to  be  a  preacher  of  the 
Gospel  of  peace,  and  thou  hast  one  foot  in 
the  grave:  it  is  time  for  thee  to  begin  to 
think  what  account  thou  intendest  to  give. 

But  leave  thee  to  thyself,  and  I  see  thou’ It 
go  on  as  thou  hast  begun ;  but,  by  the 

i  1 
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grace  of  God,  I’ll  look  after  thee.  1  know 
thou  hast  a  mighty  party,  and  I  see  a 
great  many  of  the  brotherhood  in  corners, 
waiting  to  see  what  will  become  of  their 
mighty  Don,  and  a  Doctor  of  the  party 
(looking  to  Dr.  Bates)  at  your  elbow; 
but,  by  the  grace  of  Almighty  God,  I'll 
crush  you  all.  Come,  what  do  you  say 
for  yourself,  you  old  knave;  come,  speak 
up.  What  doth  he  say?  I  am  not  afraid 
of  you,  for  all  the  snivelling  calves  you 
have  got  about  you. — Jeffreys,  George 
Lord,  1685,  Speech  at  Trial  of  Richard 
Baxter,  ed.  Orme,  vol.  i,  p.  368. 

Concerning  almost  all  my  writings,  I 
must  confess  that  my  own  judgment  is, 
that  fewer,  well  studied  and  polished,  had 
been  better  ;  but  the  reader  who  can  safely 
censure  the  books,  is  not  fit  to  censure  the 
author,  unless  he  had  been  upon  the  place, 
and  acquainted  with  all  the  occasions  and 
circumstances.  Indeed,  for  the  “Saint’s 
Rest,”  I  had  four  months'  vacancy  to 
write  it,  but  in  the  midst  of  continual  lan¬ 
guishing  and  medicine;  but,  for  the  rest, 
I  wrote  them  in  the  crowd  of  all  my  other 
employments,  which  would  allow  me  no 
great  leisure  for  polishing  and  exactness. 
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or  any  ornament ;  so  that  I  scarce  ever 
wrote  one  sheet  twice  over,  nor  stayed  to 
make  any  blots  or  interlinings,  but  was 
fain  to  let  it  go  as  it  was  first  conceived ; 
and  when  my  own  desire  was  rather  to 
stay  upon  one  thing  long  than  run  over 
many,  some  sudden  occasions  or  other  ex¬ 
torted  almost  all  my  writings  from  me. 
— Baxter,  Richard,  1691  ?  Memorable 
Passages  of  My  Life  and  Times. 

Mr.  Baxter,  an  eminent  school-master, 
(who  put  out  Horace  and  Anacreon,  and 
was  the  chief  mourner  at  the  famous  Mr. 
Rich.  Baxter’s  funeral,  who  was  his  near 
relation.)  did  assure  Mr.  Halley,  that  old 
Baxter,  when  he  was  opened  after  his 
death,  had  a  gaul  in  him  as  large  as  that 
of  an  horse.-  -Hearne,  Thomas,  1706, 
Reliquiae  Hearnianae,  ed.  Bliss,  Oct.  9,  vol. 
I,  p.  116. 

His  zeal  for  religion  was  extraordinary, 
but  it  seems  never  to  have  prompted  him 
to  faction,  or  carried  him  to  enthusiasm. 
This  champion  of  the  Presbyterians  was 
the  common  butt  of  men  of  every  other 
religion,  and  of  those  who  were  of  no  re¬ 
ligion  at  all.  But  this  had  very  little 
effect  upon  him :  his  presence  and  his 
firmness  of  mind  on  no  occasion  forsook 
him.  He  was  just  the  same  man  before 
he  went  into  prison,  while  he  was  in  it. 
and  when  he  came  out  of  it;  and  he  main¬ 
tained  a  uniformity  of  character  to  the 
last  gasp  of  his  life.  His  enemies  have 
placed  him  in  hell;  but  every  man  who 
has  not  ten  times  the  bigotry  that  Mr. 
Baxter  himself  had,  must  conclude  that  he 
is  in  a  better  place.  This  is  a  very  faint 
and  imperfect  sketch  of  Mr.  Baxter's 
character :  men  of  his  size  are  not  to  be 
drawn  in  miniature. — Granger,  James, 
1769-1824,  Biographical  History  of  Eng¬ 
land ,  vol.  v,  p.  81. 

The  natural  temper  of  Baxter  was  quick 
and  irritable,  impatient  of  contradiction, 
and  prone  to  severity.  This  was  partly 
owing  to  the  diseased  state  of  body,  from 
which  he  endured  constant  and  incredible 
pain.  It  appears  that  he  was  deeply  sen¬ 
sible  of  this  infirmity,  and  that  he  laboured 
hard  to  subdue  it.  It  led  him  frequently 
to  use  harsh  and  irritating  language 
towards  his  opponents,  which  created  in¬ 
creased  hostility,  and  gave  them  an  idea 
that  he  was  an  unamiable  man,  who  might 
be  feared  or  esteemed,  but  who  could 
not  be  loved.  But  if  Baxter  was  easily 


provoked,  he  was  ever  ready  to  forgive. 
He  was  warm,  but  not  irascible.  He  cher¬ 
ished  no  resentments,  was  always  happy 
to  accept  an  explanation  or  apology,  and 
was  as  prompt  to  pardon,  as  he  had  been 
to  take  offence.  In  the  expression  of  all 
his  feelings,  he  was  open  and  undisguised. 
He  always  spoke  from  the  heart,  whether 
it  was  filled  with  indignation,  or  over¬ 
flowed  with  love.— Orme,  William,  1830, 
Life  of  Richard  Baxter,  p.  792. 

One  of  the  warmest  admirers  and  ablest 
commentators  of  Baxter  designates  the 
leading  and  peculiar  trait  of  his  character 
as  uncarthlincss.  In  our  view,  this  was 
its  radical  defect.  He  had  too  little  of 
humanity,  he  felt  too  little  of  the  attrac¬ 
tion  of  this  world,  and  lived  too  exclu¬ 
sively  in  the  spiritual  and  the  unearthly, 
for  a  full  and  healthful  development  of 
his  nature  as  a  man,  or  of  the  graces, 
charities,  and  loves  of  the  Christian.— 
Whittier,  John  Green  leaf,  1849,  Rich¬ 
ard  Baxter,  Old  Portraits  and  Modern 
Sketches,  p .  207. 

His  character  is  wanting  in  hearty  vig¬ 
our — in  emotional  healthiness.  There  is 
a  poverty  of  the  merely  natural  life— a 
lack  of  genial  interest— and  of  the  appre¬ 
ciation  of  any  mere  earthly  beauty  or  art 
— that  takes  from  it  the  richness  of  a  full 
manhood.  He  was  a  Puritan,  and  little 
more.  ...  He  rose  but  slightly 
above  his  time.  As  its  systems  confined 
his  intellect,  its  moral  narrowness  bound 
his  character.  He  was  strong  in  its 
strength  ;  he  was  weak  in  its  deficiencies. 
The  very  intensity  of  his  spiritual  earnest¬ 
ness  was  in  some  degree  born  of  this  one¬ 
sidedness.  Had  he  possessed  a  broader 
feeling,  and  sympathies  more  widely  re¬ 
sponsive  to  nature  and  life,  he  could  not 
have  lived  so  entirely  as  he  did  above  the 
world,  and  given  himself  with  such  an  un¬ 
resting  vigilance  to  the  love  and  ministry 
of  souls.  If  we  look  at  him  as  a  man, 
this  want  of  breadth  and  variety  of  inter¬ 
est  diminishes  his  greatness;  if  we  look 
at  him  as  the  Puritan  pastor  and  divine, 
it  was  the  very  singleness  of  his  spiritual 
energy  that  made  his  excellence  and 
crown. — Tulloch,  John,  1861,  English 
Puritanism  and  Its  Leaders,  p.  389. 

Even  in  his  outward  life  he  exemplified 
as  few  men  else  have  ever  done  the  con¬ 
fluence  of  all  Christian  influences.  He 
was  born  of  Puritan  parents,  yet  converted 
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by  a  book  of  Jesuit  devotions.  He  was 
ordained  in  Anglican  orders,  offered  an 
Anglican  Bishopric,  the  pastor  of  an  An¬ 
glican  parish,  even  a  candidate,  though 
an  unsuccessful  candidate,  for  a  place  in 
Convocation  ;  yet  the  oracle  and  patriarch 
of  Evangelical  Nonconformity,  the  friend 
of  Calamy  and  II owe,  of  Hampden,  and  of 
Pym.  Immersed  as  he  was  in  the  contro¬ 
versial  theology  of  the  Puritans,  he  was 
yet  the  zealous  admirer  of  Richard  Hooker, 
the  most  majestic  of  our  divines,  of 
George  Herbert,  the  most  saintly  of  our 
sacred  poets  -Herbert  in  whose  ‘‘temple” 
he  took  refuge  with  the  “sound  of  Aaron’s 
bells  from  the  jingling  of  scholastic  phi¬ 
losophy -and  he  delighted  in  the  con¬ 
verse  of  Tillotson  and  Tillotson’s  disciples 
and  companions,  whom  tho  fanatics  of  his 
own  and  of  later  times  have  so  severely 
condemned  as  almost  unworthy  of  the 
name  of  Christian,  lie  is  claimed  as  the 
first  parent  of  the  Society  for  the  Propa¬ 
gation  of  the  Gospel,  the  most  venerable 
of  the  Missionary  Societies  of  the  Church; 
he  is  claimed  also  as  the  first  parent  of  the 
extreme  school  of  Nonconformity  which 
in  Kidderminster  possesses  his  pulpit,  and 
which,  in  a  wider  sense,  dating  its  spirit¬ 
ual  lineage  from  his  large  and  liberal 
spirit,  has  often,  with  whatever  departure 
from  his  theology,  lifted  up  before  the 
churches  the  banner  of  tolerance  and  free¬ 
dom  that  Baxter  was  among  the  first  to 
unfurl. — 'Stanley,  Arthur  Penrhyn, 
1875,  Richard  Baxter,  Macmillan’s  Maga¬ 
zine,  vol.  32,  p.  393. 

His  strong  sense  of  the  reality  of  the 
spiritual  world  and  his  tenderness  in  deal¬ 
ing  with  individual  cases  endeared  him  to 
his  congregation.  Yet  Baxter  was  above 
all  things  a  controversialist,  one  who 
loved  to  set  forth  the  gospel  as  addressed 
indeed  to  the  hearts  of  men,  but  as 
guarded  by  all  the  minute  distinctions  of 
Puritan  theology.  For  forms  of  church 
government  he  did  not  care  much.  He 
did  not  altogether  approve  of  the  system 
which  Parliament  and  Assembly  were  at¬ 
tempting  to  set  up,  and  he  would  probably 
at  any  time  of  his  life  have  been  content 
with  a  compromise,  if  such  could  be  found, 
between  Presbyterianism  and  Episcopacy. 
His  mind,  in  fact,  was  essentially  unpoliti¬ 
cal.  He  could  comprehend  ideas,  but  he 
could  not  comprehend  men,  and  even  in 
1645  the  common-place  about  fighting  for 


King  and  Parliament  was  still  for  him  a 
stern  reality,  which  every  man  in  England 
was  bound  to  do  his  best  to  carry  into 
effect.— Gardiner,  Samuel  Rawson. 
1886-91,  History  of  the  Great  Civil  War, 
vol.  II,  p.  327. 

He  was  a  voracious  reader  and  an  acute 
critic ;  but  he  was,  most  of  all,  successful 
as  a  preacher  and  a  parish  priest.  At 
Kidderminster,  during  the  crisis  of  the 
Civil  War,  and  at  Coventry,  he  ministered 
with  assiduous  eagerness,  and  he  had  the 
firmness  to  maintain  his  opinions  in  the 
face  of  both  parties.  He  was  of  the  Par¬ 
liament  side,  but  he  could  not  reconcile 
himself  to  a  republic.  He  opposed  both 
the  Covenant  and  the  Engagement,  and 
the  abolition  of  bishops,  yet  he  was  much 
more  of  a  Presbyterian  than  a  Churchman. 
A  strong  Parliament  man,  after  the  Res¬ 
toration  he  refused  a  bishopric,  and  by 
his  nonconformity  laid  himself  open  to  the 
persecuting  violence  of  the  state  laws. 
He  was,  in  fact,  so  honest,  so  firm,  and, 
it  must  be  admitted,  so  narrow  in  his  owr 
opinions,  that  he  could  find  no  party  i 
the  state,  and  but  few  in  religion,  wr 
would  agree  with  or  even  tolerate  them 
In  literature  he  was  a  master,  but  in 
practical  life  he  was  unfit  for  the  rubs 
of  daily  existence.  Though  Cromwell's 
theology  was  inadequate  in  his  eyes,  he 
was  just  as  little  willing  as  the  great  Pro¬ 
tector  to  tolerate  religious  teaching  be¬ 
yond  certain  fixed  limits.  He,  more  than 
any  single  man,  stood  in  the  way  of  toler¬ 
ation  of  Roman  Catholics  at  the  Restora¬ 
tion.  His  political  tracts  were  burnt  by 
the  University  of  Oxford  with  those  of 
Buchanan  and  Milton,  in  the  fervour  of 
the  Royalist  reaction.  The  fierce  perse¬ 
cuting  ardour  of  the  secular  power,  the 
squires  and  the  lawyers  who  could  never 
forgive  the  Commonwealth,  broke  over  his 
head.  He  would  not  conform  to  the  laws, 
and  he  was  committed  to  prison  by  two 
justices  of  the  peace, — -Hutton,  W.  H., 
1895,  Social  England,  ed.  Traill ,  vol.  iv,  p. 
294. 

THE  SAINT’S  EVERLASTING  REST 
1060 

Let  me  mention  here,  before  entering 
into  deeper  matters,  one  formal  merit 
which  the  Saint’s  “Everlasting  Rest”  em¬ 
inently  possesses.  I  refer  to  that  with¬ 
out  which,  I  suppose,  no  book  ever  won 
permanent  place  in  the  literature  of  a 
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nation,  and  which  I  have  no  scruple  in  as¬ 
cribing  to  it — 1  mean  its  style.  A  great 
admirer  of  Baxter  has  recently  suggested 
a  doubt  whether  he  ever  recast  a  sentence 
or  bestowed  a  thought  on  its  rhythm  and 
the  balance  of  its  several  parts ;  state¬ 
ments  of  his  own  make  it  tolerably  certain 
that  he  did  not.  As  a  consequence  he 
has  none  of  those  bravura  passages  which 
must  have  cost  Jeremy  Taylor,  in  his 
“Holy  Living  and  Dying”  and  elsewhere, 
so  much  of  thought  and  pains,  for  such  do 
not  come  of  themselves  and  unbidden  to 
the  most  accomplished  masters  of  lan¬ 
guage.  But  for  all  this  there  reigns  in 
Baxter’s  writings,  and  not  least  in  “The 
Saint’s  Rest,  ’  ’  a  robust  and  masculine  elo¬ 
quence;  nor  do  these  want  from  time  to 
time  rare  and  unsought  felicity  of  lan¬ 
guage,  which  once  heard  can  scarcely  be 
forgotten.  In  regard,  indeed,  of  the 
choice  of  words,  the  book  might  have 
been  written  yesterday.  There  is  hardly 
one  which  has  become  obsolete,  hardly 
one  which  has  drifted  away  from  the 
meaning  which  it  has  in  his  writings. 
This  may  not  be  a  great  matter,  but  it  ar¬ 
gues  a  rare  insight,  conscious  or  uncon¬ 
scious,  into  all  which  was  truest,  into  all 
which  was  furthest  removed  from  affecta¬ 
tion  and  untruthfulness  in  the  language, 
that  after  more  than  two  hundred  years  so 
it  should  be;  and  one  may  recognise  here 
an  element,  not  to  be  overlooked,  of  the 
abiding  popularity  of  the  book. — Trench, 
Richard  Chenevix,  1877,  Baxter  and  the 
Saint'3  Rest,  Companions  for  the  Devout 
Life,  89. 

Its  deep  piety,  its  clear  and  beautiful 
style,  the  dignity  and  enthusiasm  and 
modernness  of  its  language,  have  made  it 
an  English  classic.  Narrow  as  Baxter’s 
system  may  seem,  we  feel  that  he  is  more 
tolerant  than  his  creed,  and  at  the  root  of 
ail  his  stubborn  individuality  lies  a  true 
and  tender  conscience.  If  the  Noncon¬ 
formity  of  the  Stuart  age  laid  heavy  bur¬ 
dens  on  men*8  shoulders,  it  suffered  from 
the  consequences  of  its  actions.  In  its 
provision  for  men  of  religion  it  brought 
upon  itself  the  severity  of  secular  opinion. 
But  it  left  two  priceless  gifts  to  English 
literature  and  English  religion  in  _  the 
“Pilgrim’s  Progress”  and  the  “Saints’ 
Rest.’’ — Hutton,  William  Holden,  1895, 
Social  England ,  ed.  Traill,  vol.  iv,  p. 
295. 


GENERAL 

Baxter  wrote  as  in  the  view  of  eternity ; 
but  generally  judicious,  nervous,  spiritual, 
and  evangelical,  though  often  charged 
with  the  contrary.  He  discovers  a  manly 
eloquence,  and  the  most  evident  proofs 
of  an  amazing  genius,  with  respect  to 
which  he  may  not  improperly  be  called 
the  English  Demosthenes. — Doddridge, 
Philip,  1763  ?  Lectures  on  Preaching . 

I  would  recommend  you  to  read  some 
practical  divinity  every  day;  especially 
the  works  of  IIowre,  Henry,  Watts,  Dod¬ 
dridge,  and  writers  of  that  strain  and 
spirit,  whom  God  eminently  honoured  as 
instruments  of  great  usefulness  in  his 
church.  Above  all,  Baxter,  who  was, 
with  regard  to  the  success  of  his  labours 
and  writings,  superior  to  them  all. — Or¬ 
ton,  Job,  1783-1806,  Letters  to  Dissenting 
Ministers. 

There  is  a  living  energy  and  spirit  in 
the  practical  writings  of  Baxter,  which 
the  reader  seldom  meets  with  in  any  other 
author.  His  appeals  to  the  conscience 
are  often  mighty  and  irresistible. — Will¬ 
iams,  Edward,  1800,  The  Christian 
Preacher. 

Among  the  chief,  if  not  the  very  chief, 
of  those  writers  of  “an  opposition  per¬ 
suasion,”  was  Richard  Baxter;  a  divine 
of  a  most  capricious,  yet  powerful  and 
original  mind.  What  Prynne  was  in  law 
and  history,  Baxter  was  in  theology:  as 
the  similarity,  in  point  of  quaintness,  of 
the  titles  of  their  respective  works,  testi¬ 
fies.  .  .  .  Baxter  was  a  man  of  great 

gravity  of  demeanor  and  great  piety  of 
soul.  He  was  acute  and  learned  withal, 
and  an  air  of  originality  pervades  most  of 
his  writings. — Dibdin,  Thomas  Frognall, 
1824,  The  Library  Companion ,  note,  p.  50. 

Pray  read  with  great  attention  Baxter’s 
Life  of  himself.  It  is  an  inestimable 
work.  I  may  not  unfrequently  doubt 
Baxter’s  memory,  or  even  his  competence, 
in  consequence  of  his  particular  modes  of 
thinking;  but  I  could  almost  as  soon 
doubt  the  Gospel  verity  as  his  veracity. 
— Coleridge,  Samuel  Taylor,  1827, 
Table  Talk,  ed.  Ashe,  July  12. 

The  style  of  Baxter  is  considerably  di¬ 
versified.  It  is  often  incorrect,  rugged, 
and  inharmonious,  abounding  in  parenthe¬ 
ses  and  digressions,  and  enfeebled  by  ex¬ 
pansion.  It  is  happiest  when  it  is  divested 
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entirely  of  a  controversial  character,  and 
the  subject  relates  to  the  great  interests 
of  salvation  and  charity.  It  then  flows 
with  a  copiousness  and  purity  to  which 
there  is  nothing  superior  in  the  language 
in  which  he  wrote.  The  vigorous  concep¬ 
tions  of  his  mind  are  then  conveyed  in  a 
corresponding  energy  of  expression;  so 
that  the  reader  is  carried  along  with  a 
breathless  impetuosity,  which  he  finds  it 
impossible  to  resist.  .  .  .  Truth  in  all  its 
majesty  and  infinite  importance  alone  oc¬ 
cupied  the  throne  of  his  spirit,  and  dic¬ 
tated  the  forms  in  which  its  voice  should 
be  uttered.  And  when  it  spoke,  it  was 
in  languago  divinely  suited  to  its  nature, 
never  distracting  by  its  turgidness,  or  dis¬ 
gusting  by  its  regularity,  lie  could  be 
awful  or  gentle,  pathetic  or  pungent,  at 
pleasure;  always  suiting  his  words  to  his 
thoughts,  and  dissolving  his  audience  in 
tenderness,  or  overwhelming  them  with 
terror,  as  heaven  or  hell,  the  mercies  of 
the  Lora,  or  the  wrath  to  come,  was  the 
topic  of  discourse.  It  may  confidently  be 
affirmed,  that  from  no  author  of  the  period 
could  a  greater  selection  of  beautiful 
passages  of  didactic,  hortatory,  and  a 
consolatory  writings,  be  made. — Orme, 
William,  1830,  Life  of  Richard  Baxter,  p. 
788. 

To  substitute  for  this  self-portraiture, 
any  other  analysis  of  Baxter’s  intellectual 
and  moral  character  would  indeed  be  a 
vain  attempt.  If  there  be  any  defect  or 
error  of  which  he  was  unconscious,  and 
which  he  therefore  has  not  avowed,  it 
was  the  combination  of  an  undue  reliance 
on  his  own  powers  of  investigating  truth, 
with  an  undue  distrust  in  the  result  of  his 
enquiries.  He  proposed  to  himself,  and 
executed,  the  task  of  exploring  the  whole 
circle  of  the  moral  sciences,  logic,  ethics, 
divinity,  politics,  and  metaphysics,  and 
this  toil  he  accomplished  amidst  public 
employments  of  ceaseless  importunity, 
and  bodily  pains  almost  unintermitted. 
Intemperance  never  assumed  a  more 
venial  form  ;  but  that  this  insatiate  thirst 
for  knowledge  was  indulged  to  a  faulty 
excess,  no  reader  of  his  life,  or  of  his 
works,  can  doubt. — Stephen,  Sir  J., 
1839,  Life  and  Times  of  Richard  Baxter, 
Edinburgh  Review ,  vol.  70,  p.  219. 

His  theological  writings,  though  too 
moderate  to  be  pleasing  to  the  bigots  of 
any  party,  had  an  immense  reputation. 


Zealous  Churchmen  called  him  a  Round- 
head  ;  and  many  Nonconformists  accused 
him  of  Erastianism  and  Arminianism. 
But  the  integrity  of  his  heart,  the  purity 
of  his  life,  the  vigour  of  his  faculties,  and 
the  extent  of  his  attainments,  were  ac¬ 
knowledged  by  the  best  and  wisest  men  of 
every  persuasion.  His  political  opinions, 
in  spite  of  the  oppression  which  he  and 
his  brethren  had  suffered,  were  moderate. 
He  was  partial  to  that  small  party  which 
was  hated  by  both  Whigs  and  Tories.— 
Macaulay,  Thomas  Babington,  1843, 
Richard  Baxter,  Critical  and  Historical 
Essays. 

The  author  of  works  so  elaborate  and 
profound  as  to  frighten  by  their  very 
titles  and  ponderous  folios  the  modern  ec¬ 
clesiastical  student  from  their  perusal, 
his  hold  upon  the  present  generation  is 
limited  to  a  few  practical  treatises,  which, 
from  their  very  nature,  can  never  become 
obsolete.  The  “Call  to  the  Unconverted,  ” 
and  “The  Saint’s  Everlasting  Rest,”  be¬ 
long  to  no  time  or  sect.  They  speak  the 
universal  language  of  the  wants  and  de¬ 
sires  of  the  human  soul.  They  take  hold 
of  the  awful  verities  of  life  and  death, 
righteousness  and  judgment  to  come 
Through  them  the  suffering  and  hunted 
minister  of  Kidderminster  has  spoken  in 
warning,  entreaty,  and  rebuke,  or  in  tones 
of  tenderest  love  and  pity,  to  the  hearts 
of  the  generations  which  have  succeeded 
him.  His  controversial  works,  his  con¬ 
fessions  of  faith,  his  learned  disputations, 
and  his  profound  doctrinal  treatises,  are 
no  longer  read. — Whittier,  John  Green- 
leaf,  1849,  Rickard  Baxter,  Old  Portraits 
and  Modern  Sketches,  p.  165. 

Differing  as  Baxter  did  from  Owen  and 
others;  involved  as  he  was  in  constant 
controversy  with  the  extreme  Calvinists 
of  his  generation ;  and  disposed  as  some 
would  be  to  deny  him  the  name  of  a  Cal¬ 
vinist  altogether, — there  is  yet  no  divine 
of  his  age  bears,  in  deeper  and  broader 
impress,  the  spirit  of  its  religious  and 
theological  belief.  He  rose  above  a  mere 
formal  Calvinism ;  but  the  very  processes 
of  reasoning,  and  peculiarities  of  intellec¬ 
tual  apprehension,  by  which  he  did  so, 
were  Calvinistic.  He  waged  a  ceaseless 
fight  with  the  Sectarian  exaggerations, 
both  of  doctrine  and  ecclesiastical  prac¬ 
tice,  that  surrounded  him  ;  but  the  weapons 
by  which  he  did  so  were  the  very  same 
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which  had  cut  out  for  the  sects  a  more 
lawless  and  independent  way  on  the  great 
high-road  of  Protestantism.  Certainly,  of 
all  the  men  who  express  and  represent  the 
spiritual  thought  of  the  Puritan  age,  none 
does  so  more  completely,  and  to  the  very 
center  of  his  intelligence,  than  Richard 
Baxter. — Tulloch,  John,  1861,  English 
Puritanism  and  Its  Leaders,  p.  377. 

Grasping  his  fecundity  of  publication 
with  the  engrossing  ministry  which  occu¬ 
pied  his  chief  energies,  it  must  be  mani¬ 
fest  that  Richard  Baxter  was  an  extraor¬ 
dinary  man.  In  his  physique  naturally 
weak,  and  tainted  from  the  outset  with 
consumptive  tendencies,  and  later  worn 
and  valetudinarian,  he  so  conquered  the 
body,  that  he  did  the  work  of  a  score  of 
ordinary  men  as  an  author  alone.  Baxter 
had  beyond  all  dispute  a  penetrative,  al¬ 
most  morbidly  acute  brain.  He  was  the 
creator  of  our  popular  Christian  literature. 
Regarded  intrinsically  and  as  literature, 
his  books  need  fear  no  comparison  with 
contemporaries. — Grosart,  Alexander 
B.,  1885,  Dictionary  of  National  Biog¬ 
raphy,  vol.  ill,  p.  434. 

The  autobiography  of  this  pious,  useful, 
boisterous  heresiarch,  which  appeared 
posthumously  in  1696,  is  pleasant  reading. 
— Gosse,  Edmund,  1888,  A  History  of 
Eighteenth  Century  Literature ,  p.  77. 

One  of  the  greatest  of  Englishmen,  not 
only  of  his  own,  but  of  any  time.  .  .  . 
Considering  his  character  and  popularity, 
the  extent  of  his  writings,  his  genius  and 
learning,  he  may  be  said  to  be  the  greatest 
of  English  theologians  (or  one  of  the 
greatest),  as  he  has  certainly  been  one  of 


the  most  lasting  influences  on  popular 
theology.  He  was  not  without  faults,  of 
which,  we  gather  from  his  writings  and 
also  from  the  narrative  to  which  I  re¬ 
ferred  at  first,  too  great  pugnacity  and 
contentiousness  were  the  most  serious. 
In  the  days  of  his  youth  he  was  too  fervid 
and  vehement  and  inconsiderate. — Jowett, 
Benjamin,  1891,  Richard  Baxter,  Sermons, 
ed.  Fremantle,  pp.  66,  72. 

Considering  the  defects  of  his  educa¬ 
tion.  and  the  incessant  whirl  in  which  his 
life  was  passed,  his  literary  fecundity  is 
perfectly  marvellous.  He  is  said  to  have 
taken  no  pains  with  his  style,  and  to  have 
written  straight  from  the  heart;  “he 
never  recast  a  sentence  or  bestowed  a 
thought  on  its  rhythm,  and  the  balance  of 
its  several  parts;"  but  in  spite — or  shall 
we  say,  inconsequence? — of  this,  his  style 
is  in  its  way  remarkably  good ;  there  is  a 
freedom  and  naturalness  about  it  which 
perhaps  would  have  been  lost  if  he  had 
elaborated  his  compositions  more  care¬ 
fully.  Earnestness  and  robust  eloquence 
breathe  through  every  page. 

That,  in  spite  of  bis  independent  position, 
his  works  were  admired,  is  partly  due  to 
the  obvious  earnestness  and  sincerity  of 
the  man,  but  partly  to  the  excellence  of 
his  matter  and  style.  He  was  to  a  great 
extent  a  self-taught  man,  and  his  writings 
bear  traces  of  this ;  he  was  not  a  trained 
theologian,  and  can  hardly  be  ranked 
with  the  giants  of  that  golden  age  of 
theology ;  but  his  works  are  read  where 
theirs  are  not. — -Overton,  J.  H.,  1893, 
English  Prose,  ed.  Craik,  vol.  II,  pp.  568, 
569. 


Sir  George  Mackenzie 

1636-1691 

George  Mackenzie,  nephew  to  the  Earl  of  Seaforth,  and  grandson  to  Dr.  Bruce, 
principal  of  St.  Leonard’s  College,  St.  Andrews,  was  born  at  Dundee  in  1636.  He 
studied  at  Scottish  and  French  Universities,  and  was  called  to  the  bar  in  1656.  He 
published  “Aretina, ’’  an  original  "heroic"  romance,  in  1660,  and  in  the  following 
year  was  engaged  in  his  first  famous  pleading,  the  defence  of  the  Marquis  of  Argyll. 
Knighted  and  made  King’s  advocate  in  1674,  he  became  notorious  with  the  Covenant¬ 
ers  as  "the  bloodthirsty  advocate  and  persecutor  of  the  saints  of  God,"  a  reputation 
which  still  clings  to  his  name  in  Scotland  although  his  conduct  in  his  hated  office  was 
upright  and  even  humane.  He  spent  the  leisure  snatched  from  his  legal  duties  in 
writing  sundry  moral  essays  on  religion,  solitude,  moral  gallantry,  and  the  like; 
wherein,  it  may  be  said,  the  lawyer  pleads  for  his  clients  the  scholar,  the  gentleman, 
and  the  pedant.  On  the  accession  of  James  II.  and  the  abrogation  of  the  penal  laws 
against  the  Catholics,  he  resigned  his  office,  and  was  induced  to  re-accept  it  only  to 
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resign  it  for  good  when  the  Revolution,  which  he  opposed,  became  an  accomplished 
fact.  He  retired  to  the  scholarly  solitude  that  he  loved  at  Oxford,  and  died  on  a  visit 
to  London  in  1691.  He  was  buried  in  the  churchyard  of  the  Greyfriars,  Edinburgh, 
where  his  tomb  is  still  noted  by  the  populace,  although  De  Quincey’s  is  forgotten. 
Almost  all  his  works,  except  “Aretina,”  are  included  in  the  two  vol.  folio  edition, 
Edinburgh,  1722. — Craik,  Henry,  cd.,  1893,  English  Prose,  vol.  hi,  p.  261. 

PERSONAL 


The  memory  of  that  “noble  wit  of 
Scotland’'  is  far  from  being  honoured — 
nay,  it  is  execrated  by  his  countrymen — 
by  the  common  people  we  mean — and, 
in  the  long  run,  they  are  no  bad  judges 
of  merit.  He  was,  we  believe,  no  great 
shakes  as  a  lawyer,  either  within  or  with¬ 
out  the  bar ;  and,  like  many  other  well¬ 
born,  weak-minded  men,  had  a  taste  for 
elegant  literature  and  vulgar  blood.  Of 
his  “voluminous  works,  historical  and 
juridical,’’  wo  know  less  than  nothing; 
but  his  “Essays  on  several  moral  sub¬ 
jects,’’  have  more  than  once  fallen  out  of 
our  hands.  -Wilson,  John,  1845,  Dryden 
and  Pope,  Blackwood's  Magazine. 

Sir  George  Mackenzie’s  tomb  in  the 
Greyfriars  churchyard  of  Edinburgh  is  a 
gloomy  structure  of  stone,  erected  by 
him  in  his  lifetime,  surmounted  by  a  pon¬ 
derous  cupola,  and  shut  in  by  a  massive 
door,  locked  and  barred.  At  the  present 
day,  as  for  generations  back,  the  boys  of 
the  old  town  of  Edinburgh  (those  of  them 
especially  whose  parents  are  connected 
with  the  moorland  districts  of  Scotland), 
hold  it  a  feat  of  daring  to  go  to  the  per¬ 
secutor’s  tomb  as  the  gloaming  darkens 
into  night,  and  with  trembling  lips  and 
feet  prepared  for  instant  flight,  to  shout 
through  the  key-hole  the  quaint  and  hor¬ 
rible  adjuration— 

'‘Lift  the  sneck  and  draw  the  bar, 

Bluidy  Mackenzie,  come  oat  on  ye  daurl” 
Now  who  was  this  man,  buried  for  cen¬ 
turies  under  the  execration  of  a  whole 
people?  He  was,  as  a  political  adversary, 
but  a  wise  judge  and  a  most  candid  con¬ 
temporary  observer,  confessed,  “the 
brightest  Scotsman  of  his  time."  Even 
Dryden,  at  the  summit  of  his  fame, 
avowed  that  his  poetic  efforts  and  suc¬ 
cesses  were  originated  by  the  conversation 
of  “that  noble  wit  of  Scotland,  Sir 
George  Mackenzie."  He  was  an  eminent 
lawyer,  in  the  great  age  of  the  lawyers  of 
a  nation  which  has  always  been  governed 
by  its  lawyers;  and  his  institutional  works 
are  to  this  day  of  high  authority  in  the 
jurisprudence  of  Scotland.  He  was  not 


only  a  lawyer,  but  a  reformer  of  the  law, 
and  he  claims,  with  justice,  that  the 
changes  in  its  administration  which  he 
procured  were  in  the  direction  of  protect¬ 
ing  the  rights  of  the  subject  and  of  the 
acccused  against  the  influence  of  the 
Crown  and  the  Bench.  Lastly,  we  shall 
be  able  to  prove  that  this  alleged  perse¬ 
cutor  was  anything  but  a  bigot;  that  he 
was  imbued  with  large  and  latitudinarian 
principles  in  all  matters  relating  to  reli¬ 
gion  ;  that  these  principles  had  the  strong¬ 
est  influence  over  himself  personally,  and 
were  the  rule  and  guide  of  his  whole  pub¬ 
lic  course;  and,  in  particular,  that  they 
had  the  closest  connection  with  those  po¬ 
litical  measures  against  the  Presbyterian 
which  he  originated  as  a  minister  of  thf 
Crown,  or  carried  into  execution  as  public 
prosecutor.— Innes,  Alexander  Taylor, 
1871,  “ 77te  Bloody  Mackenzie Contempo¬ 
rary  Review,  vol.  18,  p.  249. 

All  through  life  he  manifested  a  contin¬ 
uous  devotion  to  literary  pursuits,  but 
these  were  not  permitted  to  interfere 
with  his  professional  duties.  His  rise  to 
eminence  at  the  bar  was  exceptionally 
rapid.  If  in  solid  legal  accomplishments 
he  had  several  superiors,  few  excelled 
him  in  ready  eloquence,  or  the  adroit  use 
of  legal  technicalities.  .  .  .  Mac¬ 

kenzie’s  career  as  public  prosecutor  can 
only  be  defended  on  the  supposition  that 
in  law,  as  well  as  in  love  and  war,  “all 
things  are  fair."  His  eager  interest  in 
constitutional  history,  and  his  overbearing 
temper,  are  partly  accountable  for  his 
misuse  of  legal  forms  to  obtain  convic¬ 
tions;  and  his  hatred  of  religious  fanati¬ 
cism  seems  also  to  have  itself  verged  on 
fanaticism.  The  one  redeeming  feature 
of  his  character  was  his  devotion  to  liter¬ 
ature  and  learning. — Henderson,  T.  F., 
1893,  Dictionary  of  National  Biography, 
vol.  xxxv,  pp.  142,  144. 

GENERAL 

He  has  published  many  books,  some  of 
law,  and  ail  full  of  faults;  for  he  was  a 
slight  and  superficial  man. — Burnet,  Gil¬ 
bert,  1715-34,  History  qf  My  Own  Time. 
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Mackenzie  may  be  regarded  as  the  first 
successor  of  his  countryman  Drummond 
of  Hawthornden  in  the  cultivation  of  an 
English  style  ;  he  was  the  correspondent 
of  Dryden  and  other  distinguished  English 
writers  of  his  day ;  but  he  has  no  preten¬ 
sions  of  his  own  to  any  high  rank  either 
for  the  graces  of  his  expression  or  the 
value  of  his  matter.  Whatever  may  have 
been  his  professional  learning,  too,  his 
historical  disquisitions  are  as  jejune  and 
uncritical  as  his  attempts  at  fine  writing 
are,  with  all  their  elaboration,  at  once 
pedantic  and  clownish.  He  has  nothing 
either  of  the  poetry  or  the  elegance  of 


Drummond. — Craik,  George  L.,  1861,  A 
Compendious  History  of  English  Literature 
and  of  the  English  Language ,  vol.  11,  p.  189. 

His  conceits  are  the  offspring  of  a  pow¬ 
erful  poetic  fancy ;  some  of  them  would 
have  pleased  Donne,  others,  no  doubt,  de¬ 
lighted  Dryden.  Mackenzie  stands  be¬ 
tween  the  two  ages,  belonging  to  the 
earlier  by  sympathy,  and  yet  coming  some¬ 
times  very  close  to  the  later  when  he  in¬ 
dulges  his  satirical  foible.  The  last  of 
the  old  wits,  belated  in  the  North,  he 
holds  out  his  hand  to  the  first  of  the  new. 
— Raleigh,  W.  A.,  1893,  English  Prose , 
cd.  Craik ,  vol.  Ill,  p.  263. 


Nathaniel  Lee 

1653-1692 

Nathaniel  Lee  (d.  1692),  the  son  of  Dr.  Lee,  Incumbent  of  Hatfield,  was  educated 
at  Westminster  School  and  at  Trinity  College,  Cambridge;  but,  left  to  his  own  re¬ 
sources,  he  took  to  the  stage,  and,  in  1672,  played  at  the  Duke’s  Theatre  the  part  of 
Duncan  in  "Macbeth.”  Although  an  admirable  reader,  he  was  unable  to  get  his  living 
as  an  actor.  He  then  produced,  at  the  age  of  twenty-five,  the  first  of  his  eleven  plays, 
"Nero;”  and  between  1675  and  1684,  this  was  followed  by  eight  other  plays  of  his 
own,  including  his  two  most  popular,  "The  Rival  Queens;  or,  Alexander  the  Great” 
(1677),  and  "Theodosius;  or,  the  Force  of  Love”  (1680).  He  also  joined  Dryden 
in  the  plays  of  “CEdipus”  (1679)  and  "The  Duke  of  Guise”  (1683).  There  was  a  wild¬ 
fire  of  imagination  in  Lee,  and  he  drank  too  freely.  In  November,  1684,  he  was  re¬ 
ceived  into  Bedlam,  where  he  remained  four  years.  .  .  .  Between  his  recovery 

and  his  death,  at  the  age  of  about  forty,  Lee  wrote,  in  1689  and  1690,  two  more 
plays,  "The  Princess  of  Cleve”  and  "The  Massacre  of  Paris;”  but  he  was  chiefly  de¬ 
pendent  upon  ten  shillings  a  week  from  the  Theatre  Royal. — M  OR  LEY,  Henry,  1879, 
A  Manual  of  English  Literature,  ed.  Tyler,  p.  426. 


PERSONAL 

6  April,  1692,  Nathaniel  Lee  a  man 
bur. — Burial  Register,  St.  Clement’s 
Danes. 

I  remember,  poor  Nat.  Lee,  who  was  then 
upon  the  very  verge  of  madness,  yet  made 
a  sober  and  a  witty  answer  to  a  bad  poet, 
who  told  him,  "It  was  an  easie  thing  to 
write  like  a  madman  :  ”  "No,  ”  said  he, 
"it  is  very  difficult  to  write  like  a  mad¬ 
man,  but  it  is  a  very  easie  matter  to  write 
like  a  fool.” — Dryden,  John,  1694?  Let¬ 
ter  to  Dennis,  Malone's  Dryden,  vol.  II. 

Nathaniel  Lee  was  fellow  of  Trinity 
College  in  Cambridge.  The  Duke  of  Buck¬ 
ingham  (Villiers)  brought  him  up  to  town ; 
where  he  never  did  anything  for  him  :  and 
that,  I  verily  believe,  was  one  occasion  of 
his  running  mad.  He  was  rather  before 
my  time;  but  I  saw  him  in  Bedlam. — 
Lockier,  Dr.,  Dean  of  Peterborough, 
1730-32,  Spence’s  Anecdotes,  ed.  Singer, 
p.  47. 


Was  so  pathetic  a  reader  of  his  own 
scenes,  that  I  have  been  informed  by  an 
actor  who  was  present,  that  while  Lee 
was  reading  to  major  Mohun  at  a  re¬ 
hearsal,  Mohun  in  the  warmth  of  his  ad¬ 
miration  threw  down  his  part  and  said — 
“Unless  I  were  able  to  play  it  as  well  as  you 
read  it,  to  what  purpose  should  I  under¬ 
take  it?”  And  yet  this  very  author, 
whose  elocution  raised  such  admiration  in 
so  capital  an  actor,  when  he  attempted  to 
be  an  actor  himself,  soon  quitted  the 
stage  in  an  honest  despair  of  ever  mak¬ 
ing  any  profitable  figure  there. — Cibber, 
Colley,  1739,  An  Apology  for  His  Life , 
p.  71. 

Educated  at  Westminster  school,  and 
Trinity  Hall,  Cambridge.  He  was  very 
handsome  as  well  as  ingenious  man;  but 
given  to  debauchery  which  necessitated 
milk-diet,  when  some  of  his  university 
comrades  visiting  him,  he  fell  to  drinking 
with  them  out  of  all  measure,  which  flying 
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up  into  his  head,  caused  his  face  to  break 
out  into  those  carbuncles  which  were 
afterwards  observed  there ;  and  also 
touched  his  brain,  occasioning  that  mad¬ 
ness  so  much  lamented  in  so  rare  a  genius. 
Tom  Brown  says  he  wrote  while  he  was  in 
Bedlam  a  play  of  twenty-five  acts ;  and 
Mr.  Bowman  tells  me  that  going  once  to 
visit  him  there,  Lee  shewed  him  a  scene, 
“in  which,”  says  he,  “1  have  done  a  mir¬ 
acle  for  you.”  “What’s  that?”  said 
Bowman  “I  have  made  you  a  good 
priest.” — Oldys,  William C.,  1761,  MS., 
Note  to  Langbainc's  Account  of  the  English 
Dramatick  Poets. 

As  he  is  known  to  have  entered  college 
in  1668,  he  must  have  been  older  than 
thirty-five  when  he  died  twenty-four  years 
later.  No  trace  of  his  grave  remains  in 
St.  Clement  Danes;  and  Butcher  How, 
afterwards  called  Pickett  Street,  in  which 
stood  the  Bear  and  Harrow,  was  wiped 
out  of  existence  some  years  ago,  and  the 
New  Law  Courts  stand  on  its  site.  It  was 
a  very  narrow  street,  running  from  Ship 
Yard  to  Holywell  Street,  by  the  side  of 
St.  Clement's  Church. — Hutton,  Lau¬ 
rence,  1885,  Literary  Landmarks  of  Lon¬ 
don,  p.  196. 

GENERAL 

Yonr  beaateous  images  most  bo  allowed 
By  all  but  some  vile  poets  of  tho  crowd. 

But  how  should  any  sign-post  dauber  know 
The  worth  of  Titian  or  of  Augelo? 

Hard  features  every  bungler  can  command; 
To  draw  true  beauty  shows  a  master’s  hand. 

— Dryden,  John,  1677,  To  Nathaniel 
Lee. 

Nat  Lee  stepp'd  in  next,  iu  hopes  of  a  prize. 
Apollo  rememb'ring  he  had  not  once  in  thrice. 
By  the  rubies  in's  face,  he  could  not  deny 
But  ho  had  as  much  wit  ns  wine  would  supply ; 
Confess’d  that  indeed  ho  had  a  musical  note, 
But  sometimes  strained  so  hard  that  it  rat¬ 
tled  in  the  throat; 

Yet  own’d  ho  had  sense  and  't  encourage  him 
for  't 

He  made  him  his  Ovid  iu  Augustus’s  court. 
— Rochester,  John  Wilmot,  Earl,  1680? 
Session  of  the  Poets. 

It  has  often  been  observed  against  me, 
that  I  abound  in  ungoverned  fancy ;  but 
I  hope  the  world  will  pardon  the  sallies  of 
youth.  Age,  despondence,  and  dullness 
come  too  fast  of  themselves.  1  discom¬ 
mend  no  man  for  keeping  the  beaten  road; 
but  I  am  sure  the  noble  hunters  that  fol¬ 
low  the  game  muBt  leap  hedges  and  ditches 


sometimes,  and  run  at  all,  or  never  come 
into  the  fall  of  the  quarry.  My  comfort 
is,  I  cannot  be  so  ridiculous  a  creature  to 
any  man  as  1  am  to  myself :  for  who  should 
know  the  house  so  well  as  the  good  man 
at  home? — who,  when  his  neighbours  come 
to  see  him,  still  sets  the  best  rooms  to 
view;  and,  if  he  be  not  a  wilful  ass,  keeps 
rubbish  and  lumber  in  some  dark  hole, 
where  nobody  comes  but  himself,  to  mor- 
tifie  at  melancholy  hours. — Lee,  Nathan¬ 
iel,  1680,  Theodosius,  or  the  Force  of  Love, 
Dedication. 

An  Author  whose  Plays  have  made  him 
sufficiently  remarkable  to  those  who  call 
themselves  The  Witts;  and  One  whose 
Muse  deserv’d  a  better  Fate  than  Bed¬ 
lam.  .  •  However,  before  this 

misfortune  befel  him,  he  writ  several  Dra¬ 
matical  Pieces,  which  gave  him  Title  to 
the  first  Hank  of  Poets;  there  being  sev¬ 
eral  of  his  Tragedies,  as  “Mithridates,” 
“Theodosius,”  &c.,  which  have  forc’d 
Tears  from  the  fairest  Eyes  in  the  World 
his  Muse  indeed  seem’d  destin’d  for  th 
Diversion  of  the  Fair  Sex ;  so  soft  ar 
passionately  moving,  are  his  Scenes  t 
Love  written. — Lagbainne,  Gerard,  1691, 
An  Account  of  the  English  Dramatick 
Poets,  pp.  320,  321. 

Among  our  modern  English  poets,  there 
was  none  who  was  better  turned  for  trag¬ 
edy  than  Lee ;  if  instead  of  favouring  the 
impetuosity  of  his  genius,  he  had  re¬ 
strained  it,  and  kept  it  within  its  proper 
bounds.  His  thoughts  are  wonderfully 
suited  to  tragedy,  but  frequently  lost  in 
such  a  cloud  of  words,  that  it  is  hard  to 
see  the  beauty  of  them.  There  is  an  infi¬ 
nite  fire  in  his  works,  but  so  involved  in 
smoke,  that  it  does  not  appear  in  half  its 
lustre.  He  frequently  succeeds  in  the 
passionate  parts  of  the  tragedy,  but  more 
particularly  where  he  slackens  his  efforts, 
and  eases  the  stile  of  those  epithets  and 
metaphors,  in  which  he  so  much  abounds. 
— Addison,  Joseph,  1711,  On  Tragedy, 
The  Spectator,  No.  39,  April  14. 

There  cannot  be  a  stronger  proof  of  the 
charms  of  harmonious  elocution,  than  the 
many,  even  unnatural,  scenes  and  flights 
of  the  false  sublime  it  has  lifted  into  ap¬ 
plause.  In  what  raptures  have  I  seen  an 
audience  at  the  furious  fustian  and  turgid 
rants  in  Nat.  Lee's  “Alexander  the 
Great!”  For  though  I  can  allow  this 
play  a  few  great  beauties,  yet  it  is  not 
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without  its  extravagant  blemishes.  Every 
play  of  the  same  author  has  more  or  less 
of  them.— Cibber,  Colley,  1739,  An 
Apology  for  His  Life,  p.  66. 

He  seems  to  have  been  born  to  write 
for  the  Ladies  ;  none  ever  felt  the  passion 
of  love  more  intimately,  none  ever  knew 
to  describe  it  more  gracefully,  and  no 
poet  ever  moved  the  breasts  of  his  au¬ 
dience  with  stronger  palpitations,  than 
Lee.— Cibber,  Theophilus,  1753,  Lives 
of  the  Poets,  vol.  II,  p.  227. 

Lee’s  “Theodosius,  or  the  Force  of 
Love,”  is  the  best  of  his  pieces,  and,  in 
some  of  the  scenes,  does  not  want  tender¬ 
ness  and  warmth,  though  romantic  in  the 
plan,  and  extravagant  in  the  sentiments. 
— Blair,  Hugh,  1783,  Lectures  on  Rhet¬ 
oric  and  Belles-Lettres ,  ed.  Mills ,  p.  531. 

Many  of  the  Bedlam  witticisms  of  this 
unfortunate  man  have  been  recorded  by 
those  who  can  derive  mirth  from  the  most 
humiliating  shape  of  human  calamity. 
His  rant  and  turgidity  as  a  writer  are 
proverbial ;  but  those  who  have  witnessed 
justice  done  to  the  acting  of  his  “Theodo¬ 
sius"  must  have  felt  that  he  had  some  pow¬ 
ers  in  the  pathetic. — Campbell,  Thomas, 
1819,  Specimens  of  the  British  Poets. 

Of  Lee  nothing  need  be  said,  but,  that 
he  is,  in  spite  of  his  proverbial  extrava¬ 
gance,  a  man  of  poetical  mind  and  some 
dramatic  skill.  But  he  has  violated  his¬ 
toric  truth  in  “Theodosius,  ’  ’  without  gain¬ 
ing  much  by  invention. — Hallam,  Henry, 
1837-39,  Introduction  to  the  Literature  of 
Europe,  pt.  iv,  ch.  vi ,par.  46. 

The  tragedies  of  Lee  discover  noble  if 
not  rare  gifts;  his  choice  of  subjects  ex¬ 
hibits  a  soaring  delight  in  magnificent  and 
imposing  historic  themes,  and  is  in  gen¬ 
eral  felicitous  as  well  as  ambitious.  In 
execution  he  displays  an  impetuosity  in 
which  it  is  easy  to  discover  the  traces  of 
incipient  insanity;  Dryden,  who  co¬ 
operated  with  him,  speaks  of  him  as  one 
“who  had  a  great  genius  for  tragedy,” 
but  who,  following  the  fury  of  his  natural 
temper,  made  every  man,  and  woman  too, 
in  his  plays  stark  raging  mad ;  there  was 
not  a  sober  person  to  be  had  for  love  or 
money.”  But,  as  one  of  his  critics  has 
observed,  there  is  “method  in  his  mad¬ 
ness”  and  his  “frenzy  is  the  frenzy  of  a 
poet.  * '  In  bombast  he  may  almost  be  said 
to  be  without  an  equal — but  a  real  passion 


often  burns  beneath  the  heap  of  words 
superimposed  upon  it.  Nor  is 

it  possible  to  part  from  this  author  with¬ 
out  pointing  out  that,  as  typically  charac¬ 
teristic  of  him,  the  constant  extravagance 
of  his  diction  is  even  less  noticeable  than 
is  the  uniform  extravagance  of  his  imagi¬ 
nation  ;  it  might  be  said  of  his  personages 
that  they  are  mad  even  before  they  go 
mad  (as  they  often  do) ;  and  nono  of  our 
later  tragic  poets  has  dealt  so  persistently 
on  images  of  lust  and  wantonness.  Lee 
had  in  him  some  genuine  lire  of  passion, 
but  it  burnt  with  an  impure  flame. — 
Ward,  Adolphus  William,  1875-99,  A 
History  of  English  Dramatic  Literature , 
vol.  in,  pp.  408,  412. 

In  spite  of  his  undoubted  ability  and 
his  increasing  experience,  he  did  not  con¬ 
trive  to  write  one  really  good  play,  ex¬ 
cept,  perhaps,  “Lucius  Junius  Brutus.” 

Lee  camo  very  near  being  a  mas¬ 
ter  of  sounding  blank  verse.  He  was  sol¬ 
itary  among  the  dramatists  of  the  age  in 
taking  Milton  for  his  model,  and  even 
when  he  is  most  turgid  and  most  unnat¬ 
ural.  there  is  often  a  Miltonic  swell  in  his 
verse  which  preserves  it  from  complete 
absurdity.  He  has  often  been  compared 
to  the  early  Elizabethans,  and  he  may  be 
called  a  vulgar  Marlowe.  His  heroic  lan¬ 
guage  is  often  spoiled  in  its  most  gor¬ 
geous  passages  by  an  incidental  meanness 
of  expression,  as  in  the  famous  line  where 
Brutus  says  to  his  son — 

“I’ll  lug  with  Ternmiuta  for  thy  heart.’’ 
Lee  marks  a  certain  crisis  in  tragedy. 
He  shrieked  so  loud  that  succeeding  play¬ 
wrights  gave  up  the  idea  of  out-screaming 
so  bombastic  a  writer,  and  the  tendency 
of  tragedy  in  future  was  to  become  senti¬ 
mental  and  reflective. — Gosse,  Edmund, 
1888,  A  History  of  Eighteenth  Century 
Literature ,  p.  58. 

Throughout  his  tragedies  Lee  borrows 
phrases  and  turns  of  thought  from  Shake¬ 
speare.  But  it  is  in  their  barbaric  ex¬ 
travagances  rather  than  their  rich  vein  of 
poetry  that  Lee  resembles  Shakespeare’s 
contemporaries,  and  hardly  any  Eliza¬ 
bethan  was  quite  so  bombastic  in  expres¬ 
sion  and  incident  as  Lee  proved  himself 
in  his  “Caesar  Borgia.” — Lee,  Sidney, 
1892,  Dictionary  of  National  Biography, 
vol.  xxxii,  p.  367. 

The  only  tragic  dramatist  of  the  age, 
after  Dryden  and  Otway,  who  had  any 


LEE — SHAD  WELL 


433 


pretension  to  rank  as  a  poet,  was  Nathan¬ 
iel  Lee,  and  his  claims  are  not  very  high. 
Notwithstanding  his  absurd  rants,  how¬ 
ever,  there  are  fire  and  passion  in  his 
verse  which  lift  him  out  of  the  class  of 
mere  playwrights.  ...  lie  is  mainly 
glare  and  gewgaw,  and  seldom  succeeds 
but  in  those  scenes  of  passion  and  frenzy 
where  extravagant  declamation  seems  a 


natural  language.  There  is  little  to  re¬ 
mark  on  his  dramatic  economy,  which  is 
that  of  the  French  classical  drama.  His 
characters  are  boldly  outlined  and  strong¬ 
ly  coloured,  but  transferred  direct  from 
history  to  the  stage,  or  wholly  conven¬ 
tional.  His  merit  is  to  have  been  really 
a  poet.— Garnett,  Richard,  1895,  The 
Aye  of  Drydcn,  pp.  109,  112. 


Thomas  Shadwell 

16427-1692 

Born,  at  Broomhill  House,  Norfolk,  1640.  At  school  at  Bury  St.  Edmunds,  1645- 
46.  Matric.,  Caius  Coll.,  Cambridge,  as  Pensioner,  17  Dec.  1656;  took  no  degree. 
Studied  Law  at  Middle  Temple.  First  play,  “The  Sullen  Lovers,”  produced  at  Lin¬ 
coln’s  Inn  Fields,  5  May  1668.  Devoted  himself  mainly  to  drama,  1668-82.  Poet- 
Laureate  and  Historiographer  Royal,  1688.  Died  suddenly,  in  London,  19  Nov.  1692. 
Works:  “The  Sullen  Lovers,”  1668;  “The  Royal  Shepherdess,”  1669;  “The 
Humourists,”  1671;  “The  Miser,”  1G72;  “Epsom  Wells,”  1673;  “Notes  and  Obser¬ 
vations  on  the  Empress  of  Morocco”  (anon.  ;  with  Dryden  and  John  Crown),  1674; 
“Psyche,”  1675;  “The  Libertine,”  1676;  “The  Virtuoso,”  1676;  “The  History  of 
Timon  of  Athens,”  1678;  “A  True  Widow,”  1679;  “The  Woman-Captain,”  1680; 
“The  Medal  of  John  Bayes”  (anon.),  1682;  “Satyr  to  his  Muse”  (anon.;  attrib.  t<; 
Shadwell),  1682;  “The  Lancashire  Witches,  and  Teague  O’Divelly,”  1682;  “A  Ler 
ten  Prologue”  [1683 ?J;  “The  Squire  of  Alsatia,”  1688;  “Bury  Fair,”  1689;  “ 
Congratulatory  Poem  on  his  Highness  the  Prince  of  Orange”  (under  initials:  T.  S.) 
1689;  “A  Congratulatory  Poem  to  .  .  Queen  Mary,”  1689;  “The  Amorous 

Bigotte,”  1690;  “Ode  on  the  Anniversary  of  the  King’s  Birth,”  1690;  “Ode  to  the 
King  on  his  Return  from  Ireland,”  [1690];  “The  Scowrers,”  1691;  “Votum  Per- 
enne,”  1692.  Posthumous:  “The  Volunteers,”  1693.  He  translated:  Juvenal’s 
Tenth  Satire,  1687.  Collected  Works :  “Dramatic  Works”  (4  vols.),  1720. — Sharp, 
R.  Farquii  arson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors ,  p.  252. 

PERSONAL  Notwithstanding  that  Lord  Rochester 

That  our  author  was  a  man  of  great  has  said, 

None  seem  to  touch  upon  true  comedy, 

Cat  hnsty  Shadwell  and  slow  Wycherley; 
yet  that  Lord  had  a  better  opinion  of  his 
conversation  than  his  writings,  when  he 
said,  that  if  Shadwell  had  burned  all  he 
wrote,  and  printed  all  he  spoke,  he  would 
have  shewn  more  wit  and  humour  than  any 
other  poet.  But  the  wit  of  his  conversa¬ 
tion  was  often  very  immoral,  obscene, 
and  profane.  By  which  course  having 
meanness  of  spirit  and  servility  to  render 
himself  ridiculous  and  contemptible  to 
men  of  fortune,  title,  and  wit,  he  got 
their  favour  and  assistance,  under  the 
pretence  of  being  a  useful  instrument  of 
the  Revolution.  Lord  Lansdowne  has  a 
short  discourse  on  these  two  lines  above, 
against  the  remark  of  Wycherley’s  being 
a  slow  writer. — Oldys,  William  C.f  1761, 
MS.,  Note  to  Langhaine's  Aecount  of  the 
English  Dramatiek  Poets. 


honesty  and  integrity,  an  inviolable  fidelity 
and  strictness  in  his  word,  an  unalterable 
friendship  wherever  he  professed  it,  and 
however  the  world  may  be  mistaken  in 
him,  he  had  a  much  deeper  sense  of  reli¬ 
gion  than  many  who  pretended  more  to 
it.  His  natural  and  acquired  abilities 
made  him  very  amiable  to  all  who  knew 
and  conversed  with  him,  a  very  few 
being  equal  in  the  becoming  qualities, 
which  adorn,  and  set  off  a  complete 
gentleman ;  his  very  enemies,  if  he  have 
now  any  left,  will  give  him  this  char¬ 
acter,  at  least  if  they  knew  him  so 
thoroughly  as  I  did.— His  death  seized 
him  suddenly,  but  he  could  not  be  un¬ 
prepared,  since  to  my  certain  knowledge 
he  never  took  a  dose  of  opium,  but  he 
solemnly  recommended  himself  to  God  by 
prayer. — Brady,  Nicholas,  1692,  Funeral 
Sermon. 
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Is  counted  the  best  comoedian  we  have 
now. — Aubrey,  John,  1669-96,  Brief 
Lives,  ed.  Clark,  vol.  n,  p.  226. 

Of  oil  oar  modern  wits,  none  seem  to  me 
Once  to  have  touched  upon  true  comedy. 

But  hasty  Shadwell,  and  slow  Wyclierly. 
Shadwell’s  unfinished  works  do  yet  import 
Great  proofs  of  force  of  nature,  none  of  art. 
With  just,  bold  strokes  he  dashes  here  and 
there, 

Showing  great  mastery  with  little  care. 
Scorning  to  varnish  his  good  touches  o'er 
To  moke  fools  and  women  praise  them  more. 

— Rochester,  John  Wilmot,  Earl  1680? 
A  Session  of  Poets. 

Shadwell  alone  my  perfect  image  bears, 

Mature  in  dulness  from  his  tender  years; 

Shadwell  alone  of  all  my  sons  is  he 

Who  stands  confirmed  in  fall  stupidity. 

The  rest  to  some  faint  meaning  make  pre¬ 
tence, 

Bat  Shadwell  never  deviates  into  sense. 

Some  beams  of  wit  on  other  souls  may  fall, 

Strike  through  and  make  a  lucid  interval ; 

But  Shadwell’s  genuine  night  admits  no 
ray, 

His  rising  fogs  prevail  upon  the  day 
— Dry  DEN,  John,  1682,  Mac  Flecknoe ,  v. 
15-24. 

I  am  willing  to  say  the  less  of  Mr.  Shad¬ 
well,  because  I  have  publickly  profess’d  a 
Friendship  for  him :  and  tho’  it  be  not  of 
so  long  date,  as  some  former  Intimacy  with 
others;  so  neither  is  it  blemished  with 
some  unhandsome  Dealings,  I  have  met 
with  from  Persons,  where  I  least  expected 
it.  I  shall  therefore  speak  of  him  with 
the  Impartiality  that  becomes  a  Critick ; 
and  own  I  like  His  Comedies  better  than 
Mr.  Dry  den' s  ;  as  having  more  Variety  of 
Characters,  and  those  drawn  from  the 
Life;  I  mean  Men’s  Converse  and  Man¬ 
ners,  and  not  from  other  Mens  Ideas, 
copyed  out  of  their  publick  Writings: 
tho'  indeed  1  cannot  wholly  acquit  our 
Present  Laureat  from  borrowing;  his 
Plagiaries  being  in  some  places  too  bold 
and  open  to  be  disguised,  of  which  1  shall 
take  Notice,  as  I  go  along;  tho’  with 
this  Remark,  That  several  of  them  are  ob¬ 
served  to  my  Hand,  and  in  a  great  measure 
excused  by  himself,  in  the  publick  Ac¬ 
knowledgment  he  makes  in  his  several 
Prefaces,  to  the  Persons  to  whom  he  was 
obliged  for  what  he  borrowed. — Lang- 
bajne,  Gerard,  1691,  An  Account  of  the 
English  Dramatick  Poets,  p.  443. 


Shadwell,  tho  great  support  o’  tho  comic 
stage. 

Born  to  expose  the  follies  of  the  ago. 

To  whip  prevailing  vices,  aud  unite 
Mirth  with  Instruction,  Profit  with  Delight. 
For  largo  ideas  and  a  flowing  pen, 

First  of  our  times,  and  second  bat  to  Ben. 
Shndwell,  who  all  his  lines  from  Nature  drew, 
Copied  her  out,  and  kept  her  still  in  view. 
Who  ne'er  was  bribed  by  title  or  estate, 

To  fawn  aud  flatter  with  tho  rich  and  great. 
To  let  a  gilded  vice  or  folly  pass, 

But  always  lashed  tho  villain  and  tho  ass. 
—ANON,  1693,  The  Volunteers ;  or,  The 
Stock-Jobbers,  Epilogue. 

Shadwell’s  “Squire  of  Alsatia”  took 
exceedingly  at  first,  as  an  occasional  play: 
it  discovered  the  cant  terms  that  were  be¬ 
fore  not  generally  known,  except  to  the 
cheats  themselves ;  and  was  a  good  deal 
instrumental  in  causing  that  nest  of  vil¬ 
lains  to  be  regulated  by  public  authority. 
The  story  it  was  built  on  was  a  true  fact. 
— Dennis,  John,  1728-30,  Spence's  Anec¬ 
dotes,  cd.  Singer,  p.  33. 

The  “Virtuoso”  of  Shadwell  does  not 
maintain  his  character  with  equal  strength 
to  the  end:  and  this  was  that  writer’s 
general  fault.  Wycherley  used  to  say  of 
him:  “That  he  knew  how  to  start  a  fool 
very  well ;  but  that  he  was  never  able  to 
run  him  down. ’’—Pope,  Alexander, 
1728-30,  Spence's  Anecdotes,  ed.  Singer,  p. 
10. 

An  acute  observer  of  nature. — Scott, 
Sir  Walter,  1805-21,  The  Life  of  John 
Dry  den. 

His  “Libertine”  (taken  from  the  cele¬ 
brated  Spanish  story)  is  full  of  spirit; 
but  it  is  the  spirit  of  licentiousness  and 
impiety. — Hazlitt,  William,  1818,  Lec¬ 
tures  on  the  English  Comic  Writers,  Lec¬ 
ture  iii. 

Nahum  Tate,  of  all  my  predecessors, 
must  have  ranked  the  lowest  of  the  lau¬ 
reates,  if  he  had  not  succeeded  Shadwell. 
— Southey,  Robert,  1835,  Life  of  Cowper. 

Shadwell’s  plays  abound  in  songs,  but 
the  bulk  of  them  are  too  slovenly,  frivo¬ 
lous,  or  licentious,  to  deserve  preserva¬ 
tion  in  a  separate  form.  His  comedies, 
admirable  as  pictures  of  contemporary 
meanness,  supplied  an  appropriate  setting 
for  his  coarse  and  reckless  verses;  but 
such  pieces  will  not  bear  to  be  exhibited 
apart  from  the  scenes  for  which  they 
were  designed.— Bell,  Robert,  1867? 
ed.,  Songs  from  the  Dramatists,  p.  248. 
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Posterity  is  not  obliged  to  imitate  Shad- 
well’s  disappointed  adversaries  in  grudg¬ 
ing  him  the  recognition  earned  by  his  con¬ 
sistent  and  useful  support  of  a  cause 
which  commended  itself  to  many  fine 
minds  and  clear  intelligences,  although  its 
popularity  in  the  world  of  letters  and  on 
the  stage  was  naturally  enough  of  tardy 
growth.  No  very  close  scrutiny  need  even 
be  applied  to  the  substance  of  his  boast, 
that  he  should  not  be  afraid  of  these  ad¬ 
versaries — 

“till  they  have  shown  yon  more  Variety 

Of  natural,  nnstol’n  Comedy  than  he.1' 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  he  so  well  fitted  to 
himself  much  that  he  had  taken  over  from 
previous  writers  as  to  be  fairly  entitled  to 
claim  it  as  part  of  his  own  equipment; 
and  in  the  invention  of  comic  characters 
he  was  often  original.  With  Ben  Jonson, 
whom  he  manifestly  thought  that  he  fol¬ 
lowed  at  no  immeasurable  distance,  he 
had  in  common  something  of  the  old  dram¬ 
atist’s  industry  ;  something  of  his  humour  ; 
and  more  of  his  healthiness  of  spirit.  If 
Shadwell  is  often  gross  and  indecent,  it 
has  been  observed,  I  think  truly,  that  he 
is  not  profane;  and  if  he  altogether  lacks 
elevation  of  spirit,  he  is  by  no  means  de¬ 
ficient  in  moral  purpose.  As  a  comedian 
of  manners  he  is  obivously  often  truthful 
as  well  as  vivid ;  but  his  grain  is  coarse, 
and  brutal  though  the  manners  and  senti¬ 
ments  of  his  age  most  assuredly  were  in 
many  respects,  they  can  hardly  have  been 
so  uniformly  brutal  as  he  represents  them. 
He  did  little  or  nothing  to  advance  his  art ; 
but  his  vigour  of  comic  invention,  his  ha¬ 
tred  of  political  shams  and  social  abuses, 
and  his  healthy  antagonism  to  much  that 
really  endangered  the  national  future, 
contributed  to  arrest  the  decay  which  was 
overtaking  English  comedy  by  reason  of 
its  lack  both  of  intellectual  breadth  and 
of  moral  fibre.  But  the  artistic  pleasure 
is  scant  that  is  to  be  derived  from  the 
comic  pictures  in  which  he  faithfully  re¬ 
produces  many  of  the  unattractive  features 
of  his  age.— Ward,  Adolphus  William, 
1875-99,  A  History  of  English  Dramatic 
Literature,  vol.  III,  p.  460. 

He  is  known  to  us  chiefly  from  Dryden's 
ludicrous  caricature,  but  under  that  burly 
and  unwieldy  exterior — that  “tun  of  man” 
— there  lurked  a  rich  vein  of  comic 
humour,  keen  power  of  observation,  and 
much  real  dramatic  power  both  in  vivid 


portraiture  and  in  the  presentation  of 
incident. — COLLrNS,  John  Churton,  1878- 
95  .  Dryden,  Quarterly  Review ;  Essays 
and  Studies ,  p.  46. 

Notwithstanding  the  peculiarities  of 
Shadwell’soutspoken  muse,  there  are  many 
scenes  in  his  comedies  of  great  humour 
and  originality;  in  “The  Virtuoso,”  for 
instance,  the  scene  in  the  laboratory, 
where  Sir  Nicholas  Gimcrack,  the  Virtuoso, 
is  learning  to  swim  upon  a  table,  by  imitat¬ 
ing  the  movements  of  a  frog  in  a  bowl  of 
water,  has  some  exceedingly  comical  situ¬ 
ations  and  dialogue,  quite  equal  to  the 
celebrated  Undertaker's  Scene  in  Steele’s 
“Funeral.”  Hamilton,  Walter,  1879, 
The  Poets  Laureate  of  England ,  p.  121. 

Shadwell  would  have  passed  without 
much  notice  among  the  second-rate  writ¬ 
ers  of  his  time,  if  he  had  not  drawn  down 
upon  himself  the  anger  of  Dryden.  As 
it  is,  he  lives  for  all  time  as  a  black  and 
ridiculous  object  seen  in  relief  against  the 
blaze  of  Dryden’s  wit.  .  .  .  Dull 

was  hardly  the  true  epithet  for  Shadwell ; 
but  he  was  certainly  heavy.  He  laboured 
at  composition,  and  procured  “The  Vir 
tuoso,”  it  is  said,  after  a  prolonged  agor 
of  five  years.  Shadwell’s  ambition  to  1 
ever  representing  “some  natural  humoi 
not  represented  before,”  his  coarseness, 
his  total  want  of  distinction  and  elevation, 
have  justly  deprived  him  of  a  high  place 
in  literature.  But,  in  spite  of  Dryden, 
he  was  no  fool;  his  comedy  of  “Epsom 
Wells”  (1676),  to  name  no  other,  may 
still  be  read  with  pleasure  and  amusement ; 
and  his  works  are  particularly  full  of  mat¬ 
ter  attractive  to  antiquaries. — Gosse,  Ed¬ 
mund,  1888,  A  History  of  Eighteenth  Cen¬ 
tury  Literature ,  pp.  48,  49. 

Shadwell’s  odes  to  William  were  poor 
enough.  Had  they  been  better  it  is 
doubtful  if  William  would  have  known  it. 
— West,  Kenyon,  1895,  The  Laureates  of 
England,  p.  64. 

Shadwell’s  plays,  though  poorly  written, 
might  still  be  read  for  their  humour,  were 
it  not  for  their  obscenity ;  his  chief 
merit,  however,  is  to  bring  the  society  of 
his  time  nearer  to  us  than  any  other  writer. 
No  other  records  such  minute  points  of 
manners,  or  enables  us  to  view  the  actual 
daily  life  of  the  age  with  so  much  clear¬ 
ness. — Garnett,  Richard,  1895,  The  Age 
of  Dryden,  p.  117. 

Shadwell  depended,  like  Jonson — whom 
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he  vainly  tried  to  imitate — for  the  amuse¬ 
ment  of  his  hearers  on  the  “humours”  of 
his  characters;  he  had  little  wit,  though 
it  is  not  fair  to  bracket  him,  as  Dryden 
uiu,  with  Settle.  His  comedies  are  use¬ 
ful  for  the  vivid  account  they  give  of  the 
life  of  his  time.  Although  no  poet,  he 


was,  as  Scott  says,  an  acute  observer  of 
nature,  and  he  showed  considerable  skill 
in  invention.  He  seems  to  have  been 
naturally  coarse,  and  was  grossly  indecent 
without  designing  to  corrupt. — Aitken, 
G.  A.,  1897,  Dictionary  of  National  Biog¬ 
raphy r,  vol.  Li,  p.  342. 


Elias  Ashmole 

1617-1692 

The  founder  of  the  Ashmolean  Museum  at  Oxford,  a  celebrated  philosopher,  anti¬ 
quary,  and  chemist,  was  born  at  Lichfield,  in  Staffordshire.  In  1641  he  became  at¬ 
torney  of  the  Common  Pleas.  In  1644  he  entered  himself  of  Brasenose  College,  Ox¬ 
ford,  where  he  zealously  devoted  himself  to  the  study  of  Mathematics,  Natural  Phi¬ 
losophy,  and  Astronomy.  Upon  his  return  to  London,  he  became  an  associate  of 
Moore,  Lilly,  Booker,  and  other  astrologers  and  Rosicrucianists,  the  effects  of  which 
studies  were  seen  by  his  publication,  in  1650,  of  Dr.  Arthur  Dee’s  Fasciculus  Chemi- 
cus ;  together  with  another  tract  of  the  same  character,  by  an  unknown  author.  In 
1652  appeared  his“Theatrum  Chemicum  Britannicum,”  a  collection  of  the  works  of  such 
English  Chemists  as  had  remained  in  manuscript.  In  a  letter  to  Mr.  (afterwards  Sir 
William  Dugdale,  whom  he  accompanied  in  his  Survey  of  the  Fens,  he  gives  an  ac¬ 
count  of  the  Roman  Road  called  Benncvanna,  in  Antoninus’s  Itinerary.  In  1655  or 
1658  he  began  to  collect  materials  for  his  “History  of  the  Institutions,  Laws,  and  Cer¬ 
emonies  of  the  most  Noble  Order  of  the  Garter,”  which  he  published  in  1672:  upon 
presenting  a  copy  to  King  Charles  II.,  he  granted  him  a  privy  seal  for  £400.  In 
1 679  he  lost,  by  a  fire,  a  collection  of  9,000  coins,  a  fine  library,  and  many  curiosities, 
l  1682,  the  University  of  Oxford  having  prepared  a  building  for  their  reception,  he 
mt  thither  his  collection  of  coins,  medals,  &c. ;  and  at  his  death  the  Ashmolean 
useum  was  still  further  enriched  by  the  bequest  of  the  books  and  MSS.  of  the  learned 
'under.  His  “History  of  Berkshire”  was  published  after  his  death  (in  1715)  in3vols. 
iolio,  and  is  not  thought  to  do  the  author  justice. — Allibone,  S.  Austin,  1854-58, 
Dictionary  of  English  Literature ,  vol.  I,  p.  74. 

general  the  widow,  who  showed  us  the  remains 

Memorandum — the  lives  of  John  Dee,  of  Mr.  Tradescant’s  rarities,  amongst 

Dr.  (Richard)  Nepier,  Sir  William  Dug-  which  some  valuable  shells  and  Indian 


dale,  William  Lilly,  Elias  Ashmole,  esq., 
— Mr.  Ashmole  haz  and  will  doe  those  him- 
selfe :  as  he  told  me  formerly  but  nowe 
heseemesto  faile.— Aubrey,  John,  1669- 
96,  Brief  Lives ,  ed.  Clark,  vol.  l,  p.  33. 

He  was  the  greatest  virtuoso  and  curi- 
oso  that  ever  was  known  or  read  of  in 
England  before  his  time.  Uxor  Solis  took 
up  its  habitation  in  his  breast,  and  in  his 
bosom  the  great  God  did  abundantly  store 
up  the  treasures  of  all  sorts  of  wisdom 
and  knowledge.  Much  of  his  time,  when 
he  was  in  the  prime  of  his  years,  was 
spent  in  chymistry;  in  which  faculty  be¬ 
ing  accounted  famous,  did  worthily  de¬ 
serve  the  title  of  Mercuriophilus  Angli- 
cus. — Wood,  Anthony,  1691-1721, 
Athence  Oxonienses ,  vol.  n ,/.  889. 

In  our  return,  passing  by  the  house 
where  Mr.  Ashmole  once  lived,  we  visited 


curiosities.— Thoresby,  Ralph,  1712, 
Diary ,  June  1. 

Elias  Ashmole,  whom  Mr.  Wood  styles 
“the  greatest  virtuoso  and  curioso  that 
was  ever  known  or  read  of  in  England,” 
had  a  happy  facility  in  learning  every  art 
or  science  to  which  he  applied  himself. 
He  studied  astrology,  botany,  chemistry, 
heraldry,  and  antiquities ;  in  all  which  he 
was  a  great  proficient. — Granger,  James, 
1769-1824,  Biographical  History  of  Eng¬ 
land,  vol.  iv,  p.  55. 

The  Ashmolean  Museum,  though  really 
formed  by  Tradescant,  has  indeed  secured 
its  donar  a  celebrity  which  he  could  not 
have  obtained  by  his  writings.  Ashmole 
was  nevertheless  no  ordinary  man.  His 
industry  was  most  exemplary,  he  was  dis¬ 
interestedly  attached  to  the  pursuit  of 
knowledge,  and  his  antiquarian  researches, 
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at  all  events,  were  guided  by  great  good 
sense.  His  addiction  to  astrology  was  no 
mark  of  weakness  of  judgment  in  that 
age ;  he  can  hardly  have  been  more  at¬ 
tached  to  it  than  Dryden  or  Shaftesbury, 
but  he  had  more  leisure  and  perseverance 
for  its  pursuit.  Alchemy  he  seems  to 
have  quietly  dropped.  lie  appears  in  his 
diary  as  a  man  by  no  means  unfeeling  or 
ungenerous,  constant  and  affectionate  in 
his  friendships,  and  placable  toward  his 


adversaries,  lie  had  evidently,  however, 
a  very  keen  eye  to  his  own  interests,  and 
acquisitiveness  was  his  master  passion. 
His  munificence,  nevertheless,  speaks 
for  itself,  and  was  frequently  exercised 
on  unlooked-for  occasions,  as  when  he 
erected  monuments  to  his  astrological 
friends,  Lilly  and  Looker.  He  was  also 
abenefactor  to  his  native  city. — Garnett, 
Richard,  1885,  Dictionary  of  National 
Biography,  vol.  II,  p.  174. 


John  Robert  Tillotson 
1630-1694 

Archbishop  of  Canterbury,  born  at  Sowerby,  Yorkshire,  was  elected  a  fellow  of 
Clare  Hall,  Cambridge,  in  1651.  Ranged  among  the  Presbyterians  at  the  Savoy  Con¬ 
ference  (1661),  he  submitted  to  the  Act  of  Uniformity  (1662),  and  in  1663  became 
rector  of  Keddington,  S.  W.  Suffolk,  in  1664  preacher  at  Lincoln’s  Inn,  where  his 
mild,  evangelical,  but  undoctrinal  morality  was  at  first  little  relished.  That  same 
year  he  married  a  niece  of  Oliver  Cromwell.  In  1670  he  became  a  prebendary,  in 
1672  dean,  of  Canterbury.  Along  with  Burnet  he  attended  Lord  Russell  on  the  scaf¬ 
fold  (1683).  In  1689  he  was  appointed  Clerk  of  the  Closet  to  King  William  and  Dean 
of  St.  Paul’s,  and  in  1691  was  raised  to  the  see  of  Canterbury,  vacant  by  the  deposi¬ 
tion  of  the  Nonjuror  Sancroft.  He  accepted  this  elevation  with  the  greatest  reluc¬ 
tance,  nor  could  all  the  insults  of  the  Nonjurors  to  the  end  of  his  life  extort  either 
complaint  or  retaliation.  According  to  Burnet,  “he  was  not  only  the  best  preacher 
of  the  age,  but  seemed  to  have  brought  preaching  to  perfection.”  His  “Posthumous 
Sermons”  were  edited  by  his  chaplain,  Dr.  Barker  (14  vols.  1694).  His  complete 
works  appeared  in  1707-12,  with  Life  by  Dr.  Birch,  1752;  and  an  annotated  selection 
of  his  sermons  by  Weldon  in  1886. — Patrick  and  Groome,  eds.,  1897,  Chambers's 
Biographical  Dictionary,  p.  918. 


PERSONAL 

Tillotson  was  a  man  of  a  clear  head, 
and  a  sweet  temper.  He  had  the  bright¬ 
est  thoughts  and  the  most  correct  style, 
of  all  our  divines ;  and  was  esteemed  the 
best  preacher  of  the  age.  He  was  a  very 
prudent  man  ;  and  had  such  a  management 
with  it,  that  I  never  knew  any  clergyman 
so  universally  esteemed  and  beloved,  as 
he  was,  for  above  twenty  years.  He  was 
eminent  for  his  opposition  to  popery. 
He  was  no  friend  to  persecution,  and 
stood  up  much  against  atheism.  Nor  did 
any  man  contribute  more  to  bring  the  city 
to  love  our  worship,  than  he  did.  But,  there 
was  so  little  superstition,  and  so  much 
reason  and  gentleness,  in  his  way  of  ex¬ 
plaining  things,  that  malice  was  long  lev¬ 
elled  at  him,  and,  in  conclusion,  broke 
out  fiercely  on  him. — Burnet,  Gilbert, 
1715-34,  History  of  My  Own  Time. 

Tillotson  taught  by  his  sermons  more 
ministers  to  preach  well,  and  more  people 
to  live  well,  than  any  man  since  the  apos¬ 
tles’  days.  He  was  the  ornament  of  the 


last  century,  and  the  glory  of  his  func¬ 
tion  ;  in  the  pulpit,  another  Chrysostom ; 
and  in  the  episcopal  chair,  a  second  Cran- 
mer. — Wilford,  John,  1741,  Memorials 
and  Characters. 

As  a  preacher,  I  suppose  his  established 
fame  is  chiefly  owing  to  his  being  the  first 
City-divine  who  talked  rationally  and  wrote 
purely.  I  think  the  sermons  published  in 
his  life-time  are  fine  moral  discourses. 
They  bear  indeed  the  character  of  their 
author,  simple,  elegant,  candid,  clear,  and 
rational.  No  orator  in  the  Greek  and 
Roman  sense  of  the  word,  like  Taylor  :  nor 
a  discourser  in  their  sense,  like  Barrow ; 
free  from  their  irregularities,  but  not  able 
to  reach  their  heights.  On  which  account 
I  prefer  them  infinitely  to  him.  You  can¬ 
not  sleep  with  Taylor;  you  cannot  forbear 
thinking  with  Barrow.  But  you  may  be 
much  at  your  ease  in  the  midst  of  a  long 
lecture  from  Tillotson;  clear,  and  rational, 
and  equable  as  he  is. — Warburton,  Will¬ 
iam,  1752,  Letters  from  a  Late  Eminent 
Prelate,  Dec.  15,  p.  127. 
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He  was  buried  in  the  church  of  St. 
Lawrence  Jewry,  near  Guildhall.  It  was 
there  that  he  had  won  his  immense  orator¬ 
ical  reputation.  He  had  preached  there 
during  the  thirty  years  which  preceded  his 
elevation  to  the  throne  of  Canterbury.  .  .  . 
His  remains  were  carried  now  through  a 
mourning  population.  The  hearse  was  fol¬ 
lowed  by  an  endless  train  of  splendid  equi¬ 
pages  from  Lambeth  through  Southwark 
and  over  London  Bridge.  Burnet  preached 
the  funeral  sermon.  His  kind  and  honest 
heart  was  overcome  by  so  many  tender 
recollections  that,  in  the  midst  of  his  dis¬ 
course,  he  paused  and  burst  into  tears, 
while  a  loud  moan  of  sorrow  rose  from 
the  whole  auditory.  The  Queen  could  not 
speak  of  her  favourite  instructor  without 
weeping.  Even  William  was  visibly 
moved.  “I  have  lost,  ”  he  said,  “the  best 
friend  that  I  ever  had,  and  the  best  man 
I  ever  knew.”  .  .  .  Such  was  his 

fame  among  his  contemporaries  that  those 
sermons  [left  in  MS.  ]  were  purchased  by 
he  booksellers  for  the  almost  incredible 
lm  of  two  thousand  five  hundred  guineas, 
luivalent,  in  the  wretched  state  in  which 
e  silver  coin  then  was,  to  at  least  three 
ousand  six  hundred  pounds.  Such  a 
price  had  never  before  been  given  in  Eng¬ 
land  for  any  copyright.  -Macaulay, 
Thomas  Bablngton,  1855,  History  of  Eng¬ 
land,  vol.  iv,  ch.  xx. 

A  pattern  of  all  the  domestic  and  social 
virtues ;  the  most  admired  preacher  of  his 
day;  liberal,  just,  active,  humble,  cheer¬ 
ful  ;  he  was  yet  scarce  fitted  for  the  high 
requirements  of  the  Metropolitan  See; 
neither  as  a  theologian  nor  as  a  bishop  did 
he  catch  the  true  tone  of  the  English 
Church. — Perry,  George  G.,  1864,  The 
History  of  the  Church  oj  England,  vol.  Hi, 
p.  84. 

The  last  days  of  Til  lotson  were  altogether 
embittered  by  the  stream  of  calumny, 
invective,  and  lampoons  of  which  he  was 
the  object.  One  favourite  falsehood, 
repeated  in  spite  of  the  clearest  dis¬ 
proof,  was  that  he  had  never  been  bap¬ 
tised.  He  was  charged,  without  a  shadow 
of  foundation,  with  infamous  conduct  dur¬ 
ing  his  collegiate  life.  He  was  accused 
of  Hobbism.  He  was  accused,  like  Bur¬ 
net  and  Patrick,  of  being  a  Socinian, 
though  the  plainest  passages  were  cited 
from  his  writings,  as  well  as  from  those 
of  his  colleagues,  asserting  the  divinity 


of  Christ.  One  writer,  who  was  eulogised 
by  Hickes  as  a  person  “of  great  candour 
and  judgment,”  described  the  Archbishop 
as  “an  atheist  as  much  as  a  man  could  be, 
though  the  gravest  certainly  that  ever 
was.”  Nor  was  this  a  more  transient 
ebullition  of  scurrility. — Lecky,  William 
Edward  Hartpole,  1877,  History  of  Eng¬ 
land  in  the  Eighteenth  Century,  vol.  I,  ch.  i. 

A  liberal  and  fair-minded  man  and  a 
polished  though  cold  preacher. — Tout,  T. 
F.,  1890,  History  of  England,  pt .  iii,  p.  4. 

With  the  possible  exception  of  Arch¬ 
bishop  Herring,  he  was  the  most  amiable 
man  that  ever  filled  the  see  of  Canterbury, 
and  was  pronounced  by  the  discerning  and 
experienced  William  III.  the  best  friend 
he  had  ever  had  and  the  best  man  he  had 
ever  known.  To  the  meekness  of  the  pas¬ 
tor  Tillotson  added  the  qualities  of  the 
statesman,  and  happy  was  it  for  the 
Church  of  England  that  such  a  man  could 
be  found  to  fill  the  primacy  at  such  a 
time.  As  a  master  of  oratory  he  is 
greatly  inferior  in  eloquence  to  both  Bar- 
row  and  South,  but  historically  is  more 
important  than  either,  for  Addison  was 
influenced  by  him,  and  his  discourses  long 
gave  the  tone  to  the  English  pulpit,  afford¬ 
ing  the  almost  universally  accepted  model 
throughout  the  greater  part  of  the  eight¬ 
eenth  century. — Garnett,  Richard,  1895, 
The  Age  of  Dryden,  p.  225. 

Testimony  is  unanimous  as  to  Tillotson’s 
sweetness  of  disposition,  good  humour, 
absolute  frankness,  tender-heartedness, 
and  generosity.  A  sensitive  man,  he  bore 
with  an  unruffled  spirit  the  calumnious  in¬ 
sults  heaped  upon  him  by  opponents.  He 
spent  a  fifth  of  his  income  in  charity.  .  .  . 
He  was  perhaps  the  only  primate  who  took 
first  rank  in  his  day  as  a  preacher,  and  he 
thoroughly  believed  in  the  religious  effi¬ 
cacy  of  the  pulpit;  “good  preaching  and 
good  living,”  he  told  Beardmore  in  1661, 
“will  gain  upon  people.” — Gordon,  Al¬ 
exander,  1898,  Dictionary  of  National 
Biography,  vol.  lvi,  p.  398. 

GENERAL 

The  way  to  obtain  this,  [perspicuity]  is 
to  read  such  books  as  are  allowed  to  be 
writ  with  the  greatest  clearness  and  pro¬ 
priety,  in  the  language  that  a  man  uses. 
An  author  excellent  in  this  faculty,  as 
well  as  several  others,  is  Dr.  Tillotson, 
late  Archbishop  of  Canterbury,  in  all  that 
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is  published  of  .his.— Locke,  John,  1704? 
Some  Thoughts  concerning  Reading  and 
Study  for  a  Gentleman. 

Art,  eloquence,  and  perspicuity  appear 
in  the  utmost  perfection  in  Tillotson’s 
sermons;  and  when  1  would  labour  to 
compose  a  sermon,  I  would  prepare  my 
mind,  and  consequently  my  style,  with 
reading  some  few  of  those  discourses  be¬ 
forehand. — Wotton,  William,  1726-34, 
Some  Thoughts  Concerning  a  Proper  Method 
of  Studying  Divinity. 

His  words  are  frequently  ill  chosen, 
and  almost  always  ill  placed;  his  periods 
are  both  tedious  and  unharmonious,  as 
his  metaphors  are  generally  mean,  and 
often  ridiculous.  Melmoth,  William, 
1742,  Letters  on  Several  Subjects  by  Sir 
Thomas  Fitzosbornc. 

There  is  nothing  peculiar  to  the  lan¬ 
guage  of  Archbishop  Tillotson,  but  his 
manner  of  writing  is  inimitable;  for  one 
who  reads  him,  wonders  why  he  himself  did 
not  think  and  speak  in  that  very  manner. 
—Goldsmith,  Oliver,  1759,  The  Bee, 
Nov.  24. 

I  should  not  advise  a  preacher  at  this 
day  to  imitate  Tillotson’s  style:  though  1 
don’t  know;  I’ should  bo  cautious  of  ob¬ 
jecting  to  what  has  been  applauded  by  so 
many  suffrages. —Johnson,  Samuel,  1778, 
Life,  by  Boswell. 

Simplicity  is  the  great  beauty  of  Arch¬ 
bishop  Tillotson’s  manner.  Tillotson  has 
long  been  admired  as  an  eloquent  writer, 
and  a  model  for  preaching.  But  his  elo¬ 
quence  if  we  can  call  it  such,  has  been 
often  misunderstood.  For,  if  we  include 
in  the  idea  of  eloquence,  vehemence  and 
strength,  picturesque  description,  glowing 
figures,  or  correct  arrangement  of  sen¬ 
tences,  in  all  these  parts  of  oratory  the 
Archbishop  is  exceedingly  deficient.  His 
style  is  always  pure,  indeed,  and  perspic¬ 
uous,  but  careless  and  remiss;  too  often 
feeble  and  languid;  little  beauty  in  the 
construction  of  his  sentences,  which  are 
frequently  suffered  to  drag  unharmoni- 
ously ;  seldom  any  attempt  towards 
strength  or  sublimity.  But,  notwithstand¬ 
ing  these  defects,  such  a  constant  vein  of 
good  sense  and  piety  runs  through  his 
works,  such  an  earnest  and  serious  man¬ 
ner,  and  so  much  useful  instruction  con¬ 
veyed  in  a  style  so  pure,  natural,  and  un¬ 
affected,  as  will  justly  recommend  him 
to  high  regard,  as  long  as  the  English 


language  remains;  not,  indeed,  as  a  model 
of  the  highest  eloquence,  but  as  a  simple  and 
amiable  writer,  whose  manner  is  strongly 
expressive  of  great  goodness  and  worth. 
— Blair,  Hugh,  1783,  Lectures  on  Rhet¬ 
oric  and  Belles-Lctters,  ed.  Mills ,  p.  208. 

Archbishop  Tillotson  is  certainly  a 
writer  of  some  merit.  There  are  few  au¬ 
thors  who  convey  more  sound  sense  in 
more  perspicuous  expression.  It  is  no 
mean  art  of  composition,  where  every 
sentence  comes  to  us  with  the  force  of  a 
proverb,  and  presents  us  with  “what  oft 
was  thought,"  but  never  before  set  down 
in  so  manly  a  style.  Tillotson  however 
appears  to  have  fallen  into  disrepute. — 
Godwin,  William,  1797,  Of  English  Style , 
The  Enquirer,  p.  422. 

Tillotson’s  method  is  clear  ;  his  notions 
of  religion  are  much  in  the  Arminian 
strain;  his  style  is  defective  both  in  har¬ 
mony  of  numbers  and  energy  of  manner. 
— Williams,  Edward,  1800,  The  Christian 
Student. 

The  Archbishop  has  long  been  one  of 
my  most  favourite  divines;  and  a  com¬ 
plete  set  of  his  sermons  really  “ sets  me 
up." — White,  Henry  Kirke,  1804,  Letter , 
Oct.  4 ;  Remains,  ed.  Southey,  vol.  i,  p.  137. 

Without  soaring  to  the  height  of  elo¬ 
quence,  Tillotson  refined  the  language  of 
the  pulpit.— Chateaubriand,  FRANgoif 
Ren£,  Vicomte  de,  1837,  Sketches  of  Eng¬ 
lish  Literature,  vol.  II,  p.  195. 

The  sermons  of  Tillotson  were  for  half 
a  century  more  read  than  any  in  our  lan¬ 
guage.  They  are  now  bought  almost  as 
waste  paper,  and  hardly  read  at  all. 
Such  is  the  fickleness  of  religious  taste, 
as  abundantly  numerous  instances  would 
prove.  Tillotson  is  reckoned  verbose  and 
languid.  He  has  not  the  former  defect 
in  nearly  so  great  a  degree  as  some  of  his 
eminent  predecessors;  but  there  is  cer¬ 
tainly  little  vigor  or  vivacity  in  his  style. 
Full  of  the  Romish  controversy,  he  is  per¬ 
petually  recurring  to  that  “world’s  de¬ 
bate;"  and  he  is  not  much  less  hostile  to 
all  the  Calvinistic  tenets.  What  is  most 
remarkable  in  the  theology  of  Tillotson, 
is  his  strong  assertion,  in  almost  all  bis 
sermons,  of  the  principles  of  natural  reli¬ 
gion  and  morality,  not  only  as  the  basis  of 
all  revelation,  without  a  dependence  on 
which  it  cannot  be  believed,  but  as  nearly 
coincident  with  Christianity  in  their  ex¬ 
tent;  a  length  to  which  few  at  present 
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would  be  ready  to  follow  him.  Tillotson 
is  always  of  a  tolerant  and  catholic  spirit, 
enforcing  right  actions  rather  than  ortho¬ 
dox  opinions,  and  obnoxious,  for  that  and 
other  reasons,  to  all  the  bigots  of  his  own 
age. — Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39,  Intro¬ 
duction  to  the  Literature  of  Europe,  pt.  iv, 
eh.  ii,  par.  57. 

His  style  is  not  brilliant ;  but  it  is  pure, 
transparently  clear,  and  equally  free  from 
the  levity  and  from  the  stiffness  which  dis¬ 
figure  the  sermons  of  some  eminent 
divines  of  the  seventeenth  century.  He 
is  always  serious :  yet  there  is  about  his 
manner  a  certain  graceful  ease  which 
marks  him  as  a  man  who  knows  the  world, 
who  has  lived  in  populous  cities  and  in 
splendid  courts,  and  who  has  conversed, 
not  only  with  books,  but  with  lawyers  and 
merchants,  wits  and  beauties,  statesmen 
and  princes.  The  greatest  charm  of  his 
compositions,  however,  is  derived  from 
the  benignity  and  candour  which  appear 
in  every  line,  and  which  shone  forth  not 
less  conspicuously  in  his  life  than  in  his 
writings. — Macaulay,  Thomas  Babing- 
TON,  1843,  Critical  and  Historical  Essays. 

Archbishop  Tillotson  has  pronounced  an 
authoritative  opinion  in  favour  of  Natural 
Religion  as  essential  to  the  proof  of  Re- 
•ealed.  His  admirable  sermons  abound  in 

ich  statements, — thus,  in  the  41st.  .  .  . 

pe  sermon  on  Steadfastness  in  Religion, 

le  of  the  Archbishop’s  great  master¬ 
pieces,  and  in  which  he  demonstrates  as 
agamst  Rome  the  right  of  private  judg¬ 
ment,  tallies  with  the  41st  in  the  doctrine 
on  Natural  Religion. — Brougham,  Henry 
Lord,  1856,  Discourse  on  Natural  The¬ 
ology. 

It  is  the  genera]  withholding  of  the  all- 
enlivening  and  vivifying  doctrines  of  the 
gospel,  and  frequent  statements  which 
tend  another  way,  (statements  to  which 
the  excesses  of  former  times  seem  to  have 
given  rise),  that  form  our  grand  objec¬ 
tions  to  the  divinity  of  Tillotson. — Bick- 
erstetii,  Edward,  1844,  The  Christian 
Student. 

Tillotson's  “Sermons,”  still  familiarly 
known  by  reputation,  long  continued  to 
be  the  most  generally  esteemed  collection 
of  such  compositions  in  the  language ;  but 
are  probably  now  very  little  read.  They 
are  substantial  performances,  such  as  make 
the  reader  feel,  when  he  has  got  through 
one  of  them,  that  he  has  accomplished 


something  of  a  feat ;  and,  being  withal  as 
free  from  pedantry  and  every  other  kind 
of  eccentricity  or  extravagance  as  from 
flimsiness,  and  exceedingly  sober  in  their 
strain  of  doctrine,  with  a  certain  blunt 
cordiality  in  the  expression  and  manner, 
they  were  in  all  respects  very  happily  ad¬ 
dressed  to  the  ordinary  peculiarities  of 
the  national  mind  and  character.  But, 
having  once  fallen  into  neglect,  Tillotson’B 
writings  have  no  qualities  that  will  ever 
revive  attention  to  them.  —  Craik, 
George  L.,  1861,  A  Compendious  History  of 
English  Literature ,  vol.  II,  p.  195. 

Here  is  Tillotson  first,  the  most  author¬ 
itative  of  all,  a  kind  of  Father  of  the 
Church,  so  much  admired  that  Dryden 
tells  us  that  he  learned  from  him  the  art 
of  writing  well,  and  that  his  sermons,  the 
only  property  which  he  left  his  widow, 
were  bought  by  a  publisher  for  two  thou¬ 
sand  five  hundred  pounds.  This  work  has, 
in  fact,  some  weight;  there  are  three 
folio  volumes,  each  of  seven  hundred 
pages.  To  open  them,  you  must  be  a 
critic  by  profession,  or  absolutely  desire 
to  get  saved.  .  .  .  What  a  style! 

and  it  is  the  same  throughout.  There  is 
nothing  lifelike;  it  is  a  skeleton,  with  all 
its  joints  coarsely  displayed.  All  the 
ideas  are  ticketed  and  numbered.  The 
schoolmen  were  not  worse  Neither  rapt¬ 
ure  nor  vehemence;  no  wit,  no  imagina¬ 
tion,  no  original  and  brilliant  idea,  no 
philosophy;  nothing  but  quotations  of 
mere  scholarship,  and  enumerations  from 
a  handbook.  The  dull  argumentative  rea¬ 
son  comes  with  its  pigeon-holed  classifica¬ 
tions  upon  a  great  truth  of  the  heart  or 
an  impassioned  word  from  the  Bible,  ex¬ 
amines  it  “positively  and  negatively,” 
draws  thence  “a  lesson  and  an  encourage¬ 
ment,”  arranges  each  part  under  its  head¬ 
ing,  patiently,  indefatigably,  so  that 
sometimes  three  whole  sermons  are  needed 
to  complete  the  division  and  the  proof, 
and  each  of  them  contains  in  its  exordium 
the  methodical  abstract  of  all  the  points 
treated  and  the  arguments  supplied.  .  .  . 
But  he  writes  like  a  perfectly  honest  man; 
we  can  see  that  he  is  not  aiming  in  any 
way  at  the  glory  of  an  orator;  he  wishes 
to  persuade  soundly,  nothing  more.  We 
enjoy  this  clearness,  this  naturalness,  this 
justness,  this  entire  loyalty. — Taine,  H. 
A.,  1871,  History  of  English  Literature, 
tr.  Van  Laun ,  vol.  n,  bk.  iii,  ch.  iii. 
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A  good,  easy,  clear-headed  man,  with 
Dot  a  little  of  the  character  of  Paley. 
The  merits  of  his  style  are  simplicity,  and 
a  happy  fluency  in  the  choice  and  combina¬ 
tion  of  words.  He  probably  had  no  small 
influence  in  forming  the  style  of  Addison. 
The  defects  are  considerable.  In  his  easy 
way  he  lingers  upon  a  idea,  and  gives  two 
or  three  expressions  where  one  would 
serve  the  purpose;  passing  on,  he  rambles 
back  again,  and  presents  the  idea  in  sev¬ 
eral  other  different  aspects.  The  result 
iB  an  enfeebling  tautology  and  want  of 


method.  Taken  individually,  the  expres¬ 
sions  are  admirably  easy  and  felicitous; 
but  there  are  too  many  of  them,  and  they 
are  ill  arranged. — Minto,  William,  1872- 
80,  Manual  of  English  Prose  Literature, 
p.  333. 

The  debt  which  Dryden  owed  to  Tillot- 
son,  was  exaggerated  by  his  own  generos¬ 
ity;  but  his  acknowledgment  at  least 
shows  that  the  two  were  akin  in  their  lit¬ 
erary  taste  and  judgment. — Craik, 
Henry,  1894,  English  Prose,  Introduction, 
vol.  ill,  p.  4. 


Henry  Vaughan 

1622-1695 

Henry  Vaughan  was  bom  in  Llansaintfread,  Brecknockshire,  Wales  in  1621.  He 
was  educated  at  Oxford,  where  he  suffered  a  short  imprisonment  for  his  too  zealous 
loyalty  to  the  royal  cause,  left  without  taking  a  degree,  studied  medicine  in  London, 
and  passed  the  remainder  of  his  life  in  his  native  parish.  He  published  four  volumes 
of  poetry ;  a  translation  of  the  tenth  satire  of  Juvenal,  with  original  amatory  pieces, 
1646;  “Silex  Scintillans,  ”  1650;  “Olor  Iscanus”  (Swan  of  the  Usk),  1651;  and 
“Thalia  Redivivus,  the  Pastimes  and  Diversions  of  a  Country  Muse,"  1678; — and  two 
of  prose:  ‘‘The  Mount  of  Olives,’’  1652;  and  “Flores Solitudinis,”  1678.  All  of  these, 


except  the  first,  were  devotional.  From  1 
Silures,  Vaughan  was  called  “the  Silurist. 
— Johnson,  Rossiter,  1875,  Little  Classics, 

PERSONAL 

There  are  two  Vaughans,  twinnes,  both 
very  ingeniose  and  writers.  One  writt  a 
poeme  called  “Olor  Iscanus”  (Henry 
Vaughan,  the  first-borne),  and  another 
booke  of  Divine  Meditations.  His  brother 
wrote  severall  treatises,  whose  name3  I 
have  now  forgott,  but  names  himself 
“Bugenius  Philalethes .”  .  .  .  Henry 

Vaughan,  “Silurist:" — you  know  Silures 
contayned  Breconockshire,  Herefordshire, 
etc.— Aubrey,  John,  1669-96,  Brief 
Lives ,  ed.  Clark,  vol.  II,  pp.  268,  269. 

Henry  Vaughan,  called  the  Silurist 
from  that  part  of  Wales  whose  inhabitants 
were  in  ancient  times  called  Silures, 
brother  twin  (but  elder)  to  Eugenius  Phil¬ 
alethes,  alias  Tho.  Vaughan  .  .  .  was 

born  at  Newton  S.  Briget,  lying  on  the 
river  Isca,  commonly  called  Uske  in 
Brecknockshire,  educated  in  grammar 
learning  in  his  own  country  for  six  years 
under  one  Matthew  Herbert  a  noted 
Bchoolmaster  of  his  time,  made  his  first 
entry  into  Jesus  College  in  Mich,  term 
1638,  aged  17  years  :  where  spending  two 
years  or  more  in  logicals  under  a  noted 


lis  living  in  the  country  of  the  ancient 
”  He  died  on  the  23d  of  April,  1695. 
Authors,  p.  238. 

tutor,  was  taken  thence  and  designed  by 
his  father  for  the  obtaining  of  some 
knowledge  in  the  municipal  laws  at  Lon¬ 
don.  But  soon  after  the  civil  war  begin¬ 
ning,  to  the  horror  of  all  good  men,  he 
was  sent  for  home,  followed  the  pleasant 
paths  of  poetry  and  philology,  became 
noted  for  his  ingenuity,  and  published 
several  specimens  thereof,  of  which  his 
“Olor  Iscanus"  was  most  valued.  After¬ 
wards  applying  his  mind  to  the  study  of 
physic,  became  at  length  eminent  in  his 
own  country  for  the  practice  thereof,  and 
was  esteemed  by  scholars  an  ingenious 
person,  but  proud  and  humorous. 

He  died  in  the  latter  end  of  April  (about 
the  29th  day)  in  sixteen  hundred  ninety 
and  five,  and  was  buried  in  the  parish 
church  of  Llansenfreid  about  two  miles 
distant  from  Brecknock  in  Brecknock¬ 
shire. — Wood,  Anthony,  1691-1721, 
Athenx  Oxonienses,  vol.  II,  jf.  926,  927. 

If  ever  Poet  had  a  poet's  birth-place  it 
was  tho  Silurist.  .  .  .  One  marvels 

how  William  and  Mary  Howitt  missed  such 
a  shrine  for  their  “Homes  and  Haunts." 

.  .  Dates  are  sorrowfully  lacking: 
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but  having  either  in  London  or  Edinburgh, 
or  in  some  continental  University  taken 
his  diploma  of  Doctor  of  Medicine — search 
and  research  far  and  wide,  in  which  I 
have  been  generously  aided,  have  failed  to 
come  on  his  name  anywhere  he  began 
his  “practice”  in  the  town  of  Brecon. 

Such  is  the  imperfect  Story  of 
the  outer  Life  of  Henry  Vaughan.  None 
can  mourn  our  scanty  materials  more  than 
ourselves,  fuller  though  they  be  relatively 
to  our  precursor’s.  Yet  we  have  done 
our  fruitless  best  to  get  more. — Grosart, 
Alexander  B.,  1871,  cd.,  Works  in  Verse 
and  Prose  Complete  of  Henry  Vaughan, 
Silurist ;  Memorial  Introduction,  vol.  I, 
pp.  xxxiv,  xxxv,  xxxix,  xlvi. 

Constrained  by  promptings  of  thy  ancient  race, 
Thy  gown  and  books  thon  flnngst  away, 

To  meet  the  sturdy  Roundhead  face  to  face 
On  mnny  a  hard-fought  day, 

Till  thy  soft  soul  grew  sick,  and  thou  didst 
turn 

To  our  old  hills;  and  there,  ere  long, 

Love  for  thy  Arnoret,  at  times,  would  burn 
In  some  too  fervid  song. 

Bat  soon  thy  wilder  pulses  stayed,  and,  life 
Grown  equable,  thy  sweet  muse  mild, 
Sobered  by  tranquil  love  of  child  and  wife, 
Flowed  pure  and  nndefiled. 

A  humble  healer  thro’  a  life  obscure. 

Thou  didst  expend  thy  homely  days ; 

Sweet  Swan  of  Usk  1  few  know  how  clear 
and  pare 

Are  thy  unheeded  lays. 

One  poet  shall  become  a  household  name 
Into  the  nation's  heart  ingrown; 

One  more  than  equal  miss  the  meed  of  fame, 
And  live  and  die  unknown. 

—Morris,  Sir  Lewis,  1874,  To  An  Un¬ 
known  Pod,  Songs  of  Two  Worlds,  Second 
Series,  p.  72. 

He  was  an  affectionate  husband  and 
father,  by  all  inference  and  indication. 
He  was  twice  married,  but  we  only  know 
that  there  were  two  sons  and  three  daugh¬ 
ters  by  the  first  marriage,  and  one 
daughter  by  the  second.  No  names  are 
left;  but  the  youngest  daughter  married 
John  Turberville,  and  “her  grand-daughter 
died  single  in  1780,  aged  ninety-two.” 
Otherwise  the  family  of  Henry  Vaughan 
has  been  as  modest  and  retiring  as  him¬ 
self.  ...  On  his  tomb,  as  though 
he  were  indeed  the  pioneer  of  other  poets, 
journeying  palmerwise,  humbly  and  prayer¬ 
fully  to  lead  them  and  their  singing  up¬ 
ward  through  night  to  light,  was  cut  this 
motto : 


SERVUS  INUTILIS, 

PECCATOR  MAXIMUS, 

HIC  JACEO. 

Gloria !  *  Miserere ! 

It  might  have  been  set  over  the  bosom  of 
some  patient  knight,  who  had  fought  his 
last  fight  with  his  face  toward  Jerusalem, 
and  whose  gloria  and  miserere  were  the 
chariot  of  fire,  and  the  dropping  mantle,  of 
a  prophetic  rapture.  He  rests  sweetly  in 
that  land  of  his  own  vision 

“Where  growos  the  flower  of  peace, 

The  rose  that  cannot  wither,” 
and  where  he  now  is 

“More  and  more  in  love  with  day.” 

— Duffield,  Samuel  W.,  1880,  Henry 
Vaughan,  the  Poet  of  Light ;  Presbyterian 
Review ,  vol.  1,  pp.  302,  303. 

In  his  own  person,  Henry  Vaughan  left 
no  trace  in  society.  His  life  seemed  to 
slip  by  like  the  running  water  on  which  he 
was  forever  gazing  and  moralizing,  and 
his  memory  met  early  with  the  fate  which 
he  hardly  foresaw.  Descended  from  the 
royal  chiefs  of  southern  Wales  whom  Tac¬ 
itus  mentions,  and  whose  abode,  in  the 
day  of  Roman  domination,  was  in  the  dis¬ 
trict  called  Siluria,  he  called  himself  the 
Silurist  upon  his  title-pages;  and  he 
keeps  the  distinctive  name  in  the  humblest 
of  epitaphs,  close  by  his  home  in  the  glori¬ 
ous  valley  of  the  Usk  and  the  little 
Honddu,  under  the  shadow  of  Tretower, 
the  ruined  castle  of  his  race,  and  of  Pen- 
y-Fan  and  his  kindred  peaks.— Guiney, 
Louise  Imocen,  1894,  A  Little  English 
Gallery,  p.  55. 

GENERAL 

Silex  Scintillans :  j  or  |  Sacred  Poems  | 
and  |  Private  Eiaculations  J  by  |  Henry 
Vaughan  Silurist.  |  London:  Printed  by 
T.  W.  for  H.  Blunden  j  at  y*  Castle  in 
Cornehill,  1650. — Title  Page  of  First 
Edition,  1650. 

“The  God  of  the  spirits  of  all  flesh” 
hath  granted  me  a  further  use  of  mine 
than  1  did  look  for  in  the  body ;  and  when 
I  expected,  and  had  by  His  assistance 
prepared  for  a  “message  of  death,”  then 
did  he  answer  me  with  life;  I  hope  to  His 
glory  and  my  great  advantage,  that  I  may 
flourish  not  with  leaf  only,  but  with  some 
fruit  also  ;  which  hope  and  earnest  desire 
of  His  poor  creature,  I  humbly  beseech 
Him  to  perfect  and  fulfil  for  His  dear 
Son’s  sake,  unto  Whom,  with  Him  and  the 
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moat  holy  and  loving  Spirit,  be  ascribed 
by  angels,  by  men,  and  by  all  His  works, 
all  glory,  and  wisdom,  and  dominion,  in 
this  the  temporal  and  in  the  eternal  being. 
Amen.— Vaughan,  Henry,  1654,  Silex, 
Scintillans,  Preface. 

He  is  one  of  the  harshest  even  of  the 
inferior  order  of  the  school  of  conceit; 
but  he  has  some  few  scattered  thoughts 
that  meet  our  eye  amidst  his  harsh  pages, 
like  wild  flowers  on  a  barren  heath. 
Campbell,  Thomas,  1819,  Specimens  of 
the  British.  Poets. 

This  little  volume  has  long  lain  hid  in 
undeserved  oblivion.  Henry  Vaughan, 
tho  Silurist,  as  he  loved  to  be  called,  ap¬ 
pears  to  have  been  a  very  accomplished 
individual,  though  given,  as  we  learn 
from  Anthony  Wood,  to  be  “singular  and 
humoursome.  ’’  He  has  not,  indeed, 
scaled  the  highest  heaven  of  invention, 
nor  even  succeeded  in  bestowing  fame  and 
celebrity  on  his  favourite  river  of  Isca; 
but  if  a  considerable  command  of  forcible 
language,  and  an  occasional  richness  of 
imagery,  be  sufficient  to  arrest  a  poet  fast 
falling  into  total  oblivion,  we  think  we 
shall  be  justified  in  selecting  the  '‘Olor 
Iscanus"  as  the  subject  of  an  article. 
This  little  production  is  moreover  pecul¬ 
iarly  adapted  to  our  purposes.  We  could 
not  recommend  a  reprint  of  the  whole, 
though  the  poetry  only  runs  to  sixty-four 
small  octavo  pages,  for  there  are  many 
parts  in  which  the  author  falls  into  dul- 
ness  or  obscurity,  or  where,  following  the 
cold  and  vapid  taste  of  the  times,  he 
spends  his  strength  on  frigid  and  bombas¬ 
tic  conceits;  but,  at  the  same  time, 
Vaughan  possessed  both  feeling  and  imag¬ 
ination,  -flowers  which  not  unfrequently 
shew  themselves  above  the  weeds  which 
the  warped  judgment  of  the  age  encour¬ 
aged  to  grow  up  in  too  great  luxuriance. 
Added  to  this,  he  is  a  translator  of  no  lit¬ 
tle  skill;  and  has  succeeded  in  turning 
many  of  the  metrical  pieces  of  Boetius, 
and  some  of  the  odes  of  Casimir,  into  free 
and  forcible  English.  It  is  very  much  to 
be  lamented,  that  he  did  not  give  more 
of  his  attention  to  this  good  service. 
— Sothern,  H.,  1821,  Vaughan's  Olor 
Iscanus,  Retrospective  Review,  vol.  3,  p. 
336. 

His  poems  display  much  originality  of 
thought,  and  frequently  likewise  much 
felicity  of  expression.  The  former  is, 


indeed,  at  times  condensed  into  obscurity, 
and  the  latter  defaced  with  quaintness. 
But  Vaughan  never  degenerates  into  a 
smooth  versifier  of  commonplaces.  One, 
indeed,  of  his  great  faults  as  a  poet,  is 
the  attempt  to  crowd  too  much  of  matter 
into  his  sentences,  so  that  they  read 
roughly  and  inharmoniously,  the  words 
almost  elbowing  each  other  out  of  the  lines. 
His  rhymes,  too,  are  frequently  defec¬ 
tive;  and  he  delights  in  making  the  sense 
of  one  line  run  over  into  the  line  follow¬ 
ing.  .  .  .  His  faults  are  in  a  great  meas¬ 
ure  those  of  the  age  he  lived  in,  and  the 
matter  he  imitated,  while  his  beauties 
are  all  his  own.  .  .  .  Among  those  who 
can  prize  poetic  thought,  even  when  clad 
in  a  dress  somewhat  quaint  and  antiquated, 
who  love  to  commune  with  a  heart  over¬ 
flowing  with  religious  ardour,  and  who  do 
not  value  this  the  less  because  it  has  been 
lighted  at  the  earlier  and  purer  fires  of 
Christianity,  and.  has  caught  a  portion  of 
their  youthful  glow,  poems  like  those  of 
Henry  Vaughan’s  will  not  want  their  read¬ 
ers,  nor  will  such  readers  be  unthankful 
to  have  our  author  and  his  works  intro¬ 
duced  to  their  acquaintance.— Lyte,  H. 
F.,  1847,  ed .,  Poetical  Works  of  Henry 
Vaughan,  Biographical  Sketch. 

He  is  very  often  dull  and  obscure,  and 
spends  his  strength  on  frigid  and  bombas¬ 
tic  conceits;  but  occasionally,  and  espe¬ 
cially  in  his  sacred  poems,  he  exhibits  con¬ 
siderable  originality  and  picturesque 
grace,  and  breathes  forth  a  high  strain 
of  morality  and  piety. — Cleveland, 
Charles  D.,  1848,  A  Compendium  of 

English  Literature ,  p.  339. 

We  have  said  little  about  the  deep  god¬ 
liness,  the  spiritual  Christianity,  with 
which  every  poem  is  penetrated  and 
quickened.  Those  who  can  detect  and 
relish  this  best,  will  not  be  the  worst 
pleased  at  our  saying  little  about  it. 
Vaughan’s  religion  is  deep,  lively,  per¬ 
sonal,  tender,  kindly,  impassioned,  tem¬ 
perate;  “it  sits  i’  the  centre.”  His  re¬ 
ligion  grows  up,  effloresces  into  the  ideas 
and  forms  of  poetry  as  naturally,  as  noise¬ 
lessly,  as  beautifully  as  the  life  of  the 
unseen  seed  finds  its  way  up  into  the 
“bright  consummate  flower.”  —  Brown, 
John,  1849,  Vaughan's  Poems,  North 
British  Review,  vol.  11,  p.  59. 

Let  every  one  who  is  well-acquainted 
with  Wordsworth’s  grand  ode — that  on 
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the  Intimations  of  Immortality — turn  his 
mind  to  a  comparison  between  that  and 
this:  he  will  find  the  resemblance  remark¬ 
able.  Whether  “The  Retreat"  suggested 
the  form  of  the  “Ode"  is  not  of  much 
consequence,  for  the  “Ode"  is  the  out¬ 
come  at  once  and  essence  of  all  Words¬ 
worth’s  theories;  and  whatever  he  may 
have  drawn  from  “The  Retreat"  is  glori¬ 
fied  in  the  “Ode.”  .  .  .  Vaughan’s 

poem  is  the  more  definite  of  the  two,  and 
gives  us  in  its  close,  poor  as  that  is  com¬ 
pared  with  the  rest  of  it,  just  what  we 
feel  is  wanting  in  Wordsworth’s — the 
hope  of  return  to  the  bliss  of  childhood. 
— Macdonald,  George,  1868,  England's 
Antiphon. 

I  thought  of  dear  Henry  Vaughan.— 
Lowell,  James  Russell,  1869,  On  a  Cer¬ 
tain  Condescension  in  Foreigners. 

I  have  another  reason  for  presenting 
“The  Retreate,"  that  will  appear  imme¬ 
diately  :  but  apart  from  that  and  inevita¬ 
ble  memories  of  Wordsworth,  surely  we 
have  there  some  very  remarkable  scrutiny 
and  interrogation  of  subtleties  of  our 
deepest  spiritual  being,  such  as  were  not 
frequent  two  hundred  and  fifty  years  ago 
or  thereby.  I  ask  the  Reader  to  mark 
the  intense  yearning  and  feeling  away 
back  to  child-time  in  the  poem  :  the  reso¬ 
lute  and  almost  awesome  getting  back 
again  in  maturity,  thinkings  and  feelings 
and  instinct-aspirations  long  vanished,  as 
of  a  lost  tune  returning  in  a  dream.  I 
don’t  know  that  anywhere  in  our  elder 
Literature  (out  of  “Hamlet"  with  which 
comparison  were  simply  idle)  you  can  put 
your  finger  on  finer  utterance  of  what  most 
would  have  found  un-utterable  or  utter- 
able  alone  by  music.—  Grosart,  Alexan¬ 
der  B.,  1871,  ed..  Works  in  Verse  and 
Prose  Complete  of  Henry  Vaughan ,  Silurist; 
Essay,  vol.  n,  p .  Iv. 

He  is  in  various  respects  diverse  from 
Herbert,  and  in  some  even  superior  to 
him:  he  has  a  larger  range,  and,  in  point 
of  thought  and  of  perception,  a  certain 
subtlety  mingled  with  intensity  which 
brings  him  into  specially  close  relation  to 
the  modern  tone  in  poetry.  ...  Of 
course  a  volume  of  Humorous  Poetry  is 
not  the  place  where  the  deservings  of 
Vaughan  can  be  shown  forth  in  any 
sufficient  measure. — Rossetti,  William 
Michael,  1872-78,  ed..  Humorous  Poems, 
p.  144. 


As  a  sacred  poet,  Vaughan  has  an  in¬ 
tensity  of  feeling  only  inferior  to  Crashaw. 
—Chambers,  Robert,  1876,  Cyclopaedia 
of  English  Literature,  ed.  Carruthers. 

It  would,  indeed,  be  difficult  to  find  a 
true  and  lofty  singer  who  has  been  so  seri¬ 
ously  underrated  as  Vaughan.  It  is  his 
glory — as  it  has  been  his  literary  shame — 
that  his  entire  works  are  purely  and  con¬ 
sistently  devout.  He  dared,  among  Cav¬ 
aliers  and  as  a  Cavalier,  to  borrow  the 
verse  of  Herrick,  in  which  to  praise  the 
God  of  the  Commonwealth.  Hence  it  has 
needed  the  long  purgation  of  these  cen¬ 
turies,  to  eliminate  passion  and  prejudice 
from  the  sentence  which  we  can  now 
safely  pronounce,  upon  his  contempora¬ 
ries  and  himself.  Old  Longinus  said, 
that  he  called  that  alone  poetry  which 
permanently  pleased  and  was  suitable  to 
any  age.  By  this  severest  of  tests  Henry 
Vaughan  is  at  last  vindicated  and  held  in 
honor. — Duffield,  Samuel  W.,  1880, 
Henry  Vaughan  the  Poet  of  Light ,  Presby¬ 
terian  Review ,  vol.  1,  p.  292. 

A  physician  living  in  his  native  Wales 
and  calling  himself  “The  Silurist."  He 
is  remembered  under  that  name  yet  with 
peculiar  regard  by  lovers  of  rare  old  Eng¬ 
lish  poetry,  and  was  esteemed  “an  inge¬ 
nious  person,  but  proud  and  humorous.” — 
Masson,  David,  1880,  The  Life  of  John 
Milton,  vol.  vi,  p.  312. 

Vaughan  only  began  to  be  a  poet  when 
Crashaw’s  career  was  over  ;  and  he  did 
not  continue  to  be  a  poet  to  any  purpose 
long.  Everything  he  wrote  before  or 
after  the  two  parts  of  “Silex  Scintillans” 
might  be  spared.  He  is  a  mystic,  as 
Herbert  is  an  ascetic  and  Crashaw  a  devo¬ 
tee.  Herbert’s  temptation  is  the  world, 
Vaughan’s  temptation  is  the  flesh ;  the 
special  service  that  Herbert  does  him  is 
to  lift  his  mind  from  profane  love  to 
sacred.  He  is  quite  pathetic  in  the  pref¬ 
ace  to“Silex  Scintillans"  about  his  early 
loose  love-poetry.  He  suppressed  the 
worst  of  it,  and  adjures  his  reader  to 
leave  the  sufficiently  harmless  collection 
which  escaped  him  unread.  .  .  .  The 

sanctity  and  insight  of  childhood  are  more 
to  him  than  even  to  Wordsworth.  .  .  . 

In  his  own  translations  Henry  Vaughan 
uses  Neoplatonists  quite  as  familiarly  as 
Jesuits.  His  prose  is  rich  and  musical; 
his  few  Latin  poems  mostly  insignificant, 
more  pointless  than  Herbert's  and  quite 
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without  the  airy  grace  of  Crashaw’s  Bub¬ 
ble,  of  which  Mr.  Grosart  has  made  a 
very  pretty  English  poem.  His  transla¬ 
tions  from  Ovid  and  Juvenal  are  rough 
and  cumbrous ;  he  writes  decasyllabics 
very  badly  compared  not  only  with  Sandys 
but  with  Crashaw,  whose  description  of  a 
Religious  House  contains  one  line,  “Obe¬ 
dient  slumbers  that  can  wake  and  weep,” 
worthy  of  Pope.  His  translations  in  oc¬ 
tosyllabics  from  Casimir  and  Boethius  are 
excellent,  especially  the  poem  on  the 
Golden  Age  from  Boethius. — SlMCOX,  G. 
A.,  1880,  English  Poets,  ed.  Ward,  voL  n, 
pp.  197,  198. 

Henry  Vaughan’s  sacred  verse,  al¬ 
though,  like  Herbert’s,  disfigured  with 
the  conceits  of  his  time,  is  yet  eminently 
spiritual,  and  replete  with  rare  beauty, 
both  of  thought  and  expression. — Saun¬ 
ders,  Frederick,  1885,  Evenings  with  the 
Sacred  Poets,  p.  277. 

Among  the  greatest  of  childhood’s 
poets. — Robertson,  Eric  S.,  1886,  The 
Children  of  the  Poets,  Introduction,  p. 
xxxii. 

Like  Herbert,  and  in  pretty  obvious  imi¬ 
tation  of  him,  he  set  himself  to  bend  the 
prevailing  fancy  for  quips  and  quaint¬ 
nesses  into  sacred  uses,  to  see  that  the 
Devil  should  not  have  all  the  best  con¬ 
ceits.  But  he  is  not  so  uniformly  suc¬ 
cessful,  though  he  has  greater  depth  and 
greater  originality  of  thought.  — Saints- 
bury,  George,  1887,  History  of  Elizabethan 
Literature,  p.  375. 

Eternity  has  been  known  to  spoil  a  poet 
for  time,  but  not  in  this  instance.  Never 
did  religion  and  art  interchange  a  more 
fortunate  service,  outside  Italian  studios. 
Once  he  had  shaken  off  secular  ambitions, 
Vaughan’s  voice  grew  at  once  freer  and 
more  forceful.  In  him  a  marked  intellec¬ 
tual  gain  sprang  from  an  apparently  slight 
spiritual  readjustment,  even  as  it  did, 
three  centuries  later,  in  one  greater  than 
he,  John  Henry  Newman.  .  .  .  Vaughan 
has  very  little  quaintness,  as  we  now  un¬ 
derstand  that  word,  and  none  of  the  cloud¬ 
iness  and  incorrigible  grotesqueness  which 
dominated  his  Alexandrian  day.  He  has 
great  temperance ;  he  keeps  his  eye  upon 
the  end,  and  scarcely  falls  at  all  into  “the 
fond  adulteries  of  art,”  inversions,  un- 
Bcholarly  compound  words,  or  hard-driven 
metaphors.  If  he  be  difficult  to  follow, 
it  is  onlv  because  he  lives,  as  it  were,  in 


highly  oxygenated  air ;  he  is  remote  and 
peculiar,  but  not  eccentric. — Guiney, 
Louise  Imogen,  1894,  A  Little  English 
Gallery,  pp.  59,  80. 

In  Vaughan  we  also  find  a  sense  of  the 
lessons  Nature  has  for  man,  the  harmony 
of  the  visible  world  with  the  invisible, — 
not  only  in  its  details,  but  in  its  larger, 
its  cosmic  aspects,  what  he  styles  “the 
great  chime  and  symphony  of  Nature,” 

such  as  hardly  reappear  before  we  reach 
Wordsworth.  Yet  Vaughan,  whose  special 
aim  that  of  rendering  religious  sentiment, 
restricted  his  landscape,  and  whose  lan¬ 
guage  is  often  obscure  or  fanciful,  we 
must  confess  cannot  compare  with  the 
largeness,  the  exquisite  refinement,  of  the 
later  poet.  -Palgrave,  Francis  T.,  1896, 
Landscape  in  Poetry,  p.  161. 

One  must  not,  however,  exaggerate  the 
extent  of  Herbert’s  influence.  When  we 
have  allowed  that  Vaughan  owed  to  him 
his  religious  life,  and  so  the  practice  of 
religious  poetry,  that  he  followed  him  in 
the  employment  of  certain  metres  and  in 
the  treatment  of  certain  topics,  that  he 
was  content  to  adopt  certain  of  his 
tropes  and  phrases,  and  to  vie  with  him 
in  the  manufacture  of  curious  conceits, 
we  have  perhaps  stated  the  case  not  un 
fairly.  But  there  was  a  radical  diversit 
in  the  nature  of  the  two  men  that  cou 
not  but  find  expression  in  their  poetr 
As  Mr.  Simcox  justly  phrases  it,  Herbe 
was  an  ascetic,  Vaughan  a  mystic.  Ana 
it  is  undoubtedly  the  mystical  element  in 
Vaughan’s  writing  by  which  he  takes  rank 
as  a  poet.  He  may  occasionally  out- 
Herbert  Herbert  in  metaphors  and  em¬ 
blems,  but  in  spite  of  them,  and  even 
through  them,  it  is  easy  to  see  that  he 
has  a  passion  for  Nature  for  her  own  sake  ; 
that  he  has  observed  her  moods ;  that  in¬ 
deed  the  world  is  to  him  no  less  than  a 
veil  of  the  Eternal  Spirit,  whose  presence 
may  be  felt  in  any,  even  the  smallest, 
part.  Such  a  temper,  notwithstanding 
occasional  aberration,  is  poles  apart  from 
one  which  merely  ransacks  phenomena  for 
quaint  similitudes.  .  .  .  Indeed,  if 

truth  must  be  told,  Vaughan  is  very  much 
the  poet  of  fine  lines  and  stanzas,  of  im¬ 
aginative  intervals.  ...  If  still  more 
truth  must  be  told  {pace  Dr.  Grosart),  it 
must  be  allowed  that  there  are  far  too 
large  a  number  of  the  religious  poems 
entirely  unrelieved  by  any  spark ;  and 
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some  for  which  there  is  no  epithet  but 
banal. — Beeching,  H.  C.,  1896.  Poems  of 
Henry  Vaughan,  Silurist,  ed.  Chambers, 
Introduction,  vol.  i,  pp.  xli,  xlviii,  xlix. 

Unequal  as  a  whole,  love  nature  dearly, 
and  leap  sometimes  into  a  higher  air  of 
poetry  than  Herbert  could  attain. — 
Brooke,  Stopford  A.,  1896,  English  Lit - 
erature,  p.  159. 

Vaughan’s  verse  is  highly  remarkable 
and  original — that  of  a  genius  manque  but 
rising  to  gleams  of  inspiration.  In  form 
he  is  careless  and  unequal,  but  his  lyric 
is  meditative,  fresh,  and  highly  subjective, 
the  deep  and  pregnant  reflection  of  a  life 
and  experience  of  much  sorrow.  In  feel¬ 
ing  and  in  phrase  he  is  often  strangely 
modern. — Carpenter,  Frederic  Ives, 
1897,  English  Lyric  Poetry,  1500-1700, 
Introduction,  p.  lix. 

Henry  Vaughan  was  an  Anglican  mys¬ 
tic.  .  .  .  Delicate,  meditative,  usu¬ 

ally  a  little  humdrum,  but  every  now  and 
then  flashing  out  for  a  line  or  two  into 
radiant  intuitions  admirably  worded.  In 
both  there  is  much  obscurity  to  be  de¬ 
plored;  but  while  we  cultivate  Crashaw 
for  the  flame  below  the  smoke,  we  wait 
n  Vaughan  for  the  light  within  the  cloud. 
— Gosse,  Edmund,  1897,  Short  History  of 
Modem  English  Literature,  p.  156. 

Vaughan  knew  neither  himself  nor  his 
fellow-men  as  Herbert  knew  them,  and 
the  shrewd  counsels  of  the  author  of 
"The  Temple”  often  become  in  the  poetry 
of  his  disciple  mere  querulous  platitudes. 
In  two  respects,  however,  Vaughan  shows 


the  clearer  insight.  He  has  a  keener  eye 
for  the  teaching  of  nature,  and  a  deeper 
sense  of  the  mystery  of  childhood.  In 
several  of  his  poems  on  children  may  be 
found  the  germ  of  that  idea  which  Words¬ 
worth  developed  in  his  ‘‘Ode  to  Immor¬ 
tality,”  indeed  some  admirers  of  Vaughan 
have  claimed  for  "The  Retreat”  the 
actual  parentage  of  the  oae. — Master- 
man,  J.  Howard  B.,  1897,  The  Age  of 
Milton,  p.  114. 

Vaughan’s  position  among  English  poets 
is  not  only  high,  but  in  some  respects 
unique.  The  pervading  atmosphere  of 
mystic  rapture,  rather  than  isolated  fine 
things,  constitute  the  main  charm  of  his 
poems;  yet  two,  "The  Retreat”  and 
"They  are  all  gone  into  the  world  of 
light,”  rank  among  the  finest  in  the  lan¬ 
guage,  and,  except  the  poems  on  scripture 
history  and  church  festivals,  there  is 
scarcely  one  without  some  memorable 
thought  or  expression,  though  frequently 
kindling,  to  use  his  own  simile,  like  "un¬ 
anticipated  sparks  from  a  flinty  ground.” 
He  not  unfrequently  lapses  into  absurdity, 
misled  by  the  affectation  of  wit  and  in¬ 
genuity  which  beset  the  poetry  of  his 
time  ;  but  his  taste  is  on  the  whole  better 
than  Herbert’s,  and  much  better  than  Cra- 
shaw’s.  .  .  .  Herbert  is  devout  according 
to  recognised  methods,  Vaughan  is  a  de 
vout  mystic.  Herbert  visits  the  spiritual 
world  as  a  pious  pilgrim,  but  Vaughan  is 
never  out  of  it.— Garnett,  Richard, 
1899,  Dictionary  of  National  Biography, 
vol.  lviii,  p.  165. 


Anthony  Wood 

1632-1695 

Anthony  Wood,  called  Anthony  &  Wood.  Born  at  Oxford,  England,  Dec.  17,  1632: 
died  there,  Nov.  28,  1695.  An  English  antiquary.  He  was  educated  at  Oxford.  He 
wrote  "Historia  et  Antiquitates  Universitatis  Oxoniensis”  (written  in  English  and 
translated  into  Latin  for  the  University  Press  in  1674).  He  was  dissatisfied  with  the 
translation,  and  afterward  rewrote  his  English  MS.,  and  it  was  published  after  his 
death  in  two  volumes — the  first  as  "The  History  and  Antiquities  of  the  Colleges  and 
Halls  of  the  University  of  Oxford,  with  a  Continuation  to  the  Present  Time  by  John 
Gutch,”  with  "Fasti  (Annals)  Oxoniensis”  (1786-  90);  the  second  as  "The  History 
and  Antiquities  of  the  University  of  Oxford”  (1792-1796).  He  also  wrote  "Athens 
Oxoniensis :  an  Exact  History  of  all  the  Writers  and  Bishops  who  have  had  their  Edu¬ 
cation  in  the  University  of  Oxford  from  1500  to  1690,”  with  "Fasti.”  Two  volumes 
of  this  were  printed  (1691-92)  before  his  death ;  the  third  he  prepared,  and  it  ap¬ 
peared  in  the  second  edition  1721 ;  third  enlarged  edition  by  Bliss  1813-20.  He  also 
wrote  "Modus  Salium  :  a  Collection  of  Pieces  of  Humour”  (1751),  and  "The  Ancient 
and  Present  State  of  the  City  of  Oxford”  (1773).— Smith,  Benjamin  E.,  1894-97, 
The  Century  Cyclopedia  of  Names,  p.  1069. 


ANTHONY  WOOD 


447 


PERSONAL 

Mr.  Anthony  a  Wood,  M.  A.,  antiquarius, 
in  his  lettre  to  me,  Palm  Sunday  March 
23,  1672,  writes  thus,  viz.  “My  nativity 
I  cannot  yet  retrive;  but  by  talking  with 
an  ancient  servant  of  my  father’s  I  find  I 
was  borne  on  the  17  of  Decemb.,  but  the 
year  when  I  am  not  certain:  ’twas  pos¬ 
sibly  about  1647.--Jonh  Selden  was  borne 
the  16  of  December  and  SirSymonds  Dews 
the  17.  But  of  these  matters  I  shall  tell 
you  more  when  my  trouble  is  over.” — 
Aubrey,  John,  1669-96,  Brief  Lives ,  ed. 
Clark ,  vol.  II,  p.  311. 

Immediately  sent  to  a  very  good  man, 
his  confident,  to  pray  with  him,  appoint¬ 
ing  his  hours;  received  the  Sacrament  the 
next  morning  very  devoutly ;  made  his 
Will ;  went  into  his  study  with  his  two 
friends,  Mr.  Bisse  and  Mr.  Tanner,  to  sort 
that  vast  multitude  of  Papers,  Notes, 
Letters about  two  bushels  full  he  or¬ 
dered  for  the  fire  to  be  lighted  as  he  was 
expiring,  which  was  accordingly  done,  he 
expressing  both  his  knowledge  and  his 
approbation  of  what  was  done  by  tnrow- 
ing  out  his  hands.— Charlett,  Dr.  A., 
1695,  To  Archbishop  Tenison,  Dec.  1. 

Mr.  Powell  told  me.  Ant.  d  Wood  used 
sometimes  to  call  at  his  house,  on  purpose 
to  inquire  of  him  about  antiquities.  Old 
Ralph  Sheldon,  of  Beoly,  esq.  (commonly 
called  Great  Sheldon),  was  Ant.  &  Wood’s 
great  friend,  and  Anthony  used  sometimes 
to  go  and  lye  at  his  house.  When  he  was 
there  one  time,  some  young  ladies  there, 
having  a  mind  to  make  sport  with  An¬ 
thony,  put  some  antimony  and  something 
else  into  his  liquor,  which  made  him  so 
sick,  that  it  was  thought  he  would  have 
died  ;  at  which  Mr.  Sheldon  was  confounded 
angry  with  the  ladies,  who  did  it  out  of  a 
frolick,  Anthony  being  looked  upon  by 
them  as  a  quere  fellow. — Hearne, 
Thomas,  1722,  Reliquiae  Hearniance,  ed. 
Bliss,  June  9,  vol.  n,  p.  152. 

He  was  known  to  all  Oxford  as  a  large¬ 
boned  man,  of  crabbed  temper  and  surly 
habits,  whose  recreations,  amid  his  hard 
antiquarian  labours,  were  ale  and  tobacco 
in  moderation  and  music  to  any  extent. 
No  man  had  more  heartily  welcomed 
the  Restoration,  with  the  deliverance  it 
brought  from  those  he  called  “the  Pres¬ 
byterians  and  Phanatics.” —  Masson, 
David,  1880,  The  Life  of  John  Milton,  vol. 
vi,  p.  316. 


Of  the  man  himself  but  little  outside 
testimony  exists,  and  what  does,  certainly 
tends  to  present  him  in  the  light  of  an 
eccentric,  censorious,  and  sour -minded 
recluse.  Indeed,  his  own  nephew  speaks 
of  him  as  “a  wonderful  pryer,”  who 
“wore  his  hat  over  his  eyes,  seemed  to 
take  notice  of  nothing,  and  to  know  noth¬ 
ing,  and  yet  he  took  notice  of  everything 
and  knew  everything;”  while  Wood  him¬ 
self  more  than  once  complains  of  having 
been  called  “a  listener  at  key-holes,” 
and  it  is  regretable  to  find  him  “expelled 
the  comon  room,  and  his  company  avoyded 
as  an  observing  person,  and  not  fit  to  be 
present  where  matters  of  moment  were 
discussed.”  These  characteristics  agree 
but  ill  with  the  dignity  proper  to  the 
carriage  of  the  historian  of  Oxford  Uni¬ 
versity;  though  they  are  qualities  not 
altogether  unserviceable  in  the  case  of  a 
diarist.  —Clay,  T.  L.,  1888,  Anthony  d 
Wood,  The  Gentleman's  Magazine,  vol 
265,  p.  76. 

The  disagreeable  side  of  Wood’s  natui 
now  [1670-74]  became  predominant 
The  severity  of  his  studies  had  given  him 
exaggerated  ideas  of  his  own  importance  ; 
his  increasing  deafness  cut  him  off  from 
social  intercourse,  and  he  became  ill- 
natured,  foolishly  obstinate  in  his  own 
opinion,  and  violently  jealous  of  his  own 
dignity.  He  quarrelled  with  his  own 
family  ;  he  quarrelled  with  the  fellows  of 
Merton.  He  quarrelled  with  his  good 
friend  Bathurst,  with  his  patron  Fell, 
with  every  one  who  sought  either  to  help 
him  or  to  shun  him.  It  was  said  of  him, 
not  untruly,  that  he  “never  spake  well  of 
any  man.”  Of  John  Aubrey,  the  chief 
contributor  to  his  fame,  whose  biograph¬ 
ical  notes  he  annexed  page  by  page,  his 
language  is  ungenerous  and  most  ungrate¬ 
ful.  He  shut  himself  up  more  and  more 
in  his  study,  very  busy  but  very  unhappy, 
the  antitype  of  the  alchemists’  dragon, 
killing  itself  in  its  prison  by  its  own 
venom.— Clark,  Rev.  Andrew,  1900, 
Dictionary  of  •  National  Biography,  vol. 
lxii,  p.  351. 

GENERAL 

The  truth  is,  his  books  are  little  more 
than  a  medley  of  notes  and  such  informa¬ 
tions  as  were  sent  in  from  his  several 
correspondents;  without  being  digested 
into  any  other  method  than  the  throwing 
them  under  that  particular  author’s  name 
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to  which  they  chiefly  related.  It  is  no  blem¬ 
ish  on  his  memory  to  observe  that  he  had 
his  share  of  that  peevishness  and  auster¬ 
ity,  both  in  his  style  and  manners,  which 
is  commonly  incident  to  antiquaries ;  and 
thus  much  we  ought  gratefully  to  ac¬ 
knowledge,  that  he  has  furnished  us  with 
a  larger  stock  of  useful  material  than 
perhaps  any  one  man  of  this  age  has  col¬ 
lected.  If  he  was  too  sullen  among  court¬ 
iers,  he  paid  sufficiently  for  all  the  lib¬ 
erty  he  took,  [he  was  expelled  from 
Oxford  for  some  strictures  on  the  late 
Earl  of  Clarendon ;]  and  it  is  illegal  to  ob¬ 
ject  to  a  crime  for  which  a  suitable  pen¬ 
ance  has  been  already  enjoined  and  per¬ 
formed. — Ni  colson  Willi  Ail,  1696-1714, 
English.  Historical  Library . 

Hard  was  the  fate  of  honest  Anthony 
Wood,  when  Dr.  Fell  undertook  to  have 
his  history  of  Oxford  translated  into 
Latin;  the  translator,  a  sullen  dogged 
fellow,  when  he  observed  that  Wood  was 
enraged  at  seeing  the  perpetual  altera¬ 
tions  of  his  copy  made  to  please  Dr.  Fell, 
delighted  to  alter  it  the  more;  while  the 
greater  executioner  supervising  the 
printed  sheets,  “by  correcting,  altering, 
or  dashing  out  what  he  pleased,’'  com¬ 
pelled  the  writer  publicly  to  disavow  his 
own  work !— Disraeli,  Isaac,  1791-1824, 
Of  Suppressors  and  Dilapidators  of  Manu¬ 
scripts ,  Curiosities  of  Literature. 

The  dulness  of  Michael  de  Marolles  and 
Anthony  Wood  acquires  some  value  from 
the  faithful  representation  of  men  and 
manners.— Gibbon,  Edward,  1794-96, 
Autobiography. 

The  indefatigable  though  tasteless  An¬ 
thony  Wood.  .  That  tasteless 

though  useful  drudge. — Brydges,  Sir 


Samuel  Edgerton,  1800,  Phillips's  Thea 
Irum  Poetarum  Anglicanorum. 

“The  Ostade  of  Literary  History.”  A 
name  given  to  Anthony  Wood,  the  Eng¬ 
lish  antiquary,  on  account  of  his  ability 
to  surprise  our  judgment  into  admiration, 
his  dry  humor  of  honesty,  and  the  breadth 
of  his  knowledge. — Frey,  Albert  K., 
1888,  Sobriquets  and  Nicknames,  p.  268. 

He  collects  a  world  of  “surfaces,”  im¬ 
pressions  that  well  portray  himself.  He 
is  a  newsletter  also.  Monstrous  births, 
escapes,  blazing  stars,  scandals  among 
the  venerable,  hangings,  suicides,  and  all 
manner  of  deaths:  ballads  and  all  proces¬ 
sions  royal  and  funereal  all  pageantries 
and  dignified  masquerades  -are  meat  and 
drink  to  him ;  nor  ever  fails  he  narrowly 
to  scrutinise  the  hatchments  on  coffins 
and  tombs,  and  mete  sarcasm  to  false  dis¬ 
plays  of  arms.  Meanwhile  he  is  daily 
dredging  and  ravaging  college  archives, 
with  fierce  tenacity,  for  fifty  years.  The 
mind  had  therefore  no  leisure  strongly  to 
react  on  the  vast  material  amassed,  and 
this  failure  is  reflected  in  his  style.  .  .  . 
His  style  has  no  pretensions  to  form, 
and  presents  few  notable  features. 
Throughout  it  is  more  or  less  disjointed 
by  scrappy  treatment,  and  marred  by  the 
jerkiness  of  the  habitual  notetaker,  and 
lengthy  passages  of  continuous  prose  sel¬ 
dom  occur.  He  is  hampered  by  a  painful 
accuracy  which  loads  the  unpremeditated 
sentence  with  parentheses.  In  the 
“Athence”  it  is  most  continuous,  and  on 
the  whole  the  best,  becoming  less  full  of 
cumbrous  gravity  as  he  approaches  the 
writers  of  his  own  generation.- — Trench, 
F.  H.,  1894,  English  Prose,  ed.  Craik,  vol. 
m,  p.  169. 


George  Savile 

Marquis  of  Halifax 

1633-1695 

George  Savile,  first  Marquis  and  Earl  of  Halifax,  was  bom  11th  November  1633. 
He  was  descended  from  an  ancient  Yorkshire  family,  and  succeeded  to  the  paternal 
baronetcy  in  1641.  In  the  year  of  the  Restoration  he  entered  Parliament  as  member 
for  Pontefract.  In  1668  he  was  raised  to  the  peerage  as  Baron  Savile  of  Eland  and 
Viscount  Halifax,  and  in  the  following  year  he  began,  as  a  Commissioner  of  the  Board 
of  Trade,  an  official  career  of  unusual  diversity,  including  a  joint  ambassadorship  at 
the  Hague.  In  1675  his  name  was  struck  off  the  Privy  Council,  during  the  ascendancy 
of  Danby,  but  it  was  restored  in  1679,  when  he  became  a  member  of  Shaftesbury’s 
administration  and  was  created  Earl  of  Halifax.  He  remained  in  office  after  Shaftes¬ 
bury’s  dismissal,  and  in  1680  was  mainly  instrumental  in  bringing  about  the  rejection 
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of  the  Exclusion  Bill  by  the  House  of  Lords.  In  1682  he  was  created  Marquis  of 
Halifax  and  appointed  Lord  Privy  Seal.  He  was,  however,  out  of  sympathy  with  the 
Court  and  in  favour  of  the  recall  of  Monmouth;  and  on  the  accession  of  James  II., 
after  being  removed  to  the  Presidency  of  the  Council,  he  was  in  December  1685  dis¬ 
missed  from  office.  He  took  an  active  part  in  the  operations  which  led  to  the  over¬ 
throw  of  James  II.,  and  in  the  Convention  Parliament  of  1689  acted  as  Speaker  of  the 
House  of  Lords.  He  held  office  under  the  new  regime  as  Lord  Privy  Seal  from  March 
1689  to  February  1690;  but  after  this  he  withdrew  from  public  life,  and  spent  the 
remainder  of  his  days  chiefly  in  his  country-seat  of  Rufford  in  Nottinghamshire,  to 
which  he  was  deeply  attached.  He  died  5th  April  1695,  and  was  buried  in  Westmin¬ 
ster  Abbey.  Halifax’s  first  wife,  Lady  Dorothy  Spencer,  was  a  daughter  of  the  first 
Earl  of  Sunderland  and  his  Countess  (“Saeharissa”). — Craik.  Henry.  1894.  ed.. 


English  Prose ,  vol.  Ill,  p.  207. 

PERSONAL 

Jotham  of  piercing  wit  and  pregnant  thonght, 
Endaed  by  nature  and  by  learning  taught 
To  move  assemblies,  who  but  only  tried 
The  worse  a  while,  then  chose  tho  better 
side, 

Nor  chose  alone,  but  turned  tho  balanco  too. 
So  much  tho  weight  of  one  bravo  man  can  do. 

— Dryden,  John,  1681,  Absalom,  and 
Achitophel,  v.  882-887. 

He  passed  for  a  bold  and  determined 
atheist,  though  he  often  protested  to  me 
he  was  not  one,  and  said  lie  believed 
there  was  not  one  in  the  world.  -Burnet, 
Gilbert,  1715-34,  History  of  My  Own 
Time. 

A  man  more  remarkable  for  his  wit 
than  his  steadiness. — Walpole,  Horace, 
1758,  A  Catalogue  of  the  Royal  and  Noble 
Authors  of  England ,  Scotland  and  Ireland. 

Among  the  statesmen  of  that  age,  Hal¬ 
ifax  was,  in  genius,  the  first.  His  intel¬ 
lect  was  fertile,  subtle,  and  capacious. 
His  polished,  luminous,  and  animated  elo¬ 
quence,  set  off  by  the  silver  tones  of  his 
voice,  was  the  delight  of  the  House  of 
Lords.  His  conversation  overflowed  with 
thought,  fancy,  and  wit.  His  political 
tracts  well  deserve  to  be  studied  for  their 
literary  merit,  and  fully  entitle  him  to  a 
place  among  English  classics.  To  the 
weight  derived  from  talents  so  great  and 
various,  he  united  all  the  influence  which 
belongs  to  rank  and  ample  possessions. 
Yet  he  was  less  successful  in  politics  than 
many  who  enjoyed  smaller  advantages. 
Indeed,  those  intellectual  peculiarities 
which  make  his  writings  valuable,  fre¬ 
quently  impeded  him  in  the  contests  of 
active  life;  for  he  alwa}Ts  saw  passing 
events,  not  in  the  point  of  view  in  which 
they  commonly  appear  to  one  who  bears 
a  part  in  them,  but  in  the  point  of  view  in 
which,  after  the  lapse  of  many  years,  they 


appear  to  the  philosophic  historian. — Mac¬ 
aulay,  Thomas  Babin gton,  1843,  George 
Savile ,  Critical  and  Historical  Essays,  vol. 
vi,  p.  111. 

He  was,  to  use  his  own  word,  a  Trim¬ 
mer,  nor  was  he  ashamed  to  profess  its 
creed.  Among  the  statesmen  of  our 
country  the  name  of  Halifax  will  always 
occupy  a  conspicuous  position.  He  was 
more  a  speculative  philosopher  than  a 
man  of  action;  he  lacked  decision;  he 
was  so  anxious  to  be  neutral,  that  hi? 
views  were  sometimes  colourless  am 
sophistical;  but  it  was  to  his  sound  jud^ 
ment,  his  finely  balanced  intellect,  his  e> 
quisite  tact,  that  we  owe  much  of  the 
freedom  and  the  moderation  of  the  con¬ 
stitution  under  which  we  have  the 
happiness  to  live. — Ewald,  Alexander, 
Charles,  1878,  Ministers  and  Maxims, 
Temple  Bar,  vol.  53,  p.  232. 

In  private  life  Lord  Halifax  appears  to 
have  shown  himself  both  amiable  and  de¬ 
serving  of  respect.  Fascinating  and 
witty  in  conversation,  during  youth  con¬ 
spicuous  among  the  brilliant  dissolute  so¬ 
ciety  which  surrounded  the  Duke  of 
Buckingham,  his  personal  morality  seems 
to  have  been  unusually  high.  For  wine 
and  cards,  the  fashionable  excesses  of  the 
time,  he  expressed  a  lively  contempt, 
while  from  other  yet  more  fashionable 
vices  he  seems  to  have  been  singularly  ex¬ 
empt.  It  is,  of  course,  improbable  that 
his  austerity  was  quite  unremitting;  in¬ 
deed  (as  Macaulay  reminds  us),  posterity 
believed  him  to  have  left  in  Henry  Carey, 
the  musician,  an  illegitimate  son;  which 
hypothesis,  however,  appears  somewhat 
dubious.  An  affectionate  husband  to  a 
wife  whose  virtues  and  accomplishments 
were  distinguished  as  her  beauty  ;  a  care¬ 
ful.  if  not  a  very  sympathetic  father,  the 
statesman  was  by  no  means  deficient  in 
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the  graceful  “art  d’etre  grand-pere. ” 

.  .  .  In  one  respect  alone  does  the 

personal  disposition  of  Lord  Halifax  ap¬ 
pear  singularly  deficient.  Exempt  from 
the  foppery,  moral,  intellectual,  and  social, 
to  which  the  virile  understanding  of  his 
grandson,  the  celebrated  Earl  of  Ches¬ 
terfield,  too  often  stooped;  superior,  by 
political  and  family  sympathies,  to  the 
purely  individualistic  tendencies  of  Ches- 
terfieldian  morality — he  yet  showed  some¬ 
thing  of  Chesterfield’s  serene,  uncon¬ 
scious  cynicism.—  Foxcroft,  H.  C..  1899, 
A  Character  of ‘‘The  Trimmer,"  Fortnightly 
Review,  vol.  71,  pp.  812,  813. 

GENERAL 

His  letters  are  remarkable  for  the 
calmness  and  solidity  of  their  impartial 
arguments. — Ranke,  Leopold  von,  1875, 
A  History  of  England,  vol.  IV,  p.  456. 

He  was  a  politician  who  had  a  difficult 
path  to  pursue  across  an  ocean  of  battling 
factions,  and  who  employed  his  literary 
skill  usually  anonymously,  to  trim  the  boat 
as  well  as  he  might.  .  .  .  Halifax  is  as 
simple  and  as  vernacular  as  Temple,  and 
he  has  almost  as  much  grace.  His  “Char¬ 
acter  of  a  Trimmer”  ...  is  a  piece  of 
Tilliant  writing  which  can  never  become 
bsolete.  ...  A  modern  reprint  of 
he  political  tracts  of  Halifax  would  be 
welcome,  and  would  do  much  to  give  pop¬ 
ularity  to  one  who  is  at  present  little  but 
a  name  to  all  except  professional  students 
of  history.— Gosse,  Edmund,  1888,  A 
History  of  Eighteenth  Century  Literature. 

The  effect  of  this  remarkable  breadth 
of  view  was  not  with  Halifax,  as  so  fre¬ 
quently  the  case,  to  paralyze  energy,  and 
render  the  comprehensive  mind  unfit  for 
practical  action.  He  was  not  retained  in 
equilibrium  by  the  difficulty  of  deciding 
between  two  courses,  but  was  an  enthu¬ 
siast  for  the  via  media ,  as  great  a  zealot 
for  compromise  as  zealots  commonly  are 
for  strong  measures;  and,  though  some¬ 
times  too  yielding  or  too  speculative  for 
the  unquiet  times  in  which  his  lot  was 
cast,  would  have  made  an  almost  ideal 
prime  minister  for  themineteenth  century. 
His  praise  of  trimming,  which  to  more 
fiery  spirits  must  have  seemed  an  ignoble 
policy,  rings  with  the  eloquence  and  pas¬ 
sion  of  the  most  genuine  conviction. — 
Garnett,  Richard,  895,  The  Age  of 
Dry  den,  p.  251. 


They  are  all  exceedingly  important 
documents,  showing  first  that  inclination 
to  the  essay — to  the  short,  forcible,  not 
inelegant,  and  yet  first  of  all  popular, 
treatment  of  manageably  limited  subjects, 
which  was  such  a  feature  of  the  time; 
and  secondly,  the  progress  which  was 
being  made  in  the  elaboration  of  a  style 
suitable  to  such  treatment  in  the  special 
department  of  politics.  It  may  be  ob¬ 
served,  from  a  comparison  of  many  in¬ 
stances,  that  irony  is  an  almost  insepara¬ 
ble  accompaniment  and  ornament  of  the 
plainer  styles.  For  it  not  only  does  not 
require,  but  is  positively  repugnant  to, 
flowing  and  florid  periods,  involved  con¬ 
structions,  and  the  like,  and  it  gives  the 
salt  and  savour  of  which  the  plain  style  is 
in  especial  need.  Accordingly  there  is 
irony  in  Cowley,  and  plenty  of  it  in  Dry- 
den.  But  Halifax’s  variety  is  different 
from  that  of  either  of  his  forerunners— 
drier,  more  antithetic  with  a  quiet  antith¬ 
esis,  more  suggestive  of  a  “word  to  the 
wise.’’  Not  that  Halifax  by  any  means 
scorns  a  flight  now  and  then — -there  is  in 
the  “Character  of  a  Trimmer”  a  passage 
on  Truth  beyond  doubt  suggested  by  the 
famous  text  on  that  subject  in  the  “Areo- 
pagitica”  (which  Halifax  was  almost  or 
quite  old  enough  to  have  read  at  the  time 
of  its  publication),  and  very  well  worth 
comparing  with  it.  But  these  things  are 
not  his  staple ;  that  is  the  statement  of 
the  case  to  the  plain  man  in  a  plain  way, 
yet  with  such  a  shrewdness  and  pungency 
as  may  give  satisfaction  to  those  whose 
wits,  though  plain,  are  not  absolutely 
sluggish.  For  political  purposes  such  a 
style  is  the  most  valuable  of  all,  and  Hal¬ 
ifax,  beyond  all  doubt,  showed  the  way 
to  the  greater  but  fiercer  and  less  equable 
genius  of  Swift.  —Saintsbury,  George, 
1898,  A  Short  History  of  English  Litera¬ 
ture,  p.  511. 

Halifax  had  none  of  Swift’s  brutality 
and  nono  of  Burke’s  magniloquence.  He 
wrote  as  a  highly  cultivated  man  of  his 
day  would  talk — with  more  correctness, 
indeed,  but  with  the  same  absence  of  for¬ 
mality  and  the  same  dignified  ease.  He 
had  not  Burke’s  earnestness.  If  he  hated 
anything  except  the  Church  of  Rome,  he 
hated  a  bore.  Burke,  as  we  know, 
emptied  the  House  of  Commons,  and  his 
pamphlets  are  very  like  his  speeches. 
Both  are  now  regarded  as  standards  of 
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classic  oratory  and  storehouses  of  politi¬ 
cal  wisdom.  In  his  lifetime  he  had  less 
influence  than  Halifax,  until  he  hit  the 
temper  of  the  middle  class  by  his  diatribes 
against  the  French  Revolution.  Halifax 
knew  exactly  what  people  would  read  and 
what  they  would  not.  He  always  amused 
them,  he  never  wearied  them,  he  did  not 
leave  them  for  a  moment  in  doubt  of  his 
meaning.  He  had  the  art,  essential  to 
a  good  advocate,  of  making  readers  or 
jurors  think  that  they  have  arrived  at 
their  conclusions  for  themselves.  Burke 
lectures  and  scolds  even  while  he  is  reas¬ 
oning  with  consummate  force ;  Halifax 


smiles  and  persuades.  ...  If  Hali¬ 
fax  had  a  fault  as  a  controversialist,  it 
was  that  he  indulged  with  too  much  free¬ 
dom  in  the  priceless  and  permanent  lux¬ 
ury  of  intellectual  contempt,  which  money 
cannot  purchase  and  custom  cannot  stale. 

.  The  combination  of  terseness 
and  fulness,  of  wit  and  sense,  of  logic  and 
fancy,  are  the  principal  characteristics  of 
Halifax.  ...  As  a  political  philosopher, 
Halifax  stands  a  head  and  shoulders 
above  all  his  contemporaries  except  Locke. 

Paul,  Herbert,  1899,  The  Great  Trae- 
tarian,  The  Nineteenth  Century,  vol.  45,  pp. 
456,  457,  459. 


John  Aubrey 
1626-1697 

John  Aubrey,  antiquary  (b.  1626,  d.1700),  wrote  the  “Natural  History  and  A 
tiquities  of  the  County  of  Surrey’'  (1719),  “Miscellanies  upon  Various  Subjects. 
(1696),  and  “A  History  of  Wiltshire,”  besides  contributing  “Minutes  of  Lives”  of  emi¬ 
nent  men  to  Wood’s  “Athense  Oxonienses, ”  and  aiding  Dugdale  in  the  preparation  of 
his  “Monastican  Anglicanum  ”  A  biography  of  Aubrey  by  Britton  was  published  in 
1845  by  the  Wiltshire  Topographical  Society,  and  an  edition  of  the  “Lives,”  &c., 
was  issued  in  1813.—  Adams,  W.  Davenport,  1877,  Dictionary  of  English  Literature . 


PERSONAL 

His  life  is  more  remarqueable  in  an  as- 
trologicall  respect  then  for  any  advance¬ 
ment  of  learning,  having  from  his  birth 
(till  of  late  yeares)  been  labouring  under 
a  crowd  of  ill  diretions:  for  his  escapes 
of  many  dangers,  in  journeys  both  by  land 
and  water,  40  yeares.  ...  I  gott 
not  strength  till  I  was  11  or  12  yeares 
old;  but  had  Bicknesse  of  vomiting,  for 
12  houres  every  fortnight  for  .  .  . 

years,  then  about  monethly,  then  quar¬ 
terly,  and  at  last  once  in  halfe  a  yeare. 
About  12  it  ceased.  ...  He  began 
to  enter  into  pocket  memorandum  bookes 
philosophicall  and  antiquarian  remarques, 
Anno  Domini  1654,  at  Llantrithid. 
Anno  16 — I  began  my  lawe-suite  on  the 
entaile  in  Brecon,  which  lasted  till  .  .  . 
and  it  cost  me  1200  li.  Anno — I  was  to 
have  married  Mris  K.  Ryves,  who  died 
when  to  be  married,  2000  li,  +,  besides 
counting  care  of  her  brother,  1000  li. 
per  annum.  .  .  .  A  strange  fate  that 

I  have  laboured  under  never  in  my  life  to 
enjoy  one  entire  monethe  or  6  weekes 
otium  for  contemplation.  My  studies 
(geometry)  were  on  horse  back,  and  (in) 
the  house  of  office:  (my  father  discour¬ 
aged  me).  My  head  was  alwaies  work¬ 
ing;  never  idle,  and  even  travelling 


(which  from  1649  till  1670  was  never  of! 
my  horseback)  did  gleane  som  observa¬ 
tions,  of  which  I  have  a  collection  in  folio 
of  2  quiers  of  paper  -f  a  dust  basket,  some 
whereof  are  to  be  valued.  His  chiefe 
vertue,  gratitude.  .  .  .  My  fancy 

lay  most  to  geometrie.  If  ever  I  had 
been  good  for  anything,  'twould  have 
been  a  painter,  I  could  fancy  a  thing  so 
strongly  and  had  so  cleare  an  idaea  of  it. 
— Aubrey,  John,  1669  -96,  Brief  Lives 
ed.  Clark,  vol.  I,  pp.  35,  39,  42,  43. 

He  had  a  stronger  tincture  of  supersti¬ 
tion  than  is  commonly  found  in  men  of 
his  parts  and  learning.  In  his  “Miscel¬ 
lanies,”  among  which  are  some  things 
well  worth  the  reader’s  notice,  is  a  re¬ 
ceipt  against  an  evil  tongue,  which  was 
formerly  thought  much  worse  than  an 
evil  eye.  Ob.  circ.  1700.  A.  Wood, 
whom  he  esteemed  his  friend,  speaks  of 
him  as  a  pretender  to  antiquities,  and  as 
vain,  credulous,  and  whimsical ;  he  adds, 
that  he  was  expensive  to  such  a  degree, 
as  to  be  forced  to  sell  his  estate  of  700  l. 
a  year,  and  afterward  to  become  a  de¬ 
pendant  on  his  friends  for  subsistence. 
There  seems  to  be  a  tincture  of  gall  in 
this  censure  of  the  Oxford  antiquary. — 
Granger,  James,  1769-1824,  Biograph¬ 
ical  History  of  England,  vol.  v,  p.  272. 
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Aubrey  was  the  very  type  of  the  man 
who  is  no  man’s  enemy  but  his  own.  Me 
possessed  every  virtue  usually  associated 
with  an  easy  careless  temper,  and  an  in¬ 
dustry  in  his  own  pursuits  which  would 
have  done  credit  to  one  of  robuster  mould. 
“My  head,”  he  says,  “was  always  work¬ 
ing,  never  idle,  and  even  travelling  did 
glean  some  observations,  some  whereof 
are  to  be  valued.”  They  assuredly  are, 
and  many,  especially  those  on  the  altera¬ 
tion  of  manners  in  his  time,  exhibit  real 
shrewdness,  lie  was  well  aware  of  his 
failings,  and  it  is  impossible  not  to  sympa¬ 
thise  with  his  regret  for  the  abolition  of 
the  monasteries  which  would  have  afforded 
him  a  congenial  refuge ;  and  his  verdict 
that  “if  ever  I  had  been  good  for  any¬ 
thing,  ’twould  have  been  a  painter.  ”  His 
buoyant  cheerfulness  defied  calamity,  and 
preserved  his  self-respect  under  the  hard 
trial  of  dependence. — Garnett,  Richard, 
1885,  Dictionary  of  National  Biography , 
>1.  ii,  p.  245 

Aubrey  was  one  of  those  eminently 
md-natured  men,  who  are  very  slothful 

their  own  affairs,  but  spare  no  pains  to 
work  for  a  friend,  lie  offered  his  help 
to  Wood;  and,  when  it  was  decided  to  in¬ 
clude  in  Wood’s  book  short  notices  of 
writers  connected  with  Oxford,  that  help 
proved  most  valuable.  Aubrey,  through 
his  family  and  family-connexions,  and  by 
reason  of  his  restless  goings-to-and-fro, 
had  a  wide  circle  of  acquaintance  among 
squires  and  parsons,  lawyers  and  doc¬ 
tors,  merchants  and  politicians,  men 
of  letters  and  persons  of  quality,  both 
in  town  and  country.  He  had  been, 
until  his  estate  was  squandered,  an  ex¬ 
tensive  and  curious  buyer  of  books  and 
MSS.  And  above  all,  being  a  good  gossip, 
he  had  used  to  the  utmost  these  opportu¬ 
nities  of  inquiry  about  men  and  things 
which  had  been  afforded  him  by  societies 
grave,  like  the  Royal  Society,  and  frivo¬ 
lous,  as  coffee-house  gatherings  and  tav¬ 
ern  clubs.  The  scanty  excerpts,  given  in 
these  volumes  from  letters  written  by  him 
between  1668  and  1673,  supply  a  hint  of 
how  deeply  Wood’s  “Historia  et  Antiqui- 
tates  Universitatis  Oxoniensis,  ”  published 
in  1674,  was  indebted  to  the  multifarious 
memory  and  unwearying  inquiries  of  the 
enthusiastic  Aubrey. — Clark,  Andrew, 
1898,  ed.,  Brief  Lives,  chiefly  of  Contempo¬ 
raries,  by  Aubrey,  Introduction,  vol.  I,  p.  1. 


general 

Aubrey,  the  little  Boswell  of  his  day. 
— Disraeli,  Isaac,  1812-13,  Hobbes, 
Quarrels  of  Authors. 

Whoever  expects  a  rational  account  of 
any  fact,  however  trite,  from  Aubrey, 
will  meet  with  disappointment.  .  .  . 

Aubrey  thought  little,  believed  much,  and 
confused  everything. — Gifford,  William, 
1816,  ed.,  The  Works  of  Ben  Jonson. 

A  very  interesting  old  gentleman  he  is. 
Everybody  has  heard  more  or  less  about 
him  as  a  gossiping  old  soul  of  the  latter 
part  of  the  seventeenth  century,  who 
went  about  collecting  scraps  of  informa¬ 
tion  and  personal  anecdote  about  notable 
persons  of  his  own  day  and  of  the  imme¬ 
diately  preceding  generations,  for  some 
of  which  scraps  we  are  now  much  indebted 
to  him.  He  was  one  of  those  useful  in¬ 
dividuals  who,  having  themselves  a  pas¬ 
sion  for  knowing  what  kind  of  noses  and 
mouths,  and  what  kind  of  eyes  and  hair 
eminent  men  have,  and  what  dresses  they 
wear,  and  what  they  like  for  dinner,  and 
so  on,  take  the  trouble  to  jot  down  the 
information  they  obtain  on  these  points  for 
the  satisfaction  of  posterity.  Something 
of  a  taste  for  these  minutiae,  as  every 
one  knows,  is  found  in  most  persons  who 
have  any  liveliness  of  fancy,  and  is  almost 
a  necessary  ingredient  in  the  character  of 
the  historian  or  the  general  man  of  let¬ 
ters;  but  occasionally  we  find  the  taste 
developed  to  the  dimensions  of  a  consti¬ 
tutional  mania,  leaving  room  for  little 
else.  In  this  case  we  have  what  is  called 
“a  gossip,”  or  perhaps  a  collector  of 
portraits  and  autographs.  Boswell,  on 
the  whole,  belonged  to  this  type,  but  by 
good  luck,  and  his  own  enthusiasm  for 
one  man,  his  passion  for  gossip  and  anec¬ 
dote  became  concentrated,  and  enabled 
him  to  be  the  author  of  the  best  biogra¬ 
phy  in  the  language.  Pepys,  the  Paul 
Pry  of  his  day,  was  another  example  ;  less 
effective,  because  more  diffuse.  Aubrey, 
who  was  contemporary  with  Pepys,  was, 
we  fear,  a  lower  man  in  the  class  than 
even  Pepys. — Masson,  David,  1856,  John 
Aubrey,  British  Quarterly  Review,  vol.  24, 
p.  153. 

He  was  a  “perambulator,”  and,  in  the 
words  of  one  of  his  critics,  “picked  up 
information  on  the  highway,  and  scattered 
it  everywhere  as  authentic.”  .  .  . 

The  searcher  for  authentic  material  must 
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carefully  scrutinize  Aubrey’s/ads ;  but, 
with  much  that  is  doubtful,  valuable  in¬ 
formation  may  be  obtained  from  his  pages. 
— Coppee,  Henry,  1872,  English  Litera¬ 
ture,  p.  232. 

In  matters  of  religiousopinion,  Aubrey’s 
judgment  is  of  no  more  value  than  that  of 
any  social  gossip-monger  would  be  in  our 
own  day.  Tulloch,  John,  1872,  Rational 
Theology  and  Christian  Philosophy  in  Eng¬ 
land  in  the  Seventeenth  Century,  vol.  I,  p. 
206,  note. 

His  character  as  an  antiquary  has  been 
unworthily  traduced  by  Anthony  &  Wood, 
but  fully  vindicated  by  his  recent  editors 
and  biographers.  He  certainly  is  devoid 
of  literary  talent,  except  as  a  retailer  of 
anecdotes;  his  head  teems  with  particu¬ 
lars  which  he  lacks  the  faculty  to  reduce 
to  order  or  combine  into  a  whole.  As 
a  gossip,  however,  he  is  a  kind  of  immature 
Boswell ;  and  we  are  infinitely  beholden  to 
him  for  the  minute  but  vivid  traits  of 
Bacon,  Milton,  Raleigh,  Hobbes,  and 
other  great  men  preserved  in  his  “Min¬ 
utes  of  Lives.”  His  “Natural  History  of 
Wilts’’  is  full  of  quaint  lore,  and  one  need 
not  believe  in  spirits  to  enjoy  his  “Mis¬ 
cellanies.”  Half  the  charm  is  in  the  sim¬ 
ple  credulity  of  the  narrator. — Garnett, 
Richard,  1885,  Dictionary  of  National 
Biography,  vol.  II,  p.  245. 


The  Dictionaries  fail  to  tell  us  that  he 
was  about  as  credulous  an  old  goose  as 
one  could  hope  to  find  out  of  Gotham— an 
inveterate,  good-natured  gossip,  as  fond 
of  a  cock  and  bull  story,  and  as  certain  to 
adorn  it  (nihil  tetigit  quod  non  ornavit) 
as  the  very  latest  editor  of  Mr.  Joseph 
Miller  or  Barnum.  He  was  ready  to  be¬ 
lieve  the  ipse  dixit  of  any  one  mortal  man, 
woman,  or  child,  that  fell  in  his  way,  on 
any  subject  under  the  sun,  from  a  cure 
for  the  toothache  to  a  discourse  with  the 
Angel  Gabriel.  All  this,  however,  one 
has  to  find  out  for  oneself,  and  the  task 
is  an  easy  and  amusing  one,  by  simply 
wandering  pleasantly  through  one  of  his 
most  characteristic  books  just  now  repub¬ 
lished,  and  rightly  named  (“Miscellanies 
upon  various  subjects  ”) — Johns,  B.  G., 
1891,  John  Aubrey  of  Wilts,  The  Gentle¬ 
man's  Magazine ,  vol.  271,  p.  279. 

Aubrey’s  lives  supply  an  inviting  field 
for  comment,  correction,  and  addition. 
But,  even  so  treated,  they  will  never  be 
a  biographical  dictionary.  Their  value 
lies  not  in  statement  of  bibliographical  or 
other  facts,  but  in  their  remarkably 
vivid  personal  touches,  in  what  Aubrey 
had  seen  himself  and  what  his  friends  had 
told  him.— Clark,  Andrew,  1898,  ed., 
Brief  Lives,  Chiefly  of  Contemporaries,  by 
John  Aubrey,  Introduction,  vol.  I,  p.  7. 


Edward  Stillingfleet 

1635-1699 

Divine,  born  at  Cranborne,  17th  April  1635,  studied  at  St  John’s  College,  Cambridge, 
in  1653  obtained  a  fellowship,  and  in  1657  became  rector  of  Sutton  in  Bedfordshire. 
In  1659  appeared  his  “Irenicum,”  a  catholic  (perhaps  latitudinarian)  attempt  to 
find  a  basis  of  union  for  the  divided  church.  His  “Origines  Sacraj”  (1662),  fol¬ 
lowed  by  his  “  Rational  Account  of  the  Grounds  of  the  Protestant  Religion”  (1664),  a 
defence  of  the  Church  of  England  from  the  charge  of  schism,  led  to  rich  preferment. 
He  became  in  1665  rector  of  St.  Andrews,  Holborn,  chaplain  to  Charles  II.,  a  canon 
of  St.  Paul’s  (1670),  dean  (1678),  andafterthe  Revolution  Bishopof  Worcester.  He 
died  at  Westminster,  27th  March  1699.  Other  works  were  his  “Mischiefs  of  Separa¬ 
tion”  (1680);  “Origines  Britannicae,  or  Antiquities  of  the  British  Churches”  (1685); 
and  a  defence  of  the  doctrine  of  the  Trinity  (1697).  See  Life  prefixed  to  works  (6 
vols  1710). — Patrick  and  Groome,  cds.,  1897,  Chambers's  Biographical  Dictionary, 
p.  885. 


PERSONAL 
Thence  to  the  Chappell  and  heard  the 
famous  young  Stillingfleete,  whom  I  knew 
at  Cambridge,  and  is  now  newly  admitted 
one  of  the  King’s  chaplains;  and  was 
presented,  they  say,  to  my  Lord  Treas¬ 
urer  for  St.  Andrew’s,  Holborn,  where  he 
is  now  minister,  with  these  words,  that 


they  (the  Bishops  of  Canterbury,  London, 
and  another)  believed  he  is  the  ablest 
young  man  to  preach  the  Gospel  of  any 
since  the  Apostles.  He  did  make  the 
most  plain,  honest,  good,  grave  sermon, 
in  the  most  unconcerned  and  easy  yet  sub¬ 
stantial  manner,  that  ever  I  heard  in  my 
life,  upon  the  words  of  Samuel  to  the 
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people,  “Fear  the  Lord  in  truth  with  all 
your  heart,  and  remember  the  great 
things  that  he  hath  done  for  you."  It 
being  proper  to  this  day,  the  day  of  the 
King’s  Coronation. — Pepys,  Samuel, 
1665,  Diary,  April  23. 

Narcissus  Marsh,  archbishop  of  Arm¬ 
agh,  gave  2,500  libs,  for  bishop  Stilling- 
fleet’s  library,  which,  like  that  of  Dr.  Isaac 
Vossius,  was  suffered  to  go  out  of  the 
nation,  to  the  eternal  scandal  and  reproach 
of  it.  The  said  archbishop  has  built  a  noble 
repository  for  them. — Hearne,  Thomas, 
1705,  Reliquiae  Heamiance,  ed.  Bliss,  Nov. 
2,  vol.  I,  p.  49. 

Stillingfleet  was  a  man  of  much  more 
learning  [than  Tillotson],  but  of  a  more 
reserved  and  a  haughtier  temper.  .  .  . 

He  was  a  great  man  in  many  respects. 
He  knew  the  world  well,  and  was  esteemed 
a  very  wise  man.  ...  He  applied 
himself  much  to  the  study  of  the  law  and 
records,  and  the  original  of  our  constitu¬ 
tion,  and  was  a  very  extraordinary  man. 
—  Burnet,  Gilbert,  1715-34,  History  of 
My  Own  Time. 

If  the  clergy  of  England  had  been 
polled  for  the  selection  of  the  most  dis¬ 
tinguished  and  profound  divine  of  the  day, 
their  choice  would  probably  have  fallen 
on  Edward  Stillingfleet.  The  learned  Dr. 
Bentley,  his  friend  and  chaplain  for  four¬ 
teen  years,  scarcely  exaggerates  when  he 
says  of  the  Dean  of  St.  Paul’s,  “Even 
envy  itself  will  allow  him  to  be  the  glory 
of  our  Church  and  nation ;  who,  by  his 
vast  and  comprehensive  genius,  is  as  great 
in  all  parts  of  learning  as  the  greatest 
next  himself  are  in  any.” — Perry, 
George  G.,  1864,  History  of  the  Church  of 
England,  vol.  hi,  p.  82. 

GENERAL 

The  best  account  of  the  present  state 
of  our  tithes  .  .  .  is  lately  given  by 

the  most  learned  Bishop  Stillingfleet,  who 
never  fails  of  exhausting  whatever  subject 
he  pretends  to  treat  on. — Nicolson,  Will¬ 
iam,  1696-1714,  English  Historical  Li¬ 
brary. 

He.  in  his  youth,  writ  an  “Irenicum” 
for  healing  our  divisions,  with  so  much 
learning  and  moderation  that  it  was  es¬ 
teemed  a  masterpiece.  .  ,  .  The 
argument  was  managed  with  so  much 
learning  and  skill,  that  none  of  either  side 


ever  undertook  to  answer  it. — Burnet, 
Gilbert,  1715-34,  History  of  My  Own 
Time. 

Of  Locke  he  [Coleridge]  spoke,  as 
usual,  with  great  contempt,  that  is,  in 
reference  to  his  metaphysical  work.  He 
considered  him  as  having  led  to  the  de¬ 
struction  of  metaphysical  science  by  en¬ 
couraging  the  unlearned  public  to  think 
that  with  mere  common  sense  they  might 
dispense  with  disciplined  study.  He 
praised  Stillingfleet  as  Locke’s  opponent. 
— Robinson,  Henry  Crabb,  1810,  Diary, 
Dec.  23. 

If  it  be  true,  as  it  was  reported  at  the 
time,  that  the  Reverend  Prelate  died  from 
vexation  at  the  issue  of  the  contest  he  had 
engaged  in,  his  memory  as  a  metaphysi¬ 
cian  has  at  least  been  preserved  from 
oblivion  by  the  celebrity  of  his  antagonist, 
and  by  his  own  signal  defeat. — King, 
Lord,  1829,  The  Life  of  John  Locke ,  vol. 
i,  p.  359 

A  man  deeply  versed  in  ecclesiastical 
antiquity,  of  an  argumentative  mind,  ex¬ 
cellently  fitted  for  polemical  dispute,  but 
perhaps  by  those  habits  of  his  life  ren¬ 
dered  too  much  of  an  advocate  to  satisfy 
an  impartial  reader.  In  the  critical  reign 
of  James  II.,  he  may  be  considered  as  the 
leader  on  the  Protestant  side, — Hallam, 
Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction  to  the  Lit¬ 
erature  of  Europe,  pt.  iv,  ch.  ii,  par.  15. 

Stillingfleet,  again,  is  antiquarian,  for¬ 
mal,  and  controversial.  His  intellect  is 
acute,  hard,  and  ingenious,  ready  to  cope 
with  any  subject  and  any  opponent  that 
may  cross  his  path,  or  may  seem  to  him 
inimical  to  the  Church.  He  is  alert  alike 
against  the  Romanist,  the  Separatist,  and 
the  Rationalist — one  of  a  common  type  of 
theologians  bred  by  all  Churches,  who  de¬ 
light  to  go  forth  with  weapons  of  war 
against  all  assailants  of  official  orthodoxy 
and  official  privilege. — Tulloch,  John, 
1872,  Rational  Theology  and  Christian 
Philosophy  in  England  in  the  Seventeenth 
Century,  vol.  I,  p.  347. 

He  fought  against  Atheists,  Unitarians, 
Papists,  and  Dissenters,  and  rendered  dis¬ 
tinguished  service  to  his  cause.  His  best 
known  engagements  were  withDryden  and 
Locke.  Against  Dryden,  though  far  in¬ 
ferior  in  style,  he  had  the  best  of  the  ar¬ 
gument;  but  in  the  encounter  with  Locke 
he  sustained  a  defeat  so  signal  and  humil¬ 
iating  that  it  was  said  to  have  hastened 
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his  death.  He  wrote  with  great  vigour, 
but  his  expressions  are  neither  original 
nor  felicitous.  To  a  modern  reader  his 
manner  seems  too  arrogant  and  personal 
to  be  persuasive.  Although  Clarendon 
professes  himself  “exceedingly  delighted 
with  the  softness,  gentleness,  and  civility 
of  his  language,”  this  word-praise  is  not 
borne  out  by  facts ;  there  is  no  evidence 
that  he  had  Tillotson’s  power  of  bringing 
over  opponents. — Minto,  William,  1872- 
80,  Manual  of  English  Prose  p.  333. 

His  works  are  chiefly  argumentative; 
but  his  Sermons,  published  after  his  death, 
deservedly  bear  a  high  character  for  good 
sense,  sound  morality,  energy  of  style, 
and  the  knowledge  of  human  nature  which 
they  display. — Chambers,  Robert,  1876, 
Chambers's  Cyclopaedia  of  English  Litera¬ 
ture ;  cd.  Carruthers. 

As  he  confined  himself  closely  to  the 
particular  aspect  of  each  question  as  it 
presented  itself  in  his  own  day,  his  con¬ 
troversial  writings  have  now  little  more 
than  an  historical  interest.  They  differ 
in  this  respect  from  those  of  such  writers 
as  Waterland  and  Butler.  Waterland's 
writings  against  the  Arians  and  Socinians, 
and  Butler's  against  the  Deists,  have  a 
real  value  at  the  present  day ;  but  Stil- 


lingfleet’s  against  his  various  adversaries, 
though  nearly  as  able,  have,  from  the 
cause  above-mentioned,  lost  much  of  their 
value.  He  is  seen  at  his  best  in  his  ser¬ 
mons,  his  charges,  and  his  “Origines  Sacrae.” 
His  style  is  clear  and  nervous,  and  he  had 
a  lawyer-like  mind,  which  enabled  him  to 
marshall  his  arguments  with  great  force 
and  precision.  As  a  writer  of  good  Eng¬ 
lish  he  is  still  well  worth  reading ;  and 
therefore  his  name  cannot  be  omitted  in 
any  notice  of  English  Prose  writers. — 
Overton,  John  Henry,  1894,  English 
Prose ,  ed.  Craik,  vol.  Ill,  p.  256. 

His  learning  and  acuteness  amazed  his 
contemporaries.  He  appeared  as  the  an¬ 
tagonist  of  Locke,  and  the  defender  of 
Laud,  as  a  philosopher,  theologian,  and 
preacher,  and  in  all  with  distinguished 
success.  His  “Origines  Sacrae,”  an  as¬ 
sertion  of  the  Divine  authority  of  the 
Scriptures,  and  his  “Origines  Britan¬ 
nic®,”  are  still  referred  to;  and  it  must 
be  admitted  that  he  had  no  inconsiderable 
knowledge  of  antiquity,  both  literary  and 
historical.  But  his  work  was  not  of  a  na¬ 
ture  to  permanently  affect  posterity.  He 
served  his  age,  and  served  it  well.- — Hut¬ 
ton,  W.  H.,  1895,  Social  England ,  ed. 
Traill,  vol.  iv,  p.  418. 


Sir  William  Temple 

1628-1699 

Sir  William  Temple,  1628-1699.  Born,  in  Blackfriars,  1628.  At  schools  at  Penshurst 
and  Bishop's  Stortford,  till  1643.  Lived  at  home,  1643-45.  Matric.  Emmanuel  Coll., 
Camb.,  1645(  ?).  Travelled  on  Continent,  1647-53(  ?).  Married  Dorothy  Osborne,  1654. 
Member  of  Irish  Convention  at  Restoration,  1660.  M.  P.  for  Carlow,  1661.  Abroad 
on  business  of  State,  1665-69.  In  retirement  at  Sheen,  1669-73.  In  Holland  on 
State  business,  1673-76,  1678-79.  Retired  from  public  life,  1685.  Died  at  Moor  Park, 
Surrey,  27  Jan.  1699.  Works :  “Poems”  (under  initials :  SirW.  T.)  [1670?];  “Ob¬ 

servations  upon  the  United  Provinces  of  the  Netherlands,”  1672;  “Miscellanea” 
(anon.  )1680  ;  “Memoirs  of  what  past  in  Christendom  from.  .  .  .  1672.  .  .  . 

to  .  .  .  1679,”  1692;  “An  answer  to  a  scurrilous  pamphlet”  (anon.;  attrib. 

to  Temple),  1693;  “An  Essay  upon  Taxes”  (anon.),  1693;  “An  Introduction  to  the 
History  of  England,”  1695.  Posthumous :  “Letters  written  by  Sir  W.  Temple  during 
his  being  Ambassador  at  the  Hague,”  ed.  by  D.  Jones,  1699;  “Letters  written  .  .  . 
both  at  home  and  abroad,”  ed.  by  J.  Swift  (3  vols.),  1700-03;  “Miscellanea  (2nd 
ser.),  ed  by  J.  Swift,  1701.  Collected  Works:  ed.  by  J.  Swift  (2  vols.),  1720. — 
Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors ,  p.  277. 

PERSONAL 

He  died  at  one  o’clock  this  morning, 

27th  January,  1698-9,  and  with  him  all 
that  was  good  and  amiable  among  men. — 

Swift,  Jonathan,  1699,  Journal. 

A  diplomatist  and  man  of  the  world. 


prudent,  wise,  and  polite,  gifted  with 
tact  in  conversation  and  in  business,  ex¬ 
pert  in  the  knowledge  of  the  times,  and 
in  not  compromising  himself,  adroit  in 
pressing  forward  and  in  standing  aside, 
who  knew  how  to  attract  to  himself  the 
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favour  and  the  expectations  of  England, 
to  obtain  the  eulogies  of  men  of  letters, 
of  savants,  of  politicians,  of  the  people, 
to  gain  a  European  reputation,  to  win  all 
the  crowns  appropriated  to  science,  pa¬ 
triotism,  virtue,  genius,  without  having 
too  much  of  science,  patriotism,  genius, 
or  virtue. — Taine,  H.  A.,  1871,  History 
of  English  Literature,  tr.  Van  Laun,  vol. 
I,  bk.  iii,  ch.  i,  p .  492. 

Moor  Park,  the  country  home  of  Sir 
William  Temple,  stood  not  far  from  Lon¬ 
don,  in  a  pleasant  landscape,  surrounded 
by  its  trim  lawns  and  productive  gardens. 
The  house  was  plain;  its  owner  was  not 
wealthy;  but  he  was  famous  for  honesty 
in  politics,  for  his  success  in  cultivating 
fruits  and  vegetables,  andforsomo  knowl¬ 
edge  of  the  classics,  lie  wrote  essays 
that  are  scarcely  remembered,  and  pro¬ 
duced  grapes  and  peaches  that  were  prob¬ 
ably  much  better  appreciated  by  his 
friend  Charles  II.  or  William  III.  Moor 
Park  itself,  and  perhaps  its  owner,  would 
long  since  have  been  forgotten  had  it  not 
contained  within  its  quiet  shelter  a  dark 
and  turbid  genius,  slowly  struggling  up¬ 
ward  to  renown,  and  a  pale  and  thought¬ 
ful  girl,  studious  at  once  and  beautiful, 
whose  name  and  fate  were  never  to  be 
separated  from  that  of  her  modern  Abel¬ 
ard.— Lawrence,  Eugene,  1872,  The 
Days  of  Queen  Anne,  Harper's  Magazine, 
vol.  44,  p.  405. 

“Sir  William  Temple’s  person,”  says 
the  nameless  writer  of  ‘‘a  short  charac¬ 
ter”  prefixed  to  his  works,  ‘‘is  best 
known  by  his  pictures  and  prints.  He 
was  rather  tall  than  low;  his  shape,  when 
young,  very  exact ;  his  hair  a  dark  brown, 
and  curled  naturally,  and,  whilst  that  was 
esteemed  a  beauty,  nobody  had  it  in 
greater  perfection;  his  eyes  grey,  but 
lively;  and  his  body,  lean,  but  extreme 
active,  so  that  none  acquitted  them¬ 
selves  better  at  all  sorts  of  exercise.” 
What  principally  strikes  us  in  Temple’s 
intellect  is  its  singular  measure,  solidity, 
sagacity.  In  negotiating  he  timed  his 
movements  with  admirable  skill ;  he  suc¬ 
ceeded  in  whatever  he  undertook;  he  was 
the  author  of  the  most  famous  alliance  in 
that  generation,  and  nobody  has  detected 
a  flaw  in  his  plans,  or  proved  that  in  his 
diplomacy  he  should  have  acted  otherwise 
than  he  did.  The  same  sagacity  appears 
in  his  political  speculations;  he  keeps 


close  to  the  facts,  and  does  not  begin  to 
speculate  till  he  has  mastered  them. 
Such  he  was  as  a  man  of  practice  and  a 
thinker,  attempting  comparatively  little, 
and  doing  what  he  attempted  with  thor¬ 
oughness.  When  we  view  him  on  the 
aesthetic  side,  we  see  the  same  charac¬ 
teristic  appearing  in  the  shape  of  refined 
taste.  lie  did  not  attempt  works  of  the 
imagination,  but  he  studied  the  beauties 
of  order  and  finished  rhythm,  and  even  in 
his  most  didactic  compositions  the  lan¬ 
guage  and  the  similitudes  have  a  refined 
elevation.— Minto,  William,  1872-80, 
Manual  of  English  Prose  Literature,  p. 
314. 

Throughout  his  whole  career,  the  con¬ 
duct  of  Sir  William  Temple  was  marked 
by  a  cautious  regard  for  his  personal 
comfort  and  reputation ;  which  strongly 
disposed  him  to  avoid  risks  of  every  kind, 
and  to  stand  aloof  from  public  business 
where  the  exercise  of  eminent  courage 
and  decision  was  required.  His  character 
as  a  patriot  is  therefore  not  one  which 
calls  for  high  admiration;  though  it 
ought  to  be  remarked  in  his  favour,  that 
as  he  seems  to  have  had  a  lively  conscious¬ 
ness  that  neither  his  abilities  nor  dis¬ 
positions  fitted  him  for  vigorous  action  in 
stormy  times,  he  probably  acted  with  pru¬ 
dence  m  withdrawing  from  a  field  in 
which  he  would  have  only  been  mortified 
by  failure,  and  done  harm  instead  of  good 
to  the  public.  Being  subject  to  frequent 
attacks  of  low  spirits,  he  might  have  been 
disabled  for  action  by  the  very  emergen¬ 
cies  which  demanded  the  greatest  mental 
energy  and  self-possession.  But  as  an 
adviser,  he  was  enlightened,  safe  and 
sagacious.  As  a  private  character,  Sir 
William  was  respectable  and  decorous : 
his  temper,  naturally  haughty  and  un- 
amiable,  was  generally  kept  under  good 
regulation ;  and  among  his  foibles,  vanity 
was  the  most  prominent. — CHAMBERS, 
Robert,  1876,  Cyclopaedia  of  English  Lit¬ 
erature,  ed.  Carruthers. 

He  had  great  dignity;  he  had  wealth; 
a  sort  of  earlier  Edward  Everett — as  pol¬ 
ished  and  cold  and  well-meaning  and  fas¬ 
tidious  ;  looking  rather  more  to  the  ele¬ 
gance  of  his  speech  than  to  the  burden  of 
it;  always  making  show  of  Classicism — 
nothing  if  not  correct;  cautious;  keeping 
well  out  of  harm’s  way,  and  all  pugna¬ 
cious  expressions  of  opinion  ;  courteous  to 
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strong  Churchmen  ;  courteous  to  Papists  ; 
bowing  low  to  my  Lady  Castlemaine; 
very  considerate  of  Cromwellians  who 
had  power ;  moulding  his  habit  and 
speech  so  as  to  show  no  ugly  angles  of 
opinion  anywhere,  but  only  such  conven¬ 
ient  roundness  as  would  roll  along  life’s 
level  easily  to  the  very  end.— Mitchell, 
Donald  G.,  1890.  English  Lands  Letters 
and  Kings,  from  Elizabeth  to  Anne ,  p.  225. 

Sir  William  himself,  in  his  youthful 
days,  had  been  one  of  Sacharissa’s  most 
ardont  admirers,  and  made  no  secret  of 
the  regard  he  retained  for  her  in  later 
days.  His  betrothed  bride  often  alludes 
playfully  to  his  silent  adoration  of  this 
fair  lady,  in  whom  all  perfections  were 
supposed  to  meet.  If  she  praises  Lady 
Ann  Wentworth,  who  she  calls  the  finest 
lady  she  knows,  she  hastens  to  add,  with 
that  arch  smile  wo  know  so  well,  “ One 
always  excepted.”  and  when  she  sends 
her  lover  her  own  portrait,  at  his  re¬ 
quest,  begs  that  it  may  not  presume  to 
disturb  my  Lady  Sunderland’s  which  al¬ 
ways  hangs  in  his  closet. — Cartwright, 
Julia  (Mrs.  Henry  Ady),  1893,  Sachar- 
issa,  Some  Account  of  Dorothy  Sidney, 
Countess  of  Sunderland,  p.  64. 

GENERAL 

In  my  first  setting  out,  I  never  read  any 
Art  of  Logic  or  Rhetoric.  I  met  with 
Locke,  he  was  quite  insipid  to  me.  I 
read  Sir  William  Temple’s  “Essays”  too 
then,  but  whenever  there  was  anything 
political  in  them,  I  had  no  manner  of  feel¬ 
ing  for  it. — Pope,  Alexander,  1737-39, 
Spence's  Anecdotes,  ed.  Singer ,  p.  151. 

Wrote  always  like  a  man  of  sense  and 
a  gentleman;  and  his  style  is  the  model 
by  which  the  best  prose  writers  in  the 
reign  of  Queen  Anne  formed  theirs. 
—Goldsmith,  Oliver,  1759,  The  Bee, 
No.  8,  Nov.  24. 

Of  all  the  considerable  writers  of  this 
age.  Sir  William  Temple  is  almost  the 
only  one  that  kept  himself  altogether  un¬ 
polluted  by  that  inundation  of  vice  and 
licentiousness  which  overwhelmed  the  na¬ 
tion.  The  style  of  this  author,  although 
extremely  negligent,  and  even  infected 
with  foreign  idioms,  is  agreeable  and  in¬ 
teresting,  That  mixture  of  vanity  which 
appears  in  his  works  is  rather  a  recom¬ 
mendation  to  them.  By  means  of  it  we 
enter  into  acquaintance  with  the  character 


of  the  author,  full  of  honour  and  hu¬ 
manity,  and  fancy  that  we  are  engaged, 
not  in  the  perusal  of  a  book,  but  in  con¬ 
versation  with  a  companion. — Hume. 
David,  1762,  History  of  England,  James 
II. ,  ch.  Ixxi. 

Sir  William  Temple  was  the  first  writer 
who  gave  cadence  to  English  prose.  Be¬ 
fore  this  time  they  were  careless  of  ar¬ 
rangement,  and  did  not  mind  whether  a 
sentence  ended  with  an  important  word 
or  an  insignificant  word,  or  with  what 
part  of  speech  it  was  concluded. — John¬ 
son,  Samuel,  1778,  Life  by  Boswell. 

Temple  is  a  very  sensible  writer,  and 
draws  more  from  his  own  stock  of  obser¬ 
vation  and  reflection  than  is  usual  with 
the  writers  of  the  present  day.  .  .  . 

Temple,  whatever  topic  he  treats,  always 
entertains  :  he  has  an  easy  regular  stream 
of  good  sense,  which  never  overflows,  or 
fails,  or  stagnates.— Green,  Thomas, 
1779-1810,  Diary  of  a  Lover  of  Literature. 

Sir  William  Temple  is  another  remark¬ 
able  writer  in  the  style  of  simplicity.  In 
point  of  ornament  and  correctness,  h« 
rises  a  degree  above  Tillotson ;  though  i 
for  correctness,  he  is  not  in  the  highest 
rank.  All  is  easy  and  flowing  in  him;  he 
is  exceedingly  harmonious;  smoothness, 
and  what  may  be  called  amenity,  are  the 
distinguishing  characters  of  his  manner; 
relaxing,  sometimes,  as  such  a  manner 
will  naturally  do,  into  a  prolix  and  remias 
style.  No  writer  whatever  has  stamped 
upon  his  style  a  more  lively  impression  of 
his  own  character.  In  reading  his  works, 
we  seem  engaged  in  conversation  with 
him  ;  we  become  thoroughly  acquainted 
with  him,  not  merely  as  an  author,  but 
as  a  man ;  and  contract  a  friendship  for 
him.  He  may  be  classed  as  standing  in 
the  middle,  between  a  negligent  simplic¬ 
ity,  and  the  highest  degree  of  ornament, 
which  this  character  of  style  admits. — 
Blair,  Hugh,  1783,  Lectures  on  Rhetoric 
and  Belles-Lettres,  ed.  Mills,  Lecture  xix, 

p.  208. 

I  have  heard  that,  among  works  of 
prose.  Pope  was  most  fond  of  the  second 
part  of  Sir  William  Temple’s-  “Miscel¬ 
lanies.’*— Warton,  Joseph,  1797,  ed., 
Pope's  Works,  vol.  I,  Preface,  p.  3. 

Swift  represents  him  as  having  brought 
English  style  to  perfection.  Hume,  I 
think,  mentions  him  ;  but  of  late  he  is  not 
often  spoken  of  as  one  of  the  reformers 
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of  our  style— this,  however,  he  certainly 
was.  The  structure  of  his  style  is  per¬ 
fectly  modern ;  and  I  have  not  marked 
above  half  a  dozen  words  that  are  become 
obsolete.  He  has,  indeed,  several  galli¬ 
cisms,  but  they  are  chiefly  in  letters,  writ¬ 
ten  in  Flanders  and  Holland,  when  he  was 
every  day  speaking  French. — Mackintosh, 
Sir  James,  1812,  Diary,  Life,  ed.  Mackin¬ 
tosh ,  vol.  ii,  p.  204. 

The  day  light  of  pure  taste  rose,  when 
Sir  William  Temple  put  his  pen  to  paper, 
and  committed  his  lucubrations  to  the 
press.  On  every  account  I  recommend 
his  Works  to  a  conspicuous  place  in  the 
library  of  every  youthful  and  aged  person, 
who  has  the  literary  renown  of  his  coun¬ 
try  at  heart.  Temple  was  among  the 
earliest  of  the  polishers  of  our  prose;  and 
bringing  to  his  works  liberal  principles, 
a  cultivated  taste,  and  a  kind  heart,  it  is 
not  to  be  wondered  at  that  his  popularity 
has  been  so  great,  as  it  is  generally  al¬ 
lowed  to  be. —Dibdin,  Thomas  Frognall, 
1824,  The  Library  Companion,  p.  602. 

It  is  an  ordinary  criticism,  that  my 
Lord  Shaftesbury,  and  Sir  William  Tem¬ 
ple,  are  models  of  the  genteei  style  in 
writing.  We  should  prefer  saying — -of 
the  lordly,  and  the  gentlemanly.  Noth¬ 
ing  can  be  more  unlike  than  the  inflated 
finical  rhapsodies  of  Shaftesbury,  and  the 
plain  natural  chit-chat  of  Temple.  The 
man  of  rank  is  discernible  in  both  writers; 
but  in  the  one  it  is  only  insinuated  grace¬ 
fully,  in  the  other  it  stands  out  offen¬ 
sively.  The  peer  seems  to  have  written 
with  his  coronet  on,  and  his  Earl’s  man¬ 
tle  before  him ;  the  commoner  in  his  el¬ 
bow  chair  and  undress.  —What  can  be 
more  pleasant  than  the  way  in  which  the 
retired  statesman  peeps  out  in  the  essays, 
penned  by  the  latter  in  his  delightful  re¬ 
treat  at  Shene  ?  They  scent  of  Nimeguen, 
and  the  Hague.  Scarce  an  authority  is 
quoted  under  an  ambassador. — Lamb, 
Charles,  1825?  The  Genteel  Style  in 
Writing. 

The  style  of  his  essays  is,  on  the  whole, 
excellent, — almost  always  pleasing,  and 
now  and  then  stately  and  splendid.  The 
matter  is  generally  of  much  less  value. 

He  was  no  profound  thinker. 
He  was  merely  a  man  of  lively  parts  and 
quick  observation, — a  man  of  the  world 
amongst  men  of  letters, — a  man  of  let¬ 
ters  amongst  men  of  the  world.  Mere 


scholars  were  dazzled  by  the  embassador 
and  cabinet  councillor;  mere  politicians 
by  the  essayist  and  historian.  But  neither 
as  a  writer  nor  as  a  statesman  can  we  al¬ 
lot  to  him  any  very  high  place.  As  a 
man,  ho  seems  to  us  to  have  been  exces¬ 
sively  selfish,  but  very  sober,  wary,  and 
far-sighted  in  his  selfishness ; — to  have 
known  better  than  most  people  know  what 
he  really  wanted  in  life;  and  to  have  pur¬ 
sued  what  he  wanted  with  much  more 
than  ordinary  steadiness  and  sagacity  ; — 
never  suffering  himself  to  be  drawn  aside 
either  by  bad  or  by  good  feelings.  It 
was  his  constitution  to  dread  failure  more 
than  he  desired  success,  to  prefer  secu¬ 
rity,  comfort,  repose,  leisure,  to  the  tur¬ 
moil  and  anxiety  which  aro  inseparable 
from  greatness  ; — and  this  natural  languor 
of  mind,  w’hen  contrasted  with  the  malig¬ 
nant  energy  of  the  keen  and  restless  spir¬ 
its  among  whom  his  lot  was  cast,  some¬ 
times  appears  to  resemble  the  moderation 
of  virtue.  But  we  must  own,  that  he 
seems  to  us  to  sink  into  littleness  and 
meanness  when  we  compare  him — we  do 
not  say  with  any  high  ideal  standard  of 
morality, — but  with  many  of  those  frail 
men  who,  aiming  at  noble  ends,  but  often 
drawn  from  the  right  path  by  strong  pas¬ 
sions  and  strong  temptations,  have  left  to 
posterity  a  doubtful  and  checkered  fame. 
—Macaulay,  Thomas  Babington,  1836, 
Sir  William  Temple,  Edinburgh.  Review ; 
Critical  and  Miscellaneous  Essays. 

Next  to  Dryden,  the  second  place  among 
the  polite  writers  of  the  period  from  the 
Restoration  to  the  end  of  the  century  has 
commonly  been  given  to  Sir  William  Tem¬ 
ple.  His  “Miscellanies,”  to  which  prin¬ 
cipally  this  praise  belongs,  are  not  recom¬ 
mended  by  more  erudition  than  a  retired 
statesman  might  acquire  with  no  great 
expense  of  time,  nor  by  much  originality 
of  reflection.  But,  if  Temple  has  not 
profound  knowledge,  he  turns  all  he  pos¬ 
sesses  well  to  account;  if  his  thoughts 
are  not  very  striking,  they  are  commonly 
just.  He  has  less  eloquence  than  Boling- 
broke,  but  is  also  free  from  his  restless¬ 
ness  and  ostentation.  Much  also,  which 
now  appears  superficial  in  Temple’s  histor¬ 
ical  surveys,  was  far  less  familiar  in  his 
age  :  he  has  the  merit  of  a  comprehensive 
and  a  candid  mind.  His  style,  to  which 
we  should  particularly  refer,  will  be  found, 
in  comparison  with  his  contemporaries. 
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highly  polished,  and  sustained  with 
more  equability  than  they  preserve,  re¬ 
mote  from  any  thing  either  pedantic  or 
humble.  The  periods  are  studiously 
rhythmic.al ;  yet  they  want  the  variety 
and  peculiar  charm  that  we  admire  in 
those  of  Dryden.— Hallam,  Henry,  1837- 
39,  Introduction  to  the  Literature  of  Eu¬ 
rope,  pt.  iv,  ck.  vii,  par.  42. 

Sir  William  Temple  was  the  D’Ossat  of 
England  ;  but  in  the  views  and  the  style 
of  his  “Observations.  ”  his  “Miscellaneous 
Works,”  and  his  “Memoirs,”  he  is  far 
inferior  to  our  diplomatist. — Chateau¬ 
briand,  Franqois  Ken£,  Vicomte  de, 
1837,  Sketches  of  English  Literature,  vol. 
II,  p.  195. 

His  mode  as  an  author  agrees  with  his 
maxims  as  a  politician.  His  principles 
and  style  are  homogeneous;  a  genuine 
diplomatist,  such  as  one  meets  in  the 
drawing-rooms,  having  probed  Europe  and 
touched  every  where  the  bottom  of  things; 
tired  of  everything,  especially  of  enthu¬ 
siasm,  admirable  in  an  arm-chair  or  at  a 
levee,  a  good  story-teller,  waggish  if 
need  were,  but  in  moderation,  accom¬ 
plished  in  the  art  of  maintaining  the  dig¬ 
nity  of  his  station  and  of  enjoying  him¬ 
self.— Tain  E,  H.  A.,  1871,  History  of 
English  Literature,  tr.  Van  Laun,  vol.  I, 
bk.  iii,  ch.  i,  p  492. 

He  seems  to  have  been  a  man  of  deep 
tenderness  and  strong  personal  feelings, 
a  great  favourite  with  children,  a  pas¬ 
sionate  lover,  a  fond  husband,  a  constant 
friend.  As  his  likes  were  strong,  so  were 
his  dislikes;  he  had  such  an  aversion  for 
some  men  as  to  be  impatient  of  their  con¬ 
versation.  Minto,  William,  1872-80, 
Manual  of  English  Prose  Literature,  p. 
314. 

'When  the  critical  admirers  of  the  prose 
style  of  Sir  William  Temple  ask  us  to  be¬ 
lieve  that  the  distinguished  diplomate 
‘ ‘advanced  our  English  tongue  to  as  great 
a  perfection  as  it  well  can  bear,”  they 
ask  too  much.  In  marking  the  progress 
and  development  of  English  prose  style 
from  the  overcharged  rhetoric  of  the  six¬ 
teenth  century  to  a  more  simple  and  per¬ 
spicuous  arrangement  of  sentences,  Tem¬ 
ple  was  no  doubt  an  important  unit;  but 
Cowley,  Tillotson,  Barrow,  Jeremy  Taylor, 
Dryden,  and  Locke  also  contributed,  in 
their  several  degrees  of  excellence,  to 
create  a  new  standard  of  refinement  and 


verpal  purity  in  our  language.  The  ele¬ 
gance  and  naivete  of  Sir  William  Temple’s 
style  are  illustrated  nowhere  better  than 
in  his  letters.  He  had  a  happy  knack  of 
suiting  his  manner  and  wording  to  the 
character  of  the  person  addressed. — 
Scoones,  W.  Baptiste,  1880,  Four  Cen¬ 
turies  of  English  Letters,  p.  122. 

As  an  author  he  ranks  high,  not  so 
much  because  his  works  show  great  power 
of  genius,  as  because  he  was  one  of  the 
first  to  obtain  a  mastery  over  the  great 
and  difficult  art  of  English  prose  composi¬ 
tion. — Nicoll,  Henry  J.,  1882,  Land¬ 
marks  of  English  Literature ,  p.  164. 

In  a  treatise  on  “Ancient  and  Modern 
Learning,”  written  in  his  most  chaste  and 
dignified  prose,  he  supported  the  cause  of 
the  Ancients.  Avowedly  the  essay  is 
rather  literary  than  critical :  and  here 
and  there  remarks  are  introduced  which 
give  a  graceful  turn  to  the  paragraphs 
but  could  hardly  be  gravely  employed  a 
arguments  in  the  controversy.  Legendar, 
resources  are  drawn  upon  so  as  to  embel¬ 
lish  with  something  of  biographical  detail 
what  are  little  more  than  names  in  ancient 
literature.  In  many  passages  Temple  has 
doubtless  laid  himself  open  to  the  ridicule 
which  has  been  thrown  upon  him  with 
much  skill,  but  little  measure,  by  Lord 
Macaulay.  But  the  intention  of  the  essay 
has  been  purposely  distorted  by  Macaulay. 
Appeals  made  by  Temple  to  the  general 
impressions  which  are  to  be  drawn  from 
classical  legends  or  literature,  are  twisted 
by  Macaulay  into  positive  assertions 
falsely  claiming  historical  basis. 

The  treatise  is  of  little  value  save  for  its 
gracefulness  of  language  and  tone,  but  it 
served  very  well  to  give  to  English  read¬ 
ers  an  introduction  to  a  topic  in  the  liter¬ 
ature  of  their  more  polite  and  facile 
neighbours.  What  it  wants  in  criticism, 
it  here  and  there  supplies  by  a  humour 
which  Macaulay  leaves  out  of  sight. — • 
Crajk,  Henry,  1882,  The  Life  of  Jonathan 
Swift,  pp.  64,  65. 

It  is  the  fault  of  Temple’s  discourses 
that  they  are  too  much  like  popular  lec¬ 
tures  by  a  very  ignorant  man  who  pre¬ 
sumes  upon  his  genteel  appearance  and 
elegant  delivery.  There  are  no  produc¬ 
tions  which  must  be  read  more  exclusively 
for  their  manner  and  not  for  their  matter. 
Temple  tells  us  nothing  very  agreeably, 
and  then,  while  we  are  applauding,  he 
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dares  to  assert  that  there  is  no  more  for 
us  to  know.  He  was  not  a  scholar,  nor  a 
critic,  nor  a  geographer,  nor  even  a 
botanist,  and  yet  scholarship,  criticism, 
geography,  and  botany,  are  the  themes  of 
his  four  principal  essays.  His  discourse 
on  learning,  by  a  man  who  could  not  con¬ 
strue  a  page  of  Greek,  set  Bentley  lashing 
his  aides,  and  woke  a  din  in  which  the 
clear  falsetto  of  Temple  was  entirely 
drowned.  Nevertheless,  Temple  is  emi¬ 
nently  readable.  We  forgive  his  paren¬ 
tal  condescension,  his  patent  ignorance, 
in  the  delight  and  surprise  of  his  modern 
tone.  When  he  babbles  of  his  oranges  and 
his  figs,  and  says  he  must  leave  the  flow¬ 
ers  to  the  ladies;  when  he  talks  of  a 
friend  of  his  who  has  a  gamekeeper  who 
is  a  Rosicrucian,  and  a  laundress  who  is 
firm  in  the  philosophy  of  Epicurus ;  when 
he  laughs  and  sparkles  over  his  runic  non¬ 
sense  and  his  Phalaris  forgeries  like  some 
fine  blue-stocking  in  a  Congreve  comedy 
—we  feel  that  English  prose  has  come  to 
the  birth,  and  that  here  is  a  man  at  last 
who  can  write  about  Nothing  like  a  gen¬ 
tleman. — Gosse,  Edmund,  1888,  A  His¬ 
tory  of  Eighteenth  Century  Literature,  p. 
87. 

If  wise  as  a  serpent  he  was  timid  as  a 
dove.  .  .  .  Temple's  memoirs  give  a 

lively  picture  of  the  mortifications  he 
underwent  as  he  gradually  dwindled  into 
a  cipher.  ...  At  length  he  escaped  to 
his  books  and  gardens,  and  spent  the  rest 
of  his  life  in  the  enjoyment  of  a  character 
for  consummate  statesmanship,  which 
he  took  care  never  to  bring  to  the  test. 
Wisdom  and  virtue  he  certainly  did  pos¬ 
sess,  but  both  with  him  were  too  much  of 
the  self-regarding  order.  His  claims  to 
rank  as  a  restorer  of  English  prose  are 
better  founded,  though  these,  too,  have 
been  exaggerated.  Johnson’s  assertion 
that  Temple  was  the  first  writer  who  at¬ 
tended  to  cadence  in  English  prose  merely 
evinces  how  completely  the  power  of  ap¬ 
preciating  the  grand  harmonies  of  the 
Elizabethan  period  had  died  out  in  the 
eighteenth  century.  He  must,  notwith¬ 
standing,  be  allowed  an  honourable  place 
among  those  who  have  rendered  English 
prose  lucid,  symmetrical,  and  adapted  for 
business;  and  Macaulay  has  justly  pointed 
out  that  the  apparent  length  of  his  sen¬ 
tences  is  mainly  a  matter  of  punctua¬ 
tion.  The  elegance  of  the  writer,  and  the 


egotistic  caution  of  the  man,  are  excel¬ 
lently  represented  by  the  concluding  pas¬ 
sage  of  his  “Memoirs.  ” — Garnett,  Rich¬ 
ard,  1895,  The  Age  of  Dry  den,  p.  191, 

His  style,  at  its  best  extremely  engag¬ 
ing,  manifests  the  new  form — plain,  but 
carefully  balanced  and  polished.  From 
the  agreeable  nature  of  the  subjects,  and 
the  air  of  gentlemanly  but  not  too  patron¬ 
ising  condescension  which  it  displays,  it 
exercised  great  influence  on  a  generation 
which  thoroughly  respected  “quality." 
Once  (in  the  thousand  times  quoted 
close  of  his  “Essay  on  Poetry”)  Temple 
went  higher  than  Dryden,  higher  than  any 
one  of  his  own  school,  in  developing  the 
music  of  prose  ;  in  the  context  of  this  and 
in  many  other  places  he  goes  very  high. 
— Saintsdury,  George,  1898,  A  Short 
History  of  English  Literature,  p.  510. 

As  a  writer,  apart  from  a  weakness  for 
gallicisms,  which  he  admitted  and  tried 
to  correct,  his  prose  marked  a  develop¬ 
ment  in  the  direction  of  refinement,  rhyth¬ 
mical  finish,  and  emancipation  from  the 
pedantry  of  long  parentheses  and  super¬ 
fluous  quotations.  He  was  also  a  pioneer 
in  the  judicious  use  of  the  paragraph. 
Hallam,  ignoring  Halifax,  would  assign 
him  the  second  place,  after  Dryden, 
among  the  polite  authors  of  his  epoch. 
Swift  gave  expression  to  the  belief  that 
he  had  advanced  our  English  tongue  to  as 
great  a  perfection  as  it  could  well  bear; 
Chesterfield  recommended  him  to  his  son; 
Dr.  Johnson  spoke  of  him  as  the  first 
writer  to  give  cadence  to  the  English  lan¬ 
guage  ;  and  Lamb  praises  him  delightfully 
in  his  “Essay  on  the  Genteel  Style.” 
During  the  eighteenth  century  his  essays 
were  used  as  exercises  and  models.  But 
the  progress  made  during  the  last  half- 
century  in  the  direction  of  the  sovereign 
prose  quality  of  limpidity  has  not  been 
favourable  to  Temple’s  literary  reputation, 
and  in  the  future  it  is  probable  that  his 
“Letters”  and  “Memoirs”  will  be  valued 
chiefly  by  the  historian,  while  his  “Essays” 
will  remain  interesting  primarily  for  the 
picture  they  afford  of  the  cultured  gen¬ 
tleman  of  the  period.  A  few  noble  simi¬ 
les,  however,  and  those  majestic  words  of 
consolation  addressed  to  Lady  Essex,  de¬ 
serve  and  will  find  a  place  among  the  con¬ 
secrated  passages  of  English  prose.— SeC- 
combe,  Thomas,  1898,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography ,  vol.  LVI,  p.  51. 
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Joseph  Beaumont 

1616-1699 

Joseph  Beaumont,  D.D.,  1615-1699,  a  descendant  of  the  ancient  family  of  the  name 
in  Leicestershire,  was  entered  at  Peterhouse,  Cambridge,  at  the  age  of  16.  He  was 
elected  Fellow  and  tutor,  but  was  ejected  in  1643,  In  1663  he  became  master  of  his 
college.  He  attacked  Dr.  Henry  More’s  work,  “The  Mystery  of  Godliness,  ”  published 
in  1665,  and  for  his  zeal  received  the  thanks  of  the  university,  which  elected  him  Pro¬ 
fessor  of  Divinity  His  Poems  in  English  and  Latin  were  published  in  1749,  4to,  with 
an  Appendix  containing  comments  on  the  Epistle  to  the  Colossians.  .  .  .  His 

principal  work  was  “Psyche,  or  Love's  Mystery,”  in  24  cantos,  displaying  the  Inter¬ 
course  between  Christ  and  the  Soul.  This  was  begun  in  April,  1647,  finished  before 
the  end  of  March,  1648.  and  published  in  the  same  year,  folio.  This  poem  was  once 
very  popular,  but  has  been  long  neglected. — Alubone,  S.  Austin,  1854-58,  Diction¬ 
ary  of  English  Literature ,  vol.  I,  p.  151. 


GENERAL 

This  allegorical  poem  (“Psyche”)  was 
not  without  its  admirers  in  the  last  age. 
Giles  Jacob  calls  it  an  invaluable  work. 
—Granger,  James,  1769-1824,  Biograph¬ 
ical  History  of  England ,  vol.  v,  p.  44. 

In  his  capacity  as  author  of  “Psyche,” 
Beaumont  is  a  forgotten  rather  than 
an  “overlooked”  poet.  The  work  is  said 
to  have  been  once  popular,  and  went 
through  at  least  two  editions  folio;  but 
readers  of  more  recent  days  seldom  have 
time  or  patience  to  grapple  with  so  im¬ 
moderate  a  task,  and  it  is  perhaps  not  sur¬ 
prising  that  even  special  students  and 
compilers  of  the  sacred  poetry  of  that  age 
have  generally  ignored  it.  .  .  .  How¬ 
ever  much  a  poet  by  nature,  he  was  rather 
a  scholar  by  choice:  he  cared  more  for 
making  acquaintance  with  the  children  of 
other  men’s  brains  than  for  begetting  or 
nourishing  any  of  his  own :  the  creative 
fire  in  him  was  smothered  under  so  great 
a  weight  of  paper  and  leather.  For  nearly 
his  last  half-century,  he  wrote  no  verses 
(unless  a  few  in  Latin),  nor  seems  to  have 
bestowed  a  thought  on  those  he  had  writ¬ 
ten  before.  When  a  man  is  thus  careless 
of  his  literary  fame,  he  cannot  expect 
others  to  be  more  careful ;  and  in  some 
cases  the  loss  may  be,  and  is,  the  world’s 
as  well  as  his  own. — BIRD,  F.  M.,  1870,  An 
Overlooked  Poet,  Hours  at  Home,  vol.  11, 
pp.  561,  564. 

In  1644  he  was  one  of  the  royalist  fellows 
ejected  from  Cambridge,  and  he  retired 
to  his  old  home  at  Hadleigh,  where  he 
sat  down  to  write  his  epic  poem  of 
“Psyche.”  As  this  is  of  very  great 
length,  extending  in  its  first  form  to 
twenty  cantos,  it  is  surprising  to  learn 
that  its  composition  occupied  Beaumont 


only  eleven  months. — Gosse,  Edmund, 
1885,  Dictionary  of  National  Biography, 
vol.  iv,  p.  61. 

Beaumont,  a  strong  cavalier  and  an  or¬ 
thodox  churchman,  was  a  kind  of  adver¬ 
sary  of  More’s,  whose  length  and  quaint¬ 
ness  he  has  exceeded,  while  he  has  almost 
rivalled  his  learning  in  “Psyche,  o’ 
Love's  Mystery,”  a  religious  poem  o 
huge  dimensions,  first  published  in  1648 
and  later  in  1702.  Beaumont,  as  both 
fragments  of  this  vast  thing  and  his  minor 
poems  show,  had  fancy,  taste,  and  almost 
genius  on  opportunity ;  but  the  prevailing 
mistake  of  his  school,  the  idea  that  poetry 
is  a  fit  vehicle  for  merely  prosaic  expres¬ 
sion,  is  painfully  appparent  in  him. — 
Saintsbury,  George,  1887,  History  cf 
Elizabethan  Literature,  p.  379. 

To  Dr.  Beaumont  belongs  the  honour  of 
having  written  the  longest  poem  in  the 
English  language.  .  .  .  The  poem  is 

marked  by  much  facility  of  expression, 
and  some  power  of  imagery ;  but  most  of 
all  by  earnest  religious  feeling,  touched 
with  something  of  Crashaw’s  mysticism 
and  much  of  Herbert’s  reverence  for  ex¬ 
ternal  symbolism.  Alike  in  style  and  in 
subject,  it  forms  a  connecting  link  be¬ 
tween  the  work  of  these  poets  and  the 
“essay  in  verse”  of  the  eighteenth  cen¬ 
tury.  Beaumont  has  nothing  of  Milton’s 
power  of  broad  characterization ;  his  good 
and  evil  spirts  must  be,  as  in  Dante, 
painted  with  all  the  wealth  of  detail— de¬ 
lightful  or  repulsive — that  a  fertile  imag¬ 
ination  can  supply.  And  this  heaping  to¬ 
gether  of  imagery  becomes  wearisome  in 
a  poem  where  the  philosophic  and  didactic 
predominate  over  the  allegorical  and  de¬ 
scriptive.—  Masterm an,  J.  Howard  B., 
1897,  The  Age  of  Milton,  p.  142. 
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Jolin  Dry  den 

1631-1700 

Born,  at  Aldwinkle  All  Saints,  Northamptonshire,  9  Aug.[?]  1631.  Educated  first 
at  a  school  at  Tichmarsh ;  at  Westminster  School,  as  scholar,  1640[  ?]-1650.  Schol¬ 
arship  at  Trinity  Coll.,  Cambridge,  11  May  1650;  matriculated,  6  July  1650;  “dis- 
communed”  in  July  1652,  but  allowed  to  continue  residence  on  apology;  B.A.,  Jan. 
1654.  To  London,  possibly  as  clerk  to  Judge  Sir  Gilbert  Pickering ;  afterwards  made 
living  by  literature.  Married  Lady  Elizabeth  Howard,  1  Dec.  1663.  Member  of  Royal 
Soc.,  26  Nov.  1662.  Play,  “The  Wild  Gallant,”  performed  at  King’s  Theatre,  Feb. 
1663;  “Rival  Ladies,”  1663;  “The  Indian  Queen”  (with  Sir  Robert  Howard),  Jan. 
1664;  “The  Indian  Emperor,”  1665.  At  Charlton,  Wilts,  during  plague  and  fire  of 
London.  “Secret  Love, ’’King's  Theatre,  March  1667;  “Sir  Martin  Mar-all” 
(adapted  from  MoliSre),  1667.  Position  as  dramatist  established ;  contract  with 
King’s  Theatre  to  provide  three  plays  a  year.  Degree  of  M.A.  conferred  at  King’s 
request  by  Archbp.  of  Canterbury,  1668.  Poet  Laureate  and  Historiographer  Royal, 
1670-88.  Lived  in  Fetter  Lane,  1673-82;  in  Long-Acre,  1682-86.  Collector  of 
Customs  in  Port  of  London,  17  Dec.  1683.  Religious  controversies,  1686-88.  Dra¬ 
matic  writing,  1690-92.  Poems  and  translations  from  classics,  1693-97.  Died  in 
Gerrard  St.,  Soho,  1  May  1700.  Buried  in  Westminster  Abbey.  Works:  “A  Poem 
upon  the  Death  of  his  late  Highness  Oliver”  (also  known  as  “Heroic  Stanzas”),  1659 
(2nd  edn.,  same  year) ;  “Astraea  Redux,  ”  1660;  “To  His  Sacred  Majesty,  a  Panegyr- 
ick  on  his  Coronation,”  1661;  “The  Rival  Ladies,”  1664;  “Annus  Mirabilis,”  1667; 
“The  Indian  Emperor, ”  1667;  “Of  Dramatick  Poesie,”  1668;  “Secret  Love”  1668; 
“Sir  Martin  Mar-all”  (anon.),  1668;  "’The  Wild  Gallant,”  1669;  “The  Tempest” 
(with  Davenant),  1670;  “Tyrannic  Love, ''  1670;  “An  Evening’s  Love, ”  1671;  “Con¬ 
quest  of  Granada”  (2  pt.),  1672;  “Marriage  a  la  Mode,”  1673;  “The  Assignation,” 
1673;  “Amboyna.”  1673;  “Notes  and  Observations  on  the  Empress  of  Morocco” 
(anon.),  1674;  “The  State  of  Innocence,”  1674;  “The  Mall”  (anon.  ;  attributed  to 
Dryden),  1674;  “ Aurungzebe,”  1676;  “All  for  Love,”  1678;  “The  Kind  Keeper,” 
1678;  “CEdipus”  (with  Lee),  1679 ;  “Troilus  and  Cressida,”  1679;  “The  Spanish 
Friar,”  1681;  “Absolom  and  AchitopheP  (anon.),  pt.  i.,  1681;  pt.  ii.  (with  Tate; 
anon.),  1682;  “His  Majesty’s  Declaration  Defended”  (anon.),  1681;  “The  Medal” 
(anon.),  1682;  “Mac  Flecknoe”  (anon.),  1682;  “Religio  Laici,”  1682;  “The  Duke 
of  Guise”  (with  Lee),  1683;  “Vindication”  of  same,  1683;  “Albion  and  Albanius,” 
1685;  “Threnodia  Augustalis, ”  1685;  “Defence  of  Papers  written  by  the  late  King” 
(anon.),  1686;  “The  Hind  and  Panther”  (anon.),  1687;  “A  Song  for  St.  Cecilia’s 
Day,”  1687;  “Britannia  Rediviva,”  1688;  “Don  Sebastian,”  1690;  “Amphitryon,” 
1690;  “King  Arthur,”  1691;  “Cleomenes,”  1692;  “Eleonora,”  1692;  “Love  Tri¬ 
umphant,”  1694;  “Alexander’s  Feast,”  1697;  “Fables,  Ancient  and  Modern,  trans¬ 
lated  .  .  .  With  Original  Poems,”  1700.  He  translated :  Maimbourg’s  “History 

of  the  League,”  1684;  Bohour’s  “Life  of  Xavier,”  1688;  “Juvenal  and  Persius,” 
1693;  Dufresnoy’s  “Art  of  Painting,”  1695;  “Virgil,”  1697;  preface  and  two  epis¬ 
tles  in  trans.  of  Ovid’s  “Epistles,”  1680;  most  of  trans.  invols.  i.,  ii.  of  “Miscellany 
Poems,”  1684-85;  some  invols.  iii,  iv.,  1685-94.  He  wrote  nearly  100  prologues  and 
epilogues;  and  contrib.  verses  or  prefaces  to  “Lachrymse  Musarum,”  1649;  Hoddes- 
don’s  “Sion  and  Parnassus,”  1650;  Sir  R.  Howard's  Poems,  1660;  Charleton's 
"Chorea  Gigantum,”  1663;  [possibly  to  “Covent  Garden  Drollery,”  1672;  and 
New  Court  Songs  and  Poems,”  1672];  Lee's  “Alexander,”  1677;  Roscommon's  “Es¬ 
say  on  Translated  Verse,”  1680;  a  translation  of  Plutarch,  1683;  Anno  Killigrew's 
“Poems,  ”  1686 ;  Walsh’s  “Dialogue  concerning  Women,”  1691;  St.  Evremond’s 
“Miscellaneous  Essays.”  1692;  Sir  H.  Sheere’s  trans.  of  Polybius,  1693;  Congreve's 
“Double  Dealer,  1694.  Collected  Works :  “Poems  on  Various  Occasions,  ”  ed.  by  Ton- 
son,  1701;  “Dramatic  Works, ”  ed.  byTonson,  1701;  ed.  byCongreve  (6  vols.),  1717; 
Original  Poems  and  Translations,  ed.  by  Tonson  (2  vols.),  1742;  “Poems  and  Fables,” 
1753;  Poems,  ed.  by  Derrick  (4  vols.),  1760;  “Critical  and  Miscellaneous  ProB« 
Works,”  ed.  by  Malone  (4  vols.),  1800;  “Works,”  ed.  by  Scott  (18  vols.),  1808; 
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“  Aldine”  edn.,  1854;  "Globe”  edn.,  1870,  etc.  Life:  by  Johnson  in  (“Lives  of 
Poets”);  by  Malone,  1800;  by  Scott  in  1808  edn.  of  "Works;”  by  Bell  in  "Aldine” 
edn.  of  Works,  1854;  by  Christie  in  “Globe”  edn.,  1870;  by  Saintsbury  (“English 
Men  of  Letters”  series).  1881.— Suari\  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of 


English  Authors,  p.  88. 

PERSONAL 

I  confess  my  chief  endeavours  are  to 
delight  the  age  in  which  1  live.  If  the 
humour  of  this  be  for  low  comedy,  small 
accidents  and  raillery,  I  will  force  my 
genius  to  obey  it,  though  with  more  repu¬ 
tation  I  could  write  in  verse.  I  know  I 
am  not  fitted  by  nature  to  write  comedy; 
I  want  that  gaiety  of  humour  which  is  re¬ 
quired  to  it.  My  conversation  is  alow 
and  dull,  my  humour  saturnine  and  re¬ 
served  :  In  short  L  am  none  of  those  who 
endeavour  to  break  jests  in  company,  or 
make  repartees.  So  that  those,  who  de¬ 
cry  my  comedies,  do  me  no  injury  except 
it  be  in  point  of  profit:  reputation  in  them 
is  the  last  thing  to  which  I  shall  pretend. 
— Dryden,  John,  1668,  A  Defence  of  an 
Essay  of  Dramatic  Poetry. 

Last  night,  Mr.  Dryden,  the  famous 
poet,  coming  from  a  coffee-house  in  Cov¬ 
ent  Garden,  was  set  upon  by  three  per¬ 
sons  unknown  to  him ;  and  so  rudely  by 
them  handled,  that  it  is  said  his  life  is  in 
no  small  danger.  It  is  thought  to  have 
been  the  effect  of  a  private  grudge  rather 
than  upon  the  too  common  design  of  un¬ 
lawful  gain;  an  unkind  trespass  by  which 
not  only  he  himself,  but  the  common¬ 
wealth  of  learning  may  receive  injury.— 
Contemporary  Newspaper,  1679,  Dec. 
19 th,  Afaloniana. 

Whereas  John  Dryden,  Esq.,  was  on 
Monday  the  18th  instant,  at  night,  barba¬ 
rously  assaulted,  and  wounded  in  Rose- 
street,  in  Covent-garden,  by  divers  men 
unknown;  if  any  person  shall  make  dis¬ 
covery  of  the  said  offenders  to  the  said 
Mr.  Dryden,  or  to  any  justice  of  the 
peace,  he  shall  not  only  receive  fifty 
pounds,  which  is  deposited  in  the  hands  of 
Mr.  Blanchard,  goldsmith,  next  door  to 
Temple-bar,  for  the  said  purpose;  but  if 
he  be  a  principal,  or  an  accessory,  in  the 
said  fact,  his  Majesty  is  graciously  pleased 
to  promise  him  his  pardon  for  the  same. — 
London  Gazette,  1679,  December  18,  22. 

It  is  true,  he  had  somewhat  to  sink 
from  in  matter  of  wit;  but,  as  for  his 
morals,  it  is  scarcely  possible  for  him  to 
grow  a  worse  man  than  he  was. — Burnet, 
Gilbert,  1687,  A  Defence  of  the  Reflections 


on  the  Ninth  Book  of  the  First  Volume  of 
M.  Varillas's  History  of  Heresies  ;  being  a 
Reply  to  his  Answer. 

A  sleepy  oyo  he  shows,  and  no  sweet  feat  are, 
Yet  was  indeed  a  fnvonrite  of  nature. 
Endow’d  and  graced  with  an  exalted  mind, 
With  storo  of  wit,  and  that  of  every  kind, 
Jnvenal's  tartuess,  Horace's  sweet  air, 

With  Virgil’s  force,  in  him  concenter'd  wore. 
Bnt  though  the  painter's  art  can  never  show 
it. 

That  his  exemplar  -was  so  great  a  poet, 

Yet  are  the  lines  and  tints  bo  Bnbtly  wrought, 
You  may  perceive  he  was  a  man  of  thought. 
Closterman,  ’tis  confess’d,  has  drawn  him 
well. 

But  short  of  Absalom  and  Achitophel. 

—  Anon,  1700,  Epigrams  on  the  Paintings 
of  the  Most  Eminent  Masters. 

John  Dryden,  Esq.,  the  famous  poet, 
lies  a-dying.— Postboy,  1700,  April  30. 

I  come  now  from  Mr.  Dryden’s  Funeral, 
where  we  had  an  Ode  in  Horace  sung, 
instead  of  David’s  Psalms;  whence  you 
may  find  that  we  don’t  think  a  Poet  worth 
Christian  Burial ;  the  Pomp  of  the  Cere¬ 
mony  was  a  kind  of  Rhapsody,  and  fitter, 
I  think,  for  lludibras  than  him ;  because 
the  Cavalcade  was  mostly  Burlesque;  but 
he  was  an  extraordinary  Man,  and  bury’d 
after  an  extraordinary  Fashion;  for  I  be¬ 
lieve  there  was  never  such  another  Burial 
seen ;  the  Oration  indeed  was  great  and 
ingenious,  worthy  the  Subject,  and  like 
the  Author  [Dr.  Garth],  whose  Prescrip¬ 
tions  can  restore  the  Living,  and  his  Pen 
embalm  the  Dead.  And  so  much  for  Mr. 
Dryden,  whose  Burial  was  the  same 
with  his  Life, — Variety,  and  not  of  a 
Piece.  The  Quality  and  Mob,  Farce  and 
Heroicks,  the  Sublime  and  Ridicule  raixt 
in  a  Piece,  great  Cleopatra  in  a  Hackney 
Coach.— Farquhar,  George,  1700,  Letter. 

Epitaph  upon  Mr.  John  Dryden. 

Here  lyes  Johu  Drydeu,  who  had  enemies 
three, 

Old  Nick,  sir  Dick,  and  Jeremy. 

The  fustian  knight  was  forc’d  to  yield, 

The  other  two  maintain’d  the  field, 

But  had  our  poet’s  life  been  holier, 

He  had  knick’t  both  Devil  and  the  Collier. 
— He arne,  Thomas,  1707,  Reliquiae  Hearn - 
ianct ,  ed.  Bliss,  Nov.  6,  vol.  I,  p.  137. 
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He  was  of  a  nature  exceedingly  humane 
and  compassionate ;  easily  forgiving  in¬ 
juries,  and  capable  of  a  prompt  and  sin¬ 
cere  reconciliation  with  them  who  had  of¬ 
fended  him.  .  .  .  His  friendship, 

where  he  professed  it,  went  much  beyond 
his  professions.  .  .  As  his  reading 

had  been  very  extensive,  so  was  he  very 
happy  in  memory,  tenacious  of  everything 
that  he  had  read.  He  was  not  more  pos¬ 
sessed  of  knowledge  than  he  was  commu¬ 
nicative  of  it.  But  then  his  communica¬ 
tion  of  it  was  by  no  means  pedantic,  or 
imposed  upon  the  conversation ;  but  just 
such,  and  went  so  far,  as,  by  the  natural 
turns  of  the  discourse  in  which  be  was  en¬ 
gaged,  it  was  necessarily  promoted  or  re¬ 
quired.  He  was  extreme  ready  and  gen¬ 
tle  in  his  correction  of  the  errors  of  any 
writer,  who  thought  fit  to  consult  him ; 
and  full  as  ready  and  patient  to  admit  of 
the  reprehension  of  others,  in  respect  of 
his  own  oversight  or  mistakes.  He  was 
of  very  easy,  I  may  say,  of  very  pleasing 
access;  but  something  slow,  and,  as  it 
were,  diffident  in  his  advances  to  others. 
He  had  something  in  his  nature,  that  ab¬ 
horred  intrusion  into  any  society  whatso¬ 
ever.  Indeed,  it  is  to  be  regretted,  that 
he  was  rather  blamable  in  the  other  ex¬ 
treme  ;  for,  by  that  means,  he  was  per¬ 
sonally  less  known,  and,  consequently,  his 
character  might  become  liable  both  to 
misapprehensions  and  misrepresentations. 
—Congreve,  William,  1717,  erf.,  The 
Works  of  John  Dryden,  Dedication. 

Mr.  John  Dryden,  the  great  poet,  was 
buried  in  Westminster  abbey  among  the 
old  poets  in  May  1700,  being  carried  from 
the  college  of  Physicians,  where  an  ora¬ 
tion  was  pronounced  by  the  famous  Dr. 
Garth,  in  which  he  did  not  mention  one 
word  of  Jesus  Christ,  but  made  an  oration 
as  an  apostrophe  to  the  great  god  Apollo, 
to  influence  the  minds  of  the  auditors 
with  a  wise,  but,  without  doubt,  poetical 
understanding,  and,  as  a  conclusion,  in¬ 
stead  of  a  psalm  of  David,  repeated  the 
30th  ode  of  the  third  book  of  Horace’s 
odes,  beginning,  “Exegi  monumentum,” 
&c.  He  made  a  great  many  blunders  in 
tL*.  pronunciation. — Hearne,  Thomas, 
1726,  Reliquiae  Heamiance,  erf.  Bliss,  Nov. 
6,  vol.  IT,  p.  267. 

As  we  have  sometimes  great  composers 
of  music  who  cannot  sing,  we  have  as  fre¬ 
quently  great  writers  that  cannot  read ; 


and  though  without  the  nicest  ear  no  man 
can  be  master  of  poetical  numbers,  yet 
the  best  ear  in  the  world  will  not  always 
enable  him  to  pronounce  them.  Of  this 
truth  Dryden,  our  first  great  master  of 
verse  and  harmony,  was  a  strong  instance. 
When  he  brought  his  play  of  “Amphy- 
trion”  to  the  stage,  I  heard  him  give  it 
his  first  reading  to  the  actors,  in  which, 
though  it  is  true  he  delivered  the  plain 
sense  of  every  period,  yet  the  whole  was 
in  so  cold,  so  flat,  and  unaffecting  a  man¬ 
ner,  that  I  am  afraid  of  not  being  be¬ 
lieved  when  I  affirm  it.— Cibber,  Colley, 
1739,  An  Apology  for  His  Life. 

Dryden  was  not  a  very  genteel  man,  he 
was  intimate  with  none  but  poetical  men. 
—He  was  said  to  bo  a  very  good  man,  by 
all  that  knew  him;  he  was  as  plump  as 
Mr.  Pitt ;  of  a  fresh  colour,  and  a  down 
look,  and  not  very  conversible. — Pope, 
Alexander,  1742-43,  Spence's  Anecdotes , 
erf.  Singer,  p.  197. 

Dryden  was  as  disgraceful  to  the  office 
[of  laureat],  from  his  character,  as  the 
poorest  scribbler  could  have  been  from 
his  verses. — Gray,  Thomas,  1757,  Letter 
to  Mason,  Dec.  19. 

Of  his  petty  habits  or  slight  amuse¬ 
ments,  tradition  has  retained  little.  Of 
the  only  two  men  whom  I  have  found  to 
whom  he  was  personally  known,  one  told 
me,  that  at  the  house  which  he  fre¬ 
quented,  called  Will’s  Coffee-house,  the 
appeal  upon  any  literary  dispute  was  made 
to  him  :  and  the  other  related,  that  his 
armed  chair,  which  in  the  winter  had  a 
settled  and  prescriptive  place  by  the  fire, 
was  in  the  summer  placed  in  the  balcony, 
and  that  he  called  the  two  places  his  win¬ 
ter  and  his  summer  seat.  This  is  all  the 
intelligence  which  his  two  survivors 
afforded  me.— Johnson,  Samuel,  1779- 
81,  Dryden,  Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

We  are  enabled,  from  the  various  paint¬ 
ings  and  engravings  of  Dryden,  as  well  as 
from  the  less  flattering  delineations  of  the 
satirists  of  his  time,  to  form  a  tolerable 
idea  of  his  face  and  person  In  youth,  he 
appears  to  have  been  handsome,  and  of  a 
pleasing  countenance ;  when  his  age  was 
more  advanced,  he  was  corpulent  and 
florid,  which  procured  him  the  nickname 
attached  to  him  by  Rochester.  In  his 
latter  days,  distress  and  disappointment 
probably  chilled  the  fire  of  his  eye,  and 
the  advance  of  age  destroyed  the  animation 
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of  his  countenance.  Still,  however, 
his  portraits  bespeak  the  look  and  fea¬ 
tures  of  genius;  especially  that  in  which 
he  is  drawn  with  his  waving  grey  hairs. — 
Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1808-21,  Life  of 
Drydcn,  cd.  Saintsbury,  p.  371. 

Poor  Dryden!  what  with  his  wife — con¬ 
sort  one  can  not  call  her,  and  helpmeet 
she  was  not — and  with  a  tribe  of tobacon- 
ist  brothers  on  one  hand,  and  proud  How¬ 
ards  on  the  other  ;  and  a  host  of  titled  as¬ 
sociates,  and  his  bread  to  dig  with  his 
pen,  one  pities  him  from  one’s  heart. 
Well  might  he,  when  his  wife  once  said  it 
would  be  much  better  for  her  to  be  a 
book  than  a  woman,  for  then  she  should 
have  more  of  his  company,  reply,  “I  wish 
you  were,  my  dear,  an  almanac,  and  then 
1  could  change  you  once  a  year.”  It  is 
not  well  to  look  much  into  such  a  home, 
except  for  a  warning.— Howitt,  Wil¬ 
liam,  1846,  Homes  and  Haunts  of  the  Most 
Eminent  British  Poets,  vol.  i,  p.  129. 

Dryden’s  mixture  of  simplicity,  good¬ 
nature,  and  good  opinion  of  himself  is 
here  seen  in  a  very  agreeable  manner.  It 
must  not  be  omitted  that  it  was  to  this 
house  [Will’s]  Pope  was  taken  when  a 
boy,  by  his  own  desire,  on  purpose  to  get 
a  sight  of  the  great  man,  which  he  did. 
According  to  Pope,  he  was  plump,  with  a 
fresh  color,  and  a  down  look,  and  not  very 
conversible.  It  appears,  however,  that 
what  he  did  say  was  much  to  the  purpose ; 
and  a  contemporary  mentions  his  conver¬ 
sation  on  that  account  as  one  of  the  few 
things  for  which  the  town  was  desirable. 
He  was  a  temperate  man,  though  he 
drank  with  Addison  a  great  deal  more 
than  he  used  to  do,  probably  so  far  as  to 
hasten  his  end. — Hunt,  Leigh,  1848,  The 
Town,  eh.  viii. 

He  was  married  by  license  in  the  Church 
of  St.  Swithin,  by  London  Stone  (as  appears 
by  the  register  of  that  Church),  on  the 
1st  December,  1663.  The  entry  of  the 
license,  which  is  dated  “ultimo  Novem- 
bis,  ”  1663,  and  is  in  the  office  of  the 
Vicar-General  of  the  Archbishop  of  Can¬ 
terbury,  describes  him  as  a  parishioner  of 
St.  Clement  Danes  of  about  the  age  of 
thirty,  and  the  Lady  Elizabeth  [Howard] 
as  twenty-five  and  of  the  parish  of  St. 
Martin-in-the-Fields.  The  poet’s  signa¬ 
ture  to  the  entry  is  written  "Driden.  ” — 
Cunningham,  Peter,  1854,  Johnson's 
Lives  of  the  Poets ,  note. 


The  licentiousness  of  Dryden’s  plays 
admits  of  no  palliation  or  defence.  He 
wrote  for  a  licentious  stage  in  a  profligate 
age,  and  supplied,  much  to  his  own  dis¬ 
grace,  the  kind  of  material  the  vicious 
taste  of  his  audiences  demanded.  Nor 
will  it  serve  his  reputation  to  contrast  his 
productions  in  this  way  with  those  of 
others.  Shadwell  alone  transcends  him 
in  depravity.  But  there  is  some  compen¬ 
sation  for  all  his  grossness  in  turning  from 
his  plays  to  his  life,  and  making  the  con¬ 
trast.  The  morality  of  his  life — the  prac¬ 
tical  test  of  his  heart  and  his  understand¬ 
ing — was  unimpeachable.  The  ingenuity 
of  slander  was  exhausted  in  assailing  his 
principles,  and  exposing  his  person  to 
obloquy — but  the  morality  of  his  life 
comes  pure  out  of  the  furnace.  The  only 
kind  of  personal  indiscretion  ascribed  to 
him  is  that  of  having  eaten  tarts  with 
Mrs.  Reeve  the  actress,  in  the  Mulberry 
garden. — Bell.  Robert,  1854,  ed.,  Dry¬ 
den’s  Poems,  Life. 

Such  was  John  Dryden’s  life.  It  is  a 
life  where  neither  the  heroic  constancy  of 
the  martyr,  nor  the  imaginative  seclusion 
and  loftiness  of  the  idealist,  have  any 
place.  But  it  is  one  not  less  interesting 
to  those  who  are  not  afraid  to  look 
closely,  yet  fairly  and  temperately,  at 
human  nature.  For  it  is  the  life  of  a 
great  man  who  descended  into  the  arena, 
who  mixed  with  the  crowd,  who  drudged 
painfully  for  daily  bread,  who,  in  an  un- 
propitious  and  unhappy  age,  was  forced 
to  keep  body  and  soul  together  as  he  best 
might.  That  after  half  a  century  of  igno¬ 
ble  and  ill-requited  toil  he  retained  a 
youthful  ingenuousness  and  purity  of  soul, 
need  not  be  maintained.  But  that  an  evil 
life  had  destroyed  his  manliness,  his  sin¬ 
cerity,  his  kindly  heart,  his  natural  gen¬ 
erosity  of  temper,  and  had  converted  him 
into  a  sordid  knave  and  hypocritical  ad¬ 
venturer,  who  sold  his  birthright  for  a 
mess  of  pottage  and  his  master  for  thirty 
pieces  of  silver,  is  a  view  which  is  refuted 
by  the  clearest  evidence,  internal  and  ex¬ 
ternal,  and  which  we  may  safely  refuse  to 
entertain. — Skelton,  John,  1865-83, 
John  Dryden,  PrasePs  Magazine ,  Essays 
in  History  and  Biography,  p.  164. 

The  Father,  as  he  has  been  called,  of 
modern  English  Poetry,  was  laid  almost 
in  the  very  grave  of  the  Father  of  An¬ 
cient  English  Poetry,  whose  gravestone 
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was  actually  sawn  asunder  to  make  room 
for  his  monument.  That  monument  was 
long  delayed.  But  so  completely  had  his 
grave  come  to  be  regarded  as  the  most  in¬ 
teresting  spot  in  Poets’  Corner,  that  when 
Pope  wrote  the  epitaph  for  Howe,  the 
highest  honour  he  could  pay  to  him  was 
that  his  tomb  should  point  the  way  to 
Dryden’s.  .  .  .  The“  rude  and  name¬ 

less  stone”  roused  the  attention  of  Shef¬ 
field,  Duke  of  Buckingham,  who  in  conse¬ 
quence  raised  the  present  monument. 
For  the  inscription,  Pope  and  Atterbury 
were  long  in  earnest  correspondence. 

.  .  .  Pope  improved  upon  these  sug¬ 

gestions,  and  finally  wrote — 

This  Sheffield  raised :  the  Bacred  dust  below 
Was  Dryden's  once — the  rest  who  does  not 
know? 

This  was  afterwards  altered  into  the  pres¬ 
ent  plain  inscription  ;  and  the  bust  erected 
by  the  Duke  was  exchanged  for  a  finer 
one  by  Scheemakers,  put  up  by  the  Duch¬ 
ess,  with  a  pyramid  behind  it.  So  the 
monument  remained  till  our  own  day, 
when  Dean  Buckland,  with  the  permission 
of  the  surviving  representative  of  the  poet, 
Sir  Henry  Dryden,  removed  all  except  the 
simple  bust  and  pedestal. —Stanley,  Ar¬ 
thur  Penrhyn,  1867,  Historical  Memo¬ 
rials  of  Westminster  Abbey. 

Some  notion  of  Dryden’s  personal  ap¬ 
pearance  may  be  gathered  from  contem¬ 
porary  notices.  He  was  of  short  stature, 
stout,  and  ruddy  in  the  face.  Rochester 
christened  him  Poet  Squab,  and  Tom 
Brown  always  calls  him  “little  Bayes.” 
Shadwell  in  his  “Medal  of  John  Bayes” 
sneers  at  him  as  a  cherry-cheeked  dunce; 
another  lampooner  calls  him  “learned  and 
florid.”  Pope  remembered  him  as  plump 
and  of  fresh  colour,  with  a  down  look. 
Lady  de  Longueville,  who  died  in  1763  at 
the  age  of  100,  told  Oldys  that  she  re¬ 
membered  Dryden’s  dining  with  her  hus¬ 
band,  and  that  the  most  remarkable  part 
of  his  appearance  was  an  uncommon  dis¬ 
tance  between  his  eyes.  He  had  a  large 
mole  on  his  right  cheek.  The  friendly 
writer  of  some  lines  on  his  portrait  by 
Closterman  sayB: 

"A  sleepy  eye  he  showB,  and  no  sweet 
feature." 

He  appears  to  have  become  gray  compar¬ 
atively  early,  and  he  let  his  gray  hair  grow 
long.  We  see  him  with  hiB  long  gray 
locks  in  the  portrait  by  which  through 


engravings  his  face  is  best  known  to  us, 
painted  by  Kneller  in  1698.  The  face, 
as  we  know  it  by  that  picture  and  the 
engravings,  is  handsome;  it  indicates  in¬ 
tellect,  and  sensual  characteristics  are 
not  wanting. — Christie,  \V.  D.,  1870,  ed 
Poetical  Works  of  John  Dryden,  Memoir. 

He  flung  himself,  like  the  men  of  his 
day,  into  the  reaction  against  Puritanism. 
His  life  was  that  of  a  libertine,  and  his 
marriage  with  a  woman  of  fashion,  who 
was  more  dissolute  than  himself,  only 
gave  a  new  spur  to  his  debaucheries. 
Large  as  was  his  incomofrom  the  stage — 
and  it  equalled  for  many  years  the  income 
of  a  country  squire — he  was  always  in 
debt,  and  forced  to  squeeze  gifts  from 
patrons  by  fulsome  adulation.  Like  the 
rest  of  the  fine  gentlemen  about  him,  he 
aired  his  Hobbism  in  sneers  at  the  follies 
of  religion  and  the  squabbles  of  creeds. 
The  grossness  of  his  comedies  rivalled 
that  of  Wycherley  himself.  But  it  is  the 
very  extravagance  of  his  coarseness  which 
shows  how  alien  it  was  to  the  real  temper 
of  the  man.  .  .  Dryden  scoffs  at 

priests  and  creeds,  but  his  greater  poetry 
is  colored  throughout  with  religion.  He 
plays  the  rake,  but  the  two  pictures  which 
he  has  painted  with  all  his  heart  are  the 
pictures  of  the  honest  country  squire  and 
the  poor  country  parson.  He  passes  his 
rivals  in  the  grossness  of  his  comedies; 
he  flings  himself  recklessly  into  the  evil 
about  him,  because  it  is  the  fashion  and  be¬ 
cause  it  pays;  but  he  cannot  sport  lightly 
and  gayly  with  what  is  foul.  He  is  driven, 
if  he  is  coarse  at  all,  to  be  brutally  coarse. 
...  No  man  denounced  the  opponents 
of  the  crown  with  more  ruthless  invective. 
No  man  humbled  himself  before  the  throne 
with  more  fulsome  adulation.  Some  of 
this  no  doubt  was  mere  flattery,  but  not 
all  of  it.  Dryden,  like  his  age,  was  con¬ 
scious  that  new  currents  of  feeling  and 
opinion  were  sweeping  him  from  the  old 
moorings  of  mankind;  but  he  shrank  in 
terror  from  the  wide  ocean  over  whose 
waters  he  drifted.  In  religion  he  was  a 
rationalist,  a  sceptic,  whether  he  would 
or  no ;  but  he  recoiled  from  the  maze  of 
“anxious  thoughts”  which  spread  before 
him — of  thoughts 
“That  in  endless  circles  roll, 

Without  a  centre  where  to  fix  the  soul." 
and  clung  to  the  church  that  would  give 
him,  if  not  peace,  at  least  quiet.  In 
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politics  he  was  as  much  a  rationalist  as  in 
religion,  but  he  turned  horror-struck  from 
the  sight  of  a  “State  drawn  to  the  dregs 
of  a  democracy,’'  and  in  the  crisis  of  the 
popish  plot  he  struck  blindly  for  the 
crown.  -Green,  John  Kichahd,  1877-80, 
History  of  the  English  People. 

In  private  life  a  very  respectable,  a  very 
amiable,  and  a  very  generous  man.  .  .  . 
He  was,  indeed,  always  going  out  of  his 
way  to  do  a  kindness  to  his  fellow- 
labourers  in  literature.  He  welcomed  Wy¬ 
cherley  with  open  arms,  though  he  knew 
that  Wycherley’s  success  must  be,  to  some 
extent,  based  on  his  own  depression. 
Dennis,  Shere,  Moyle,  Motteaux,  and 
Walsh  were  constantly  assisted  by  him. 
By  his  patronage  Addison,  then  a  diffident 
lad  at  Oxford,  and  Congreve,  a  timid  as¬ 
pirant  for  popular  favour,  came  into 
prominence.  When  Southcrne  was  smart¬ 
ing  under  the  failure  of  his  comedy,  Dry- 
den  was  near  to  cheer  and  condole  with 
him.  He  helped  Prior,  and  he  was  but  ill 
rewarded.  He  did  what  he  could  for 
young  Oldham  ;  and  when  the  poor  fellow 
buried  in  his  premature  grave  abilities 
which  might  have  added  to  the  riches  of 
our  literature,  he  dedicated  a  touching 
elegy  to  his  memory.  Lee  and  Garth 
were  among  his  disciples  ;  and,  if  he  was 
at  first  blind  or  unjust  to  Otway’s  fine 
genius,  he  afterwards  made  ample  amends. 
He  gave  Nell  Gwynn  a  helping  hand  at  the 
time  when  she  sorely  needed  it.  His  let¬ 
ters  to  Mrs.  Thomas  still  testify  not  only 
of  his  willingness  to  oblige,  but  the  cour¬ 
tesy  and  kindliness  with  which  he  prof¬ 
fered  his  services.  He  was,  we  are  told, 
beloved  by  his  tenants  in  Northampton¬ 
shire  for  his  liberality  as  a  landlord.  The 
few  private  letters  which  have  been  pre¬ 
served  to  us  clearly  indicate  that,  if  he 
was  not  happy  with  his  wife,  he  was  a 
forbearing  and  kindly  husband,  and  his 
devotion  to  his  children  is  touching  in  the 
extreme. — Collins,  John  Churton  1878- 
95,  Dry  den.  Quarterly  Review;  Essays  and 
Studies,  p.  84. 

Several  of  the  Dryden’s  biographers,  in 
their  anxiety  to  screen  the  poet,  have  en¬ 
deavored  to  paint  him  blameless  as  a  man. 

.  .  Surely  it  is  possible  to  admire 

the  poetry  of  Dryden,  without  seeking  to 
justify  its  licentiousness,  or  its  sickening 
adulation  of  the  predominant  faction. 
What  need  to  distort  facts  with  a  view  of 


proving  Dryden  to  have  been  a  spotless, 
innocent,  and  all  contemporary  writers, 
liars?— Hamilton,  Walter,  1879,  The 
Poets  Laureate  of  England. 

Dryden  seems  to  have  borne  a  fair  char¬ 
acter  in  general  and  family  morals ;  but 
he  is  numbered,  apparently  with  reason, 
among  those  poets  who  have  found  little 
heartfelt  satisfaction  in  marriage.  His 
wife,  it  seems,  thought  him  capricious 
and  neglectful,  she  not  making  sufficient 
allowance  for  his  literary  pursuits  and 
poetic  variability  of  mood ;  and  recrimi¬ 
nation  was  frequently  between  them.  He 
wrote  an  anticipative  epitaph  for  his  wife, 
who,  however,  survived  him;  if  it  is  gen¬ 
uine— and  I  am  not  aware  that  this  has 
ever  been  questioned — ft  speaks  volumes 
for  his  disesteem  of  her,  and  very  little 
for  his  own  good-feeling  or  courtesy.  It 
has,  at  any  rate,  the  merit  of  terseness : 

“Hero  lies  my  wife ;  here  let  her  lie: 

Now  she's  at  rest— and  so  am  I.” 
—Rossetti,  William  Michael,  1881. 
The  Wives  of  Poets,  Atlantic  Monthly, 
vol.  47,  p.  389. 

We  have  seen  what  foundation  there  is 
for  this  gross  charge  against  Lady  Eliza¬ 
beth  ;  now  let  us  see  what  ground  there  is 
for  the  charge  against  Dryden.  There 
are  the  libels  of  Shadwell  and  the  rest  of 
the  crew,  to  which  not  even  Mr.  Christie, 
a  very  severe  judge  of  Dryden's  moral 
character,  assigns  the  slightest  weight; 
there  is  the  immorality  ascribed  to  Bayes 
in  the  Rehersal  a  very  pretty  piece  of 
evidence  indeed,  seeing  that  Bayes  is  a 
confused  medley  of  half-a-dozen  persons ; 
there  is  a  general  association  by  tradition 
of  Dryden’s  name  with  that  of  Mrs.  Reeve, 
a  beautiful  actress  of  the  day  ;  and  finally 
there  is  a  tremendous  piece  of  scandal 
which  is  the  battle-horse  of  the  devil’s 
advocates.  A  curious  letter  appeared  in 
the  Gentleman's  Magazine  for  1745,  the 
author  of  which  is  unknown,  though  con¬ 
jectures,  as  to  which  there  are  difficulties, 
identify  him  with  Dryden’s  youthful  friend 
Southern.  “I  remember,  ”  says  this  per¬ 
son  “plain  John  Dryden  before  he  paid 
his  court  with  success  to  the  great,  in  one 
uniform  clothing  of  Norwich  drugget.  I 
have  ate  tarts  with  him  and  Madam  Reeve 
at  the  Mulberry  Garden,  when  our  author 
advanced  to  a  sword,  and  a  Chedreux  wig.” 
Perhaps  there  is  no  more  curious  instance 
of  the  infinitesimal  foundation  on  which 
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scandal  builds  than  this  matter  of  Dry- 
den's  immorality.  Putting  aside  mere 
vague  libellous  declamation,  the  one 
piece  of  positive  information  on  the  sub¬ 
ject  that  we  have  is  anonymous,  was  made 
at  least  seventy  years  after  date,  and 
avers  that  John  Dryden,  a  dramatic  au¬ 
thor,  once  ate  tarts  with  an  actress  and  a 
third  person.  This  translated  into  the 
language  of  Mr.  Green  becomes  the  dis¬ 
soluteness  of  a  libertine,  spurred  up  to 
new  debaucheries. — Saintsbury,  George, 
1881,  Dryden  ( English  Men  of  Letters ), 
p.  25. 

One  of  the  most  famous  of  these  houses 
of  entertainment  was  “Wills',’'  rendered 
celebrated  by  being  the  haunt  of  the  great 
Dryden;  and  here  it  was  he  gathered 
around  him  the  wits  and  men  of  letters 
and  culture  of  his  day.  In  the  principal 
room  of  “WillS’,”  there  was  a  great  arm¬ 
chair  specially  reserved  for  “the  old  man 
venerable,”  which,  during  the  winter, 
was  placed  by  the  fireside,  and,  during  the 
summer,  in  the  balcony,  and  these  spots 
he  used  to  refer  to  as  his  winter  and  sum¬ 
mer  residences.  In  the  great  room  at 
“Wills’,”  common  to  all,  the  old  man, 
grown  garrulous  in  his  latter  days,  would 
talk  to  any  chance  visitor  who  interested 
him,  and  tell  anecdotes  of  blind  John  Mil- 
ton,  whom  he  had  known,  and  of  all  the 
rare  events  which  had  happened  during 
his  life.  Two  men,  whose  names  after¬ 
wards  became  famous,  first  saw  Dryden  at 
“Wills’,”  one  of  whom  was  Alexander 
Pope,  then  about  twelve  years  of  age,  who, 
at  his  entreaty,  as  brought  by  Sir  Charles 
Wogan  from  the  Forest  of  Windsor  for 
this  purpose ;  the  other  being  Dean  Lock- 
ier,  who  has  fortunately  left  us  his  first 
impressions  of  the  poet,  whom  Colley 
Cibber  used  to  speak  of  as  “a  decent  old 
man.” — Molloy,  J.  Fitzgerald,  1882, 
Court  Life  Below  Stairs,  p .  260. 

The  house  in  Fetter  Lane  known  as 
Dryden’s  house,  has  just  been  demolished. 
It  was  visited  by  a  good  many  poeple,  and 
I  daresay  it  may  have  existed  in  Dryden’s 
time,  but  there  is  considerable  doubt 
whether  he  was  ever  inside  of  it.  How¬ 
ever,  it  had  a  good  reputation  among 
lovers  of  antiquity,  and  I  daresay  its 
woodwork,  if  the  woodwork  happened  to 
be  sound,  will  be  converted  into  book  cov¬ 
ers  for  future  editions  of  Dryden.  I  un¬ 
derstand  the  balustrades  of  the  staircase 


realized  a  good  price,  and  it  will  probably 
reach  even  a  higher  figure  among  relic- 
lovers.—  Sterry,  J.  Ashby,  1887,  English 
Notes,  The  Book  Boyer,  vol.  4,  p.  191. 

The  affection  of  his  contemporaries  and 
literary  disciples  proves,  as  well  as  their 
direct  testimony,  that  in  his  private  re¬ 
lations  Dryden  showed  a  large  and  gener¬ 
ous  nature.  Congreve  dwells  especially 
upon  his  modesty,  and  says  that  he  was 
the  “most  easily  discountenanced”  of  all 
men  he  ever  knew.  The  absence  of  arro¬ 
gance  was  certainly  combined  with  an  ab¬ 
sence  of  the  loftier  qualities  of  character. 
Dryden  is  the  least  unworldly  of  all  great 
poets.  He  therefore  reflects  most  com¬ 
pletely  the  characteristics  of  the  society 
dominated  by  the  court  of  Charles  II, 
which  in  the  next  generation  grew  into 
the  town  of  Addison  and  Pope.— Stephen, 
Leslie,  1888,  Dictionary  of  National  Biog¬ 
raphy,  vol.  xvi,  p.  73. 

Asaph. — Bayes .  Glorious  John. — Igno¬ 
ramus.  Matthew  Coppinger. — Ncander. — 
Old  Squab.  —  Poet  Squab.— Reverend  Levi. 
— Shimei. — -Frey,  Albert  R.,  1888,  Sj- 
briqucls  and  Nicknames,  p.  401. 

On  the  whole,  we  may  say  that  he  was 
one  whom  we  would  probably  have  es¬ 
teemed  if  we  could  have  known  him  ;  but 
in  whom,  apart  from  his  writings,  we 
should  not  have  discovered  the  first  liter¬ 
ary  figure  of  his  generation.— Garnett, 
Richard.  1895,  The  Age  of  Dryden,  p.  16. 

DRAMAS 

I  don’t  think  Dryden  so  bad  a  dramatic 
writer  as  you  seem  to  do.  There  are  as 
many  things  finely  said  in  his  plays,  as  al¬ 
most  by  anybody.  Beside  his  three  best, 
(“All  for  Love,”  “Don  Sebastian,”  and 
the  “Spanish  Fryar,  ”)  there  are  others 
that  are  good:  as,  “Sir  Martin  Mar-all,” 
“Limberham, ”  and  “The  Conquest  of 
Mexico.”  His  “Wild  Gallant”  was  writ¬ 
ten  while  he  was  a  boy,  and  is  very  bad. 
— All  his  plays  are  printed  in  the  order 
they  were  written. — Pope,  Alexander, 
1734-36,  Spence's  Anecdotes,  ed.  Singer , 

p.  128. 

Dryden’s  comedies  have  all  the  point 
that  there  is  in  ribaldry,  and  all  the 
humour  that  there  is  in  extravagance.  I 
am  sorry  I  can  say  nothing  better  of  them. 
He  was  not  at  home  in  this  kind  of  writ¬ 
ing,  of  which  he  was  himself  conscious. 
His  play  was  horse-play.  His  wit  (what 
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there  is  of  it)  is  ingenious  and  scholar¬ 
like,  rather  than  natural  and  dramatic. — 
Hazlitt,  William,  1818,  Uctures  on  the 
English.  Comic  Writers,  p.78. 

Dryden  had  no  dramatic  genius  either 
in  tragedy  or  comedy.  In  his  plays  he 
mistakes  blasphemy  for  sublimity,  and 
ribaldry  for  wit. — IIazlitt,  William, 
1820,  Lectures  on  the  Literature  of  the  Age 
of  Elizabeth,  Lecture  viii. 

The  genius  of  Dryden  appears  nowhere 
to  so  little  advantage  as  in  his  tragedies; 
and  the  contrast  is  truly  humiliating  when, 
in  a  presumptuous  attempt  to  heighten  the 
colouring,  or  enrich  the  simplicity  of 
Shakespeare,  he  bedaubs  with  obscenity, 
or  deforms  with  rant,  the  genuine  passion 
and  profligacy  of  Antony  and  Cleopatra — 
or  intrudes  on  the  enchanted  solitude  of 
Prospero  and  his  daughter,  with  the  tones 
of  worldly  gallantry,  or  the  caricatures  of 
affected  simplicity.  Jeffrey,  Francis, 
1822-44,  Contributions  to  the  Edinburgh 
Review,  vol.  li,  p.  333. 

His  plays,  his  rhyming  plays  in  particu¬ 
lar,  are  admirable  subjects  for  those  who 
wish  to  study  the  morbid  anatomy  of  the 
drama.  He  was  utterly  destitute  of  the 
power  of  exhibiting  real  human  beings. 
Even  in  the  far  inferior  talent  of  compos¬ 
ing  characters  out  of  those  elements  into 
which  the  imperfect  process  of  our  reason 
can  resolve  them,  he  was  very  deficient. 
His  men  are  not  even  good  personifica¬ 
tions;  they  are  not  well-assorted  assem¬ 
blages  of  qualities.  Now  and  then,  in¬ 
deed,  he  seizes  a  very  coarse  and  marked 
distinction  ;  and  gives  up,  not  a  likeness, 
but  a  strong  caricature,  in  which  a  single 
peculiarity  is  protruded,  and  every  thing 
else  neglected. — Macaulay,  Thomas  Bab- 
1XGTON,  1828,  Dryden ,  Edinburgh  Review, 
Critical  and  Miscellaneous  Essays. 

Of  their  rant,  their  fustian,  their  bom¬ 
bast,  their  bad  English,  of  their  innumer¬ 
able  sins  against  Dryden’s  own  better  con¬ 
science  both  as  poet  and  critic,  I  shall 
excuse  myself  from  giving  any  instances. 
I  like  what  is  good  in  Dryden  so  much, 
and  it  is  so  good,  that  I  think  Gray  was 
justified  in  always  losing  his  temper  when 
he  heard  “his  faults  criticised.” — Low¬ 
ell,  James  Russell,  1868-90,  Dryden, 
Prose  Works ,  Riverside  cd.,  vol.  Ill,  p.  173. 

He  had,  in  truth,  few  of  the  qualities 
essential  to  a  comic  dramatist.  .  .  . 

He  had  indeed  little  humour :  he  had  no 


grace ;  he  had  no  eye  for  these  subtler  im¬ 
proprieties  of  character  and  conduct  which 
are  the  soul  of  comedy ;  what  wit  he  had 
was  coarse  and  boisterous;  he  had  no 
power  of  inventing  ludicrous  incidents,  he 
could  not  manage  the  light  artillery  of 
colloquial  raillery. — Collins,  John  Chur- 
ton,  1878-95,  Dryden ,  Quarterly  Review; 
Essays  and  Studies,  p.  24. 

We  next  have  to  contemplate  Dryden  in 
the  character  of  a  dramatist;  a  charac¬ 
ter  which  he  sustained  for  many  years, 
with  no  little  acceptance  among  his  con¬ 
temporaries,  although  now,  and  for  a  cen¬ 
tury  or  more  past,  his  dramas  barely  sur¬ 
vive  in  the  quality  of  literary  curiosities, 
unread  save  by  the  fewest,  and  regarded 
as  marked  examples  of  inflation  and  artifi¬ 
cial  inspiration,  perversions  of  a  forcible, 
strenuous,  and  rich  nature.  This  nature 
asserts  itself  notwithstanding,  and  makes 
the  works  the  object  of  active  disapproval, 
rather  than  negligent  unconcern,  to  those 
who  will  still  be  at  the  pains  to  examine 
them.  Energy  and  capacity  abound ;  the 
discipline  and  beauty  of  proportion,  the 
authentic  accent  of  truth,  are  deficient. 
— Rossetti,  William  Michael,  1878, 
Lives  of  Famous  Poets,  p.  93. 

It  is  but  too  certain,  on  the  other  hand, 
—and  I  should  be  the  last  to  question  or 
dispute  the  certainty,  that  no  lover  of 
Dryden’s  fame  could  wish  to  see  any  ad¬ 
dition  made  to  the  already  too  long  list  of 
his  comedies.  Rather  might  we  reason¬ 
ably  desire,  were  it  possible,  to  strike  off 
several  of  these  from  the  roll  and  erase 
the  record  of  their  perpetration  for  ever. 

A  reader  must  be  very  imper¬ 
fectly  imbued  with  the  spirit  or  skilled  in 
the  manner  of  his  work,  who  imagines 
that  the  sole  representative  and  distinc¬ 
tive  qualities  of  his  tragic  or  serious  dra¬ 
matic  verse  are  to  be  sought  or  found  in 
the  resonant  reverberations  of  amcebaean 
rant  which  roll  and  peal  in  prolonged  and 
portentous  echoes  of  fulminant  epigram 
through  the  still  dilating  dialogue  of  his 
yet  not  undelightful  heroic  plays. — SWIN¬ 
BURNE,  Algernon  Charles.  1880,  A 
Retie  of  Dryden,  The  Gentleman's  Maga¬ 
zine,  vol.  249,  pp.  416,  422. 

Of  Dryden’s  comedies,  then,  it  may  be 
sufficient  to  say  that,  while  they  missed 
success  themselves  for  very  cogent  rea¬ 
sons,  they  yet  paved  the  way  for  the 
success  of  others.  Of  the  blank-verse 
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tragedies,  which  are  esteemed  the  best  of 
his  dramatic  works,  we  have  nothing  partic¬ 
ular  to  say.  But  the  rhymed  heroic  trag¬ 
edies,  whatever  else  may  be  said  of  them, 
are  very  remarkable  productions,  which 
maintained  their  popularity  for  some  time. 
On  the  one  hand,  they  have  been  unmerci¬ 
fully  and  very  cleverly  parodied,  on  the 
other  they  were  written  by  a  theatrical 
manager  well  versed  in  the  business  of 
the  stage ;  they  were  clearly  used  as 
libretti  for  spectacular  melodrama;  and 
lastly,  they,  along  with  many  successful 
French  tragedies,  point  to  the  conclusion 
that  rhyme  has  more  dramatic  value  than 
may  hitherto  have  been  supposed.  If 
there  is  room  for  the  display  of  tragic 
power  in  an  Italian  opera,  and  if  music 
may  even  assist  the  dramatic  effect,  why 
should  either  metre  or  rhyme  be  such  a 
hindrance  to  it? — Evans,  John  Amphlett, 
1892,  Dry  den  and  Ben  Jonson ,  Temple 
Bar,  vol.  95,  p.  107. 

The  tragedies  are  far  more  remarkable. 
He  slipped  almost  at  once  into,  and  for 
many  years  persevered  in,  the  famous 
“heroic”  tragedy,  from  which,  in  1678, 
he  returned  to  blank  verse,  in  the  splendid 
though  daring  variation  on  “Antony  and 
Cleopatra’’  called  “All  for  Love;”  while 
in  it  he  later  produced  what  is  generally 
thought  his  dramatic  masterpiece— the 
fine  play  of  “Don  Sebastian.”  But  as  a 
blank-verse  dramatist  Dryden  has  the 
drawback  of  coming  into  competition  with 
his  betters.  We  admire  his  work,  but 
we  do  not  love  it;  we  are  always  thinking 
of  another  music,  of  a  higher  strain,  as 
we  read  him.  No  one  has  since  written 
in  English  a  tragedy  that  will  bear  com¬ 
parison  with  “All  for  Love”  and  “Don 
Sebastian.”  But  when  we  turn  from 
“Don  Sebastian”  and  “All  for  Love”  to 
“Hamlet”  and  “Othello”  the  result  is 
reversed.  In  the  “heroic”  drama,  on  the 
other  hand,  Dryden  is  king,  though  the 
sceptre  be  too  suggestive  of  pasteboard 
and  the  crown  patched  with,  if  not  wholly 
composed  of  tinsel  — Saintsbury,  George, 
1895,  Social  England,  ed.  Traill,  vol.  iv, 
p.  434. 

It  cannot  be  said  that  Dryden  was  in 
any  respect  a  dramatist  of  a  high  order. 
As  a  writer  of  comedy  he  was  not  only  in¬ 
ferior  to  contemporaries  and  immediate 
successors  like  Wycherley,  Congreve,  Van- 
burgh  and  Farquhar,  but  in  certain  ways 


he  was  surpassed  by  Shadwell,  the  very 
man  whom  he  himself  has  consigned  to  a 
disagreeable  immortality  as  the  hero  of 
the  “MacFlecknoe.”  His  comedies  are 
not  merely  full  of  obscenity, — which 
seems  to  have  been  a  necessary  ingredient 
to  suit  them  to  the  taste  of  the  age,— 
but  they  are  full  of  a  peculiar  disagree¬ 
able  obscenity.— Lounsbury,  Thomas  R., 
1897,  Library  of  the  World's  Best  Liter¬ 
ature,  ed.  Warner  vol.  ix,  p.  4922. 

THE  WILD  GALLANT 

1G02-G9 

Took  coach  and  to  Court,  and  there  got 
good  places,  andsaw“The  Wilde  Gallant,” 
performed  by  the  King’s  house,  but  it 
was  ill  acted,  and  the  play  so  poor  a  thing 
as  I  never  saw  in  my  life  almost,  and  so 
little  answering  the  name,  that  from 
beginning  to  end,  I  could  not,  nor 
can  at  this  time,  tell  certainly  which 
was  the  Wild  Gallant.  The  King  did 
not  seem  pleased  at  all,  the  whole  play, 
nor  anybody  else,  though  Mr.  Gierke 
whom  we  met  here  did  commend  it  to 
us.— Pepys,  Samuel,  1662-63,  Diary , 
Feb.  23. 

His  first  piece  was  a  comedy  called  the 
“Wild  Gallant.”  He  began  with  no 
happy  auguries;  for  his  performance  was 
so  much  disapproved,  that  he  was  com¬ 
pelled  to  recall  it,  and  change  it  from  its 
imperfect  state  to  the  form  in  which  it 
now  appears,  and  which  is  yet  sufficiently 
defective  to  vindicate  the  criticks. — 
Johnson,  Samuel,  1779-81,  Dryden, 
Dives  of  the  Englisk  Poets. 

In  the  under  characters,  some  liveliness 
of  dialogue  is  maintained  ;  and  the  reader 
may  be  amused  with  particular  scenes, 
though,  as  a  whole,  the  early  fate  of  the 
play  was  justly  merited.  These  passages, 
in  which  the  plot  stands  still,  while  the 
spectators  are  entertained  with  flippant 
dialogue  and  repartee,  a*-e  ridiculed  in  the 
scene  betwixt  Prince  Prettyman  and  Tom 
Thimble  in  the  “Rehearsal;”  the  face¬ 
tious  Mr.  Bibber  being  the  original  of  the 
latter  personage.  .  .  .  The  whole  piece 
seems  to  have  been  intended  as  a  sacrifice 
to  popular  taste.— Scott,  Sir  Walter, 
1808,  ed..  The  Works  of  John  Dryden,  by 
Saintsbury,  vol.  II,  p.  24. 

Can  by  no  possibility  be  called  a  good 
play.— Saintsbury,  George,  1881,  Dry¬ 
den  ( EMglish  Men  of  Letters),  p.  42. 
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THE  RIVAL  LADIES 
1 604. 

A  very  innocent  and  moat  pretty  witty 
play  Pepys,  Samuel,  1664,  Diary, 
Aug.  4. 

The  ease  with  which  the  affections  of 
almost  every  female  in  the  drama  are  en¬ 
grossed  by  Gonsalvo,  and  afterwards 
transferred  to  the  lovers,  upon  whom  the 
winding  up  of  the  plot  made  it  necessary 
to  devolve  them,  will,  it  is  probable,  strike 
every  reader  as  unnatural.  In  truth, 
when  the  depraved  appetite  of  the  public 
requires  to  be  gratified  by  trick  and  bus¬ 
tle,  instead  of  nature  and  sentiment,  au¬ 
thors  must  sacrifice  the  probable,  as  well 
as  the  simple  process  of  events. — Scott, 
Sir  Walter,  1808,  ed.,  The  Works  of  John 
Dryden,  by  Saintsbury,  vol.  ll,  p.  127. 

Is  chiefly  remarkable  for  containing 
some  heroic  scenes  in  rhyme,  for  imitat¬ 
ing  closely  the  tangled  and  improbable 
plot  of  its  Spanish  original,  for  being  tol¬ 
erably  decent,  and  I  fear  it  must  be  added, 
for  being  intolerably  dull. — Saintsbury, 
George,  1881,  Dryden  ( English  Men  of 
Letters),  p.  42. 

THE  INDIAN  EMPEROR 
1067 

After  dinner  with  my  Lord  Bruncker 
and  his  mistress  to  the  Knig’s  playhouse, 
and  there  saw  “The  Indian  Emperour;” 
where  I  find  Nell  come  again,  which  I  am 
glad  of;  but  was  most  infinitely  displeased 
with  her  being  put  to  act  the  Emperour’s 
daughter;  which  is  a  great  and  serious 
part,  which  she  doe  most  basely.  The 
rest  of  the  play,  though  pretty  good,  was 
not  well  acted  by  most  of  them,  me 
thought;  so  that  I  took  no  great  content 
in  it.— Pepys,  Samuel,  1667,  Diary,  Aug. 
22. 

The  “Indian  Emperor"  is  the  first  of 
Dryden’s  .plays  which  exhibited,  in  a 
marked  degree,  the  peculiarity  of  his 
style,  and  drew  upon  him  the  attention  of 
the  world.  Without  equalling  the  extrav¬ 
agancies  of  the  “Conquest  of  Granada,” 
and  the  “Royal  Martyr,”  works  produced 
when  our  author  was  emboldened,  by  pub¬ 
lic  applause,  to  give  full  scope  to  his  dar¬ 
ing  genius,  the  following  may  be  consid¬ 
ered  as  a  model  of  the  heroic  drama.  — 
Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1808-21,  ed.,  The 
Works  of  John  Dryden,  by  Saintsbury,  vol. 
II,  p.  317. 


The  chief  attraction  of  the  play  doubt¬ 
less  consisted  neither  in  the  cleverness 
and  spirit  of  particular  passages  in  the 
dialogue,  nor  even  in  the  effectiveness  or 
strong  sensationalism  of  particular  situa¬ 
tions,  but  in  the  uniformly  pleasing  flow 
of  the  versification,  and  in  the  supernat¬ 
ural  business  introduced.  For  us,  how¬ 
ever,  the  main  interest  of  this  production 
lies  in  the  fact  that  the  form  of  versifica¬ 
tion  which  Dryden  desired  to  establish  in 
the  English  serious  drama  was  here  for 
the  first  time  fairly  on  its  trial ;  and  that, 
without  proving  throughout  adequate  to 
the  demands  imposed  upon  its  new-fledged 
strength  (see  e.  g.  the  important  first 
scene  of  act  IV),  it  achieved  a  success 
which  on  the  whole  cannot  be  described  as 
other  than  brilliant,  although  it  mani¬ 
festly  lacked  the  elements  of  permanence. 
— Ward,  Adolphus  William,  1875-99, 
A  History  of  English  Dramatic  Literature , 
vol.  in,  p.  349. 

A  masterpiece  in  ornate  and  musical 
rhetoric.— Collins,  JohnChurton,  1878- 
95,  Dryden,  Quarterly  Review ;  Essays 
and  Studies,  p.  25. 

If  the  “Indian  Emperor”  could  now  be 
acted  under  the  management  of  Mr.  Imr6 
Karalfy,  we  should  probably  be  charmed 
with  the  sonorous  splendour  of  its  couplets 
and  the  gorgeous  ritual  of  its  scenes. — 
Gosse,  Edmund,  1897,  Short  History  of 
Modem  English  Literature,  p.  179. 

THE  MAIDEN  QUEEN 
1668 

After  dinner,  with  my  wife,  to  the 
King’s  house  to  see  “  The  Maiden 
Queene,  ”  a  new  play  of  Dryden's,  might¬ 
ily  commended  for  the  regularity  of  it, 
and  the  strain  and  wit;  and,  the  truth  is, 
there  is  a  comical  part  done  by  Nell, 
which  is  Florimell,  that  I  never  can  hope 
ever  to  see  the  like  done  again,  by  man  or 
woman.  The  King  and  the  Duke  of  York 
were  at  the  play.  But  so  great  perform¬ 
ance  of  a  comical  part  was  never,  I  be¬ 
lieve,  in  the  world  before  as  Nell  do  this, 
both  as  a  mad  girle,  then  most  and  best 
of  all  when  she  comes  in  like  a  young  gal¬ 
lant;  and  hath  the  motions  and  carriage 
of  a  spark  the  most  that  ever  I  saw  any 
man  have.  It  makes  me,  I  confess,  ad¬ 
mire  her. — Pepys,  Samuel,  1666-67, 
Diary,  March.  2. 

The  serious  portion  though  not  devoid 
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of  merit,  has  a  blemish  of  which  the  au¬ 
thor  was  well  aware  ;  but  the  chief  merit 
of  the  play  lies  in  the  comic  between  the 
unstable  Celadon  and  his  mistress  Florimel 
— who  marry  one  another  with  their  eyes 
perfectly  open,  though  the  lady  was  first 
courted  as  a  “miss  in  a  mask.”  If  a 
licence  in  both  situation  and  sentiment 
which  it  would  not  be  ready  to  defend  be 
frankly  condoned,  the  fresh  and  enjoyable 
gaiety  of  these  figures  will  be  readily  ac¬ 
knowledged  ;  Florimel  (to  whose  mirthful 
ways  full  justice  was  no  doubt  done  by 
NellGwynn)  is  a  lively  and  delightful  type 
evidently  drawn  from  real  life. — Ward, 
Adolphus  William,  1875-99,  A  History 
of  English  Dramatic  Literature,  vol.  III. 

SIR  MARTIN  MAR-ALL 
1668 

“Sir  Martin  Marr-all”  was  originally 
a  mere  translation  from  the  French,  made 
by  William,  Duke  of  Newcastle,  and  by 
him  presented  toDryden,  who  revised  and 
adapted  it  to  the  stage.  .  .  .  None 

of  Dryden’s  pieces  appear  to  have  been 
more  successful  than  this. — Malone,  Ed¬ 
mund,  1800,  ed .,  Works  of  John  Dryden. 

The  merits  of  “Sir  Martin  Mar-All" 
(which  was  very  successful)  lie  in  the 
humour,  novel  as  far  as  I  know  to  the 
English  drama,  of  the  chief  character.— 
Ward,  Adolphus  William,  1875-99,  A 
History  of  English  Dramatic  Literature. 

No  one  can  deny  its  coarseness,  but  it 
is  perhaps  the  most  uniformly  amusing  of 
Dryden’s  comic  plays,  and  the  humour  is 
by  no  means  all  borrowed.  Salntsbury, 
George,  1883,  ed..  The  Works  of  John 
Dryden,  vol.  in,  p.  2. 

THE  ENCHANTED  ISLAND 
1 670 

The  storm,  which  vanished  on  the  neighbour¬ 
ing  shore, 

Was  taught  by  Shakespeare’s  Tempest  first 
to  roar. 

That  innocence  and  beauty,  which  did  smile 
In  Fletcher,  gTew  on  this  enchanted  isle. 

But  Shakespeare’s  magic  could  not  copied  be ; 
Within  that  circle  none  durst  walk  but  he. 

I  must  confess  'twos  bold,  nor  would  you  now 
That  liberty  to  vulgar  wits  allow, 

Which  works  by  magic  supernatural  things: 
But  Shakespeare’s  power  is  sacred  as  a  king’s. 
Those  legends  from  old  priesthood  were  re¬ 
ceived, 

And  he  then  writ,  as  people  then  believed. 

— Dryden,  John,  1669,  The  Tempest;  or 
The  Enchanted  Island,  Prologue . 


Much  has  been  said,  and  deservedly,  in 
reprobation  of  the  vile  mixture  which 
Dryden  has  thrown  into  the  “Tempest;” 
doubtless  without  some  such  vicious  alloy, 
the  impure  ears  of  that  age  would  never 
have  sate  out  to  hear  so  much  innocence 
of  love  as  is  contained  in  the  sweet  court¬ 
ship  of  Ferdinand  and  Miranda.— Lamu, 
Charles,  1810,  On  the  Tragedies  of  Shake- 
spear. 

In  sketching  characters  drawn  from 
fancy,  and  not  from  observation,  the  palm 
of  genius  must  rest  with  the  first  in¬ 
ventor  ;  others  are  but  copyists,  and  a  copy 
shows  nowhere  to  such  disadvantage  as 
when  placed  by  the  original.  Besides,  al¬ 
though  we  are  delighted  with  the  femi¬ 
nine  simplicity  of  Miranda,  it  becomes  un¬ 
manly  childishness  in  II ippolito ;  and  the 
premature  coquetry  of  Dorindais  disgust¬ 
ing,  when  contrasted  with  the  maidenly 
purity  that  chastens  the  simplicity  of 
Shakespeare’s  heroine.  The  latter  seems 
to  display,  as  it  were  by  instinct,  the  in¬ 
nate  dignity  of  her  sex ;  the  former,  to 
show,  even  in  solitude,  the  germ  of  those 
vices,  by  which,  in  a  voluptuous  age,  the 
female  character  becomes  degraded.  The 
wild  and  savage  character  of  Caliban  is 
also  sunk  into  low  and  vulgar  buffoonery. 
Dryden  has  not  informed  us  of  the  share 
he  had  in  this  alteration  :  It  was  probably 
little  more  than  the  care  of  adapting  it  to 
the  stage.  The  prologue  is  one  of  the 
most  masterly  tributes  ever  paid  at  the 
shrine  of  Shakespeare. — Scott,  Sir  Wal¬ 
ter,  1808,  ed..  The  Works  of  John  Dryden, 
by  Saintsbury ,  vol.  Ill,  p.  102. 

His  treatment  of  “The  Tempest”  shows 
that  he  wanted  intelligence  of  highest  pas¬ 
sions  and  imagination.  One  powerful 
mind  must  have  discernment  of  another; 
and  he  speaks  best  of  Shakspeare  when 
most  generally.  Then  we  might  believe 
that  he  understood  him  in  all  the  great¬ 
ness  of  his  might;  but  our  belief  cannot 
support  itself  among  the  many  outrages 
offered  by  him  to  nature,  in  a  blind  or 
wanton  desecration  of  her  holiest  reveal- 
ments  to  her  inspired  priest.  In  the 
sense  stated  above,  his  transformation  of 
“The  Tempest,”  is  an  implicit  criticism 
of  “The  Tempest.”  And,  assuredly, 
there  is  no  great  rashness  of  theorizing  in 
him  who  finds  in  this  barbarous  murder, 
evidence  to  a  lack  of  apprehension  in 
Dryden,  for  some  part  of  the  beauty  which 
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he  swept  away.  It  would  be  unjustifiable 
towards  the  man  to  believe  that,  for  the 
lowest  legitimate  end  of  a  playwright — 
money — or  for  the  lower,  because  illegiti¬ 
mate  end,  the  popular  breath  of  a  day 
amongst  a  public  of  a  day-  -he  voluntarily 
ruined  one  of  the  most  delicate  amongst 
the  L'autiful  creations  with  which  the 
divine  muse,  his  own  patroness,  had  en¬ 
larged  and  adorned  the  bright  world  of 
mind — ruined  it  down  to  the  depraved,  the 
degraded,  the  debased,  the  groveling,  the 
vulgar  taste  of  a  corrupt  court  and  town. 
“The  Inchanted  Island’’  is  a  dolorous 
document  ungainsayable,  to  the  appre¬ 
ciation,  in  particulars,  by  that  Dryden 
who  could,  in  generals,  laud  Shakspeare 
so  well — of  that  Shakspeare.  And,  if  by 
Dryden,  then  by  the  age  which  he  emi¬ 
nently  led  and  for  which  he  created, 
and  for  which  he— destroyed. — Wilson, 
John,  1845,  Dryden  and  Pope ,  Black¬ 
wood's  Magazine. 

TYRANNICK  LOVE 
1070 

But  I  am  strangely  mistaken  if  I  have 
not  seen  this  very  Almanzor  of  yours  in 
some  disguise  about  this  town,  and  pass¬ 
ing  under  another  name.  Pr’ythee  tell 
me  true,  was  not  this  Huffcap  once  the 
Indian  Emperor  ?  and  at  another  time  did 
he  not  call  himself  Maximin?  Was  not 
Lyndaraxa  once  called  Almeira?  I  mean 
under  Montezuma  the  Indian  Emperor. 
I  protest  and  vow  they  are  either  the 
same,  or  so  alike,  that  I  cannot,  for  my 
heart,  distinguish  one  from  the  other. 
You  are  therefore  a  strange  unconscion¬ 
able  thief;  thou  are  not  content  to  steal 
from  others,  but  dost  rob  thy  poor 
wretched  self  too. — Clifford,  Martin, 
1672  -87,  Notes  upon  Mr.  Dryden' s  Poems, 
First  Letter. 

I  remember  some  verses  of  my  own, 
“Maximin  and  Almanzor,”  which  cry 
vengeance  upon  me  for  their  extrava¬ 
gance,  and  which  I  wish  heartily  in  the 
same  fire  with  Statius  and  Chapman. — 
Dryden,  John,  1681,  Spanish.  Friar, 
Dedication ;  Works,  ed.  Scott  and  Saints- 
bury,  vol.  vi,  p.  406. 

The  “Royal  Martyr”  is  one  of  Dry- 
den’s  mostcharacteristic  productions.  The 
character  of  Maximin,  in  particular,  is 
drawn  on  his  boldest  plan.  .  .  In 

the  Prologue,  he  has  boldly  stated  and 


justified  his  determination  to  rush  for¬ 
wards,  and  hazard  the  disgrace  of  a 
fall,  rather  than  the  loss  of  the  race. 
Certainly  a  genius,  which  dared  so  greatly 
as  that  of  Dryden,  cannot  always  be 
expected  to  check  its  flight  upon  the  verge 
of  propriety;  and  we  are  often  hurried 
along  with  it  into  extravagant  and  bom¬ 
bast,  when  we  can  seldom  discover  the 
error  till  a  second  reading  of  the  passage. 
—Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1808-21,  ed..  The 
Works  of  John  Dryden ,  by  Saintsbury,  vol. 
ill,  p.  371. 

A  compound  of  exquisite  beauties  and 
absurdities  of  the  most  frantic  descrip¬ 
tion.  The  part  of  St.  Catherine  (very  in¬ 
appropriately  allotted  to  Airs.  Eleanor 
Gwyn)  is  beautiful  throughout,  and  that 
of  Maximinis  quite  captivating  in  its  out¬ 
rageousness.  The  Astral  spirits  who  ap¬ 
pear  gave  occasion  for  some  terrible  par¬ 
ody  in  the  “Rehearsal,”  but  their  verses 
are  in  themselves  rather  attractive. — * 
Saintsbury,  George,  1881,  Dryden  ( Eng¬ 
lish  Men  of  Letters),  p.  44. 

AN  EVENING'S  LOVE 

1671 

Up  and  talked  with  my  wife  all  in  good 
humour,  and  so  the  office,  where  all  the 
morning,  and  then  home  to  dinner,  and  so 
she  and  I  alone  to  the  King’s  house,  and 
there  I  saw  this  new  play  my  wife  saw 
yesterday,  and  do  not  like  it,  it  being 
very  smutty,  and  nothing  so  good  as  “The 
Maiden  Queen,”  or  “The  Indian  Emper- 
our, ”  of  his  making,  that  I  was  troubled 
at  it;  and  my  wife  tells  me  wholly  (which 
he  confesses  a  little  in  the  epilogue) 
taken  out  of  the  “Illustre  Bassa.” — 
Pepys,  Samuel,  1668,  Diary,  June  20. 

The  piece  is  specially  noteworthy  for 
the  four  charming  songs  it  contains. 
They  are  of  Dryden’s  best  lyric  stamp, 
but  unluckily  the  “smuttiness,”  of  which 
even  Pepys  complained,  extends  to  them. 
-Saintsbury,  George,  1883,  ed.,  The 
Works  of  John  Dryden,  vol.  Ill,  p.  238. 

THE  CONQUEST  OF  GRANADA 

1672 

If,  however,  the  reader  can  abstract  his 
mind  from  the  qualities  now  deemed  es¬ 
sential  to  a  play,  and  consider  the  “Con¬ 
quest  of  Granada’  as  a  piece  of  romantic 
poetry  there  are  few  compositions  in  the 
English  language,  which  convey  a  more 
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lively  and  favourable  display  of  the  mag¬ 
nificence  of  fable,  of  language,  and  of 
action,  proper  to  that  style  of  composi¬ 
tion.  Amid  the  splendid  ornaments  of 
the  structure  we  lose  3ight  of  occasional 
disproportion  and  incongruity  ;  and,  at  an 
early  age  particularly,  there  are  few 
poems  which  make  a  more  deep  impression 
upon  the  imagination  than  the  “Conquest 
of  Granada.” — Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1808- 
21,  ed.,  The  Works  of  John  Dryden ,  by 
Saintsbury,  vol.  lv,  p.  6. 

Has  been  generally,  and  justly,  re¬ 
garded  as  the  most  prominent  type  of  the 
“heroic  plays”  of  this  age.  ...  If 
a  vast  quantity  of  rant  is  requisite  to  give 
expression  to  the  “over-boiling”  courage 
of  Almanzor,  and  if  the  conception  of  his 
pride  and  valour  are  alike  hyper-Achillean 
so  that  altogether  he  was  a  fit  model  for 
the  caricature  of  Drawcansir  in  “The  Re¬ 
hearsal” — yet  many  of  the  turns  of  dic¬ 
tion  are  extraordinarily  vigorous,  and  the 
force  of  the  impetus  which  enables  the 
author  to  sustain  the  character  through 
ten  acts  is  simply  without  parallel. — 
Ward,  Adolphus  William,  1875-99,  A 
History  of  English  Dramatic  Literature , 
vol.  in,  p.  360. 

MARRIAGE  A  LA  MODE 
1GT3 

“Marriage-d-La-Mode”  ...  is  thor¬ 
oughly  amusing  in  its  comic  action,  which, 
though  occasionally  as  Melantha  would 
say  risquee  to  a  considerable  degree,  is 
yet  (as  the  author  with  some  pride  points 
out  in  the  Epilogue)  kept  within  certain 
bounds.  The  character  of  the  “fair  im- 
pertiment”  Melantha  herself,  a  fashion¬ 
able  lady  and  “one  of  those  who  run  mad 
in  new  French  words,”  is  excellent;  Con¬ 
greve  has  hardly  surpassed  it;  and  we  are 
already  near  to  the  height  of  the  Restora¬ 
tion  comedy  of  manners. — Ward,  Adol¬ 
phus  William,  1875-99,  A  History  of 
English  Dramatic  Literature ,  vol.  ill,  p. 
366. 

It  is  Dryden’s  only  original  excursion 
into  the  realms  of  the  higher  comedy. 
For  his  favourite  pair  of  lovers  he  here 
substitutes  a  quartette.  Rhodophil  and 
Doralice  are  a  fashionable  married  pair, 
who,  without  having  actually  exhausted 
their  mutual  affection,  are  of  opinion  that 
their  character  is  quite  gone  if  they  con¬ 
tinue  faithful  to  each  other  any  longer. 


Rhodophil  accordingly  lays  siege  to  Mel¬ 
antha,  a  young  lady  who  is  intended 
though  he  does  not  know  this,  to  marry 
his  friend  Palamede,  while  Palamede, 
deeply  distressed  at  the  idea  of  matrimony, 
devotes  himself  to  Doralice.  The  cross 
purposes  of  this  quartette  are  admirably 
related,  and  we  are  given  to  understand 
that  no  harm  comes  of  it  at  all.  But  in 
Doralice  and  Melantha  Dryden  has  given 
studies  of  womankind  quite  out  of  his 
usual  line.  Melantha  is,  of  course,  far 
below  Millamant,  but  it  is  not  certain  that 
that  delightful  creation  of  Congreve’s 
genius  does  not  owe  something  to  her. 
Doralice,  on  the  other  hand,  has  ideas  as 
to  the  philosophy  of  flirtation  which  do 
her  no  little  credit.  It  is  a  thousand 
pities  that  the  play  is  written  in  the  lan¬ 
guage  of  the  time,  which  makes  it  impos¬ 
sible  to  revive  and  difficult  to  read  with¬ 
out  disgust.  Saixtsbury,  George,  1881. 
Dryden  ( English  Men  of  Letters),  p.  54. 

THE  ASSIGNATION 

1073 

An  Author  did  to  please  you ,  lei  his  Wit  run 
Of  late ,  much  on  a  Serving-man,  and  Cittern, 
And  yet  you  would  not  like  the  Serenade, 

Nay,  and  you  damn’d  his  Nuns  in  Masquer¬ 
ade. 

Tou  did  his  Spanish  Sing-song  too  abhor, 

Ah !  que  locura  con  tauto  rigor. 

In  fine,  the  whole  by  you  so  much  was  blam’d, 
To  act  their  parts  the  Players  were  asham’d; 
Ah!  how  severe  your  Malice  was  that  Lay; 

To  damn  at  once  the  Poet  and  his  Play. 

But  tohy,  ivas  your  liage  just  at  that  time 
shown, 

TI7irn  uhat  the  Poet  writ,  was  all  his  ownf 
Till  then  he  borrow'd  from  Romance,  and  did 
translate. 

And  those  Plays  found  a  more  indulgent  Fate. 
— Ravenscroft,  Edward,  1673,  Care¬ 
less  Lovers ,  Prologue. 

Bayes.  I  remember  once,  in  a  play  of 
mine,  I  set  off  a  scene,  i’gad,  beyond  ex¬ 
pectation,  only  with  a  petticoat  and  the 
belly-ache. 

Smith.  Pray,  how  was  that,  sir? 

Bayes.  Why,  sir,  I  contrived  a  petti¬ 
coat  to  be  brought  in  upon  a  chair  (no¬ 
body  knew  how),  into  a  prince’s  chamber, 
whose  father  was  not  to  see  it,  that  came 
in  by  chance. 

Johns.  God’s-my-life,  that  was  a  nota¬ 
ble  contrivance  indeed ! 

Smith.  Ay,  but,  Mr.  Bayes,  how  could 
you  contrive  the  belly-ache? 
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Bayes.  The  easiest  i’ the  world,  i’gad: 
I’ll  tell  you  how;  I  made  the  prince  sit 
down  upon  the  petticoat,  no  more  than 
so,  and  pretended  to  his  father  that  he 
had  just  then  got  the  belly-ache;  where¬ 
upon  his  father  went  out  to  call  a  physi¬ 
cian,  and  his  man  ran  away  with  the  pet¬ 
ticoat. 

— Villiers,  George  (Duke  of  Bucking¬ 
ham),  1673,  The  Rehearsal. 

This  play  was  unfortunate  in  the  repre¬ 
sentation.  It  is  needless,  at  the  distance 
of  more  than  a  century,  to  investigate  the 
grounds  of  the  dislike  of  an  audience, 
who,  perhaps,  could  at  the  very  time  have 
given  no  good  reason  for  their  capricious 
condemnation  of  a  play,  not  worse  than 
many  others  which  they  received  with  ap¬ 
plause.  .  .  .  The  play  certainly  con¬ 

tains,  in  the  present  instance,  nothing  to 
justify  them.  In  point  of  merit,  “The 
Assignation"  seems  pretty  much  on  a 
level  with  Dryden’s  other  comedies;  and 
certainly  the  spectators,  who  had  received 
the  blunders  of  Sir  Martin  Mar-all  with 
such  unbounded  applause,  might  have 
taken  some  interest  in  those  of  poor 
Benito.  Perhaps  the  absurd  and  vulgar 
scene,  in  which  the  prince  pretends  a  fit 
of  the  colic,  had  some  share  in  occasion¬ 
ing  the  fall  of  the  piece.  -Scott,  Sir 
Walter,  1808-21,  ed.  The  Works  of  John 
Dryden,  by  Saintsbury,  vol.  iv,  p.  366. 

“The  Assignation,”  though  written 
with  great  ease,  and  containing  one 
rather  humorous  character  (the  bungling 
Benito)  is  a  worthless  play. — Ward, 
Adolphus  William,  1875-99,  A  History 
of  English  Dramatic  Literature,  vol.  HI,  p. 
366. 

It  is  vulgar,  coarse,  and  dull;  it  was 
damned,  and  deserved  it.  -Saintsbury, 
George,  1881,  Dryden  ( English  Men  of 
Letters),  p.  55. 

AMBOYNA 

1073 

This  play  is  beneath  criticism ;  and  I 
can  hardly  hesitate  to  term  it  the  worst 
production  Dryden  ever  wrote. — Scott, 
Sir  Walter,  1808-21,  ed.  The  Works  of 
John.  Dryden ,  by  Saintsbury,  vol.  v,  p.  3. 

The  play  is  the  one  production  of  Dry¬ 
den  which  is  utterly  worthless  except  as 
a  curiosity.— Saintsbury,  George,  1883, 
ed..  The  Works  of  John  Dryden,  vol.  v, 
p.  3. 


THE  STATE  OF  INNOCENCE 
1074 

I  would  embrace,  but  not  with  flntt’ry  stain. 
Something  I  would  to  your  vast  virtue  raise. 
But  6corn  to  daub  it  with  a  fulsome  praise ; 
That  would  but  blot  the  work  I  would  com¬ 
mend, 

And  show  a  court- admirer,  not  a  friend. 

To  the  dead  bard  your  fame  a  little  owes, 

For  Milton  did  the  wealthy  mind  disclose, 
And  rudely  cast  what  you  could  well  dispose : 
He  rouglxly  drew,  on  au  old  fashioned  ground, 
A  chaos;  for  no  perfect  world  was  found, 
Till  through  the  heap  your  mighty  genius 
shined : 

He  was  the  golden  ore,  which  yon  refined. 

Ho  first  beheld  the  beauteous  rustic  maid, 
Aud  to  a  place  of  strength  the  prize  conveyed  : 
Yon  took  her  thence;  to  court  this  virgin 
brought, 

Drest  her  with  gems,  new  weaved  her  hard- 
spun  thought, 

And  softest  language,  sweetest  manners 
taught ; 

Till  from  a  comet  she  a  star  doth  rise, 

Not  to  affright,  but  please,  out  wondering 
oyes. 

—Lee,  Nathaniel,  1674,  To  Mr.  Dry¬ 
den  on  his  Poem  of  Paradise 

Altered  as  this  poem  was  from  the  orig¬ 
inal,  in  order  to  accommodate  it  to  the 
state  of  a  frivolous  age,  it  still  retained 
too  much  fancy  to  escape  the  raillery  of 
the  men  of  wit  and  fashion,  more  disposed 
to  “laugh  at  extravagance,  than  to  sym¬ 
pathise  with  feelings  of  grandeur.” — 
Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1808-21,  ed.,  The 
Works  of  John  Dryden,  by  Saintsbury,  vol. 
V,  p.  98. 

Of  the  execution  of  this  performance, 
I  know  not  what  to  say,  but  that  all  who 
can  estimate  the  greatness  of  Milton’s 
images,  the  simplicity,  the  majesty,  the 
richness  of  his  language,  the  exquisite 
propriety  of  his  thoughts,  the  fine  ideal 
of  his  characters,  Dryden’s  distorted  re¬ 
flection  of  it  must  appear  very  grotesque 
and  ridiculous;  in  many  parts  puerile  and 
weak ;  in  all,  losing  sight  of  the  exalted 
strains  of  poetry,  and  the  noble  concep¬ 
tion  of  the  original.  That  great  creation 
of  Milton’s  genius,  the  character  of  Satan, 
the  angel  of  sorrow  is  sullied  or  lost.  All 
his  majestic  lineaments  disappear,  the  eye 
of  pride,  the  lurid  brow  of  woe,  the  great¬ 
ness  of  his  scorn,  the  conscious  dignity  of 
his  demeanour,  the  feelings  of  one  who 
had  stood  before  the  throne  of  light, 
(himself  the  morning  star  of  heaven)  all 
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are  destroyed  ;  while  only  the  impish  cun¬ 
ning,  the  wicked,  malignant,  fiendish  joy 
of  the  satyr  and  the  demon  is  left.  The 
simplicity  of  Eve  is  impaired,  and  even 
her  purity  and  innocence  stained ;  while 
the  behaviour  of  Adam  to  his  angel  guest 
and  his  pertinacious  arguments  on  the 
doctrines  of  liberty  and  necessity,  which 
it  took  two  angels,  with  the  assistance  of 
old  Hobbes  to  answer,  is  in  strong  and 
humiliating  contrast  with  the  exquisite 
truth,  the  delicacy  and  propriety  of  Mil¬ 
ton’s  picture. — Mitford,  John,  1834,  ed., 
Poems  of  Dryden,  Memoir,  p .  liii. 

How  all  this  might  take  with  a  mixed 
audience,  we  do  not  presume  to  conjecture, 
yet  very  great  absurdities  do  sometimes 
take  almost  as  well  on  as  off  the  stage.  .  .  . 
Suppose  Booth  perfectly  sober  in  Adam, 
and  Nell  Gwynne  up  merely  to  the  proper 
pitch  of  vivacity  in  Eve,  we  do  not  see 
why  the  opera  might  not  have  had  a  run 
during  the  reign  of  the  Merry  Monarch. 
The  first  sight  we  have  of  Adam  is,  “as 
newly  created,  laid  on  a  bed  of  moss  and 
flowers,  by  a  rock.  ’  ’  He  rises  as  he  begins 
to  utter  his  earliest  soliloquy;  and  we  be¬ 
lieve  it  as  an  established  rule  not  to  turn 
your  back  on,  or — in  playhouse  phrase — 
not  to  rump  your  audience.  In  such  a 
case,  however,  considerable  latitude  would 
have  been  conceded  by  both  sexes  to  our 
original;  and  what  with  shades  and 
shrubs,  and,  above  all,  the  rock,  an  adroit 
actor  could  have  had  little  difficulty  in 
accommodating  to  his  posterity  their  pro¬ 
genitor.  Of  Eve  our  first  glimpse  is 
among  “trees  cut  out  on  each  aide,  with 
several  fruits  upon  them;  a  fountain  in 
the  midst;  at  the  far  end  the  prospect 
terminating  in  walks.  ”  Nelly  might  have 
worn  her  famous  felt  chapeau,  broad  as  a 
coachwheel,  as  appropriately  in  that  as  in 
any  other  character,  and  contrived  to 
amble  about  with  sufficient  decorum  for 
those  fastidious  times. — Wilson,  John, 
1845,  Dryden  and  Pope ,  Blackwood's  Mag¬ 
azine. 

The  conception  of  such  an  opera  has 
sometimes  been  derided  as  preposterous 
— a  derision  which  seems  to  overlook  the 
fact  that  Milton  was  himself,  in  some  de¬ 
gree,  indebted  to  an  Italian  dramatic 
original.  The  piece  is  not  wholly  in 
rhyme,  but  contains  some  very  fine  pas¬ 
sages.— Saintsbury,  George,  1881,  Dry- 
den  {English  Men  of  Letters),  p.  56. 


AURENGZEBE 

1G7G 

Dryden’s  last  and  most  perfect  trag¬ 
edy  in  rhyme  was  “Aurengzebe.”  In  this 
play,  the  passions  are  strongly  depicted, 
the  characters  well  discriminated,  and  the 
diction  more  familiar  and  dramatic,  than 
in  any  of  his  preceding  pieces.  Hart  and 
Mohun  greatly  distinguished  themselves 
in  the  characters  of  Aurengzebe,  and  the 
old  Emperor.  Mrs.  Marshall  was  admired 
in  Nourmahul ;  and  Kynaston  has  been 
much  extolled,  by  Cibber,  for  his  happy 
expression  of  the  arrogant  and  savage 
fierceness  in  Morat.  ‘  ‘  Booth,  in  some  part 
of  this  character,”  says  the  same  critical 
historian,  “was  too  tame,  from  an  appre¬ 
hension  of  raising  the  mirth  of  the  au¬ 
dience  improperly.”  Davies,  Thomas, 
1784,  Dramatic  Micellanies,  vol.  Ill,  p.  157. 

This  tragedy  is  written  in  rhyme,  and 
appears  to  have  had  great  pains  taken  with 
it;  parts  of  it  are  deservedly  celebrated, 
but  whatever  are  its  beauties,  its  being 
conveyed  through  this  vehicle  is  an  unsur- 
moun table  objection  to  its  keeping  a  place 
on  the  theatre,  where  otherwise  it  might 
perhaps  have  been  deservedly  a  favourite. 
— Diddin,  Charles,  1795,  A  Complete  His¬ 
tory  of  the  Stage,  vol.  iv,  p.  169. 

It  is  perhaps  the  only  one  of  Dryden’s 
which,  with  very  little  alterations,  might 
be  acted,  at  least  as  a  curiosity,  at  the 
present  day. — Saintsbury,  George,  1881, 
Dryden  ( English  Men  of  Letters),  p.  57. 

ALL  FOR  LOVE 
1G78 

It  is  by  universal  consent  accounted  the 
work  in  which  he  has  admitted  the  fewest 
improprieties  of  style  or  character;  but 
it  has  one  fault  equal  to  many,  though 
rather  moral  than  critical,  that,  by  admit¬ 
ting  the  romantick  omnipotence  of  Love, 
he  has  recommended,  as  laudable  and 
worthy  of  imitation,  that  conduct  which, 
through  all  ages,  the  good  have  censured 
as  vicious,  and  the  bad  despised  as  foolish. 
— Johnson,  Samuel,  1779-81,  Dryden, 
Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

“Antony  and  Cleopatra,”  with  in¬ 
stances  abundant  of  those  deprivations  in 
the  sense,  construction,  and  meter,  too 
often  recurring  throughout  these  works, 
is  written  in  our  author’s  best  manner; 
and  though  Dryden  has  dilated  and  nobly 
refined  some  passages,  the  “All  for  Love” 
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will,  1  believe,  for  interest,  animation, 
and  energy,  be  found  far  inferior  to  its 
original.— Seymour,  F.  H.,  1805,  Re¬ 
marks  on  Shakspcare,  vol.  li,  p.  83. 

“All  for  Love”  was  the  author’s 
favourite  drama; — he  said,  he  wrote  it 
solely  to  please  himself,  and  had  suc¬ 
ceeded  in  his  design.  Yet,  were  it  not 
for  the  interest  which  attaches  to  the 
names  of  his  hero  and  heroine,  their  char¬ 
acters  are  too  feebly  drawn  to  produce 
those  emotions  which  an  audience  at  a 
tragedy  come  prepared  to  feel.  Who  can 
be  inattentive  to  the  loves  of  Marc  An¬ 
tony  and  Cleopatra?  Yet,  thus  described, 
their  fate  in  representation  seldom  draws 
a  tear,  or  gives  rise  to  one  transport  of 
passion  in  the  breast  of  the  most  observ¬ 
ing  auditor.  The  work  is,  nevertheless, 
highly  valuable.  It  is  one  of  the  most 
interesting  parts  of  Roman  and  Egyptian 
history;  and  the  historian-  Dryden. — * 
Inchbald,  Mrs.  Elizabeth,  1806-9,  ed. 
The  British  Theatre,  All  for  Love ,  Re¬ 
marks ,  vol.  VI. 

Having  given  Dryden  the  praise  of  su¬ 
perior  address  in  managing  the  story,  I 
fear  he  must  be  pronounced  in  most  other 
respects  inferior  to  his  grand  prototype. 
Antony,  the  principal  character  in  both 
plays,  is  incomparably  grander  in  that  of 
Shakespeare.  The  majesty  and  gener¬ 
osity  of  the  military  hero  is  happily  ex¬ 
pressed  by  both  poets;  but  the  awful  ruin 
of  grandeur,  undermined  by  passion,  and 
tottering  to  its  fall,  is  far  more  striking 
in  the  Antony  of  Shakespeare. 

In  the  Cleopatra  of  Dryden,  there  is 
greatly  less  spirit  and  originality  than  in 
Shakespeare’s.  The  preparation  of  the 
latter  for  death  has  a  grandeur  which 
puts  to  shame  the  same  scene  in  Dryden, 
and  serves  to  support  the  interest  during 
the  whole  fifth  act,  although  Antony  has 
died  in  the  conclusion  of  the  fourth.  No 
circumstance  can  more  highly  evince  the 
power  of  Shakespeare’s  genius,  in  spite 
of  his  irregularities;  since  the  conclusion 
in  Dryden,  where  both  lovers  die  in  the 
same  scene,  and  after  a  reconciliation,  is 
infinitely  more  artful,  and  better  adapted 
to  theatrical  effect. — Scott,  Sir  Walter, 
1808-21,  ed.,  The  Works  of  John  Dryden, 
by  Saintsbury,  vol.  v,  pp.  308,  310. 

What  a  wretchedness,  to  reduce  such 
events  to  a  pastoral,  to  excuse  Antony,  to 
praise  Charles  II.  indirectly,  to  bleat  as 


in  a  sheepfold!  And  such  was  the  taste 
of  his  contemporaries. — Taine,  H.  A., 
1871,  History  of  English  Literature,  tr. 
Van  Laun,  vol.  II,  bk.  iii,  ch.  ii,  p.  17. 

Dryden’s  complacency  in  the  result  is 
not  wholly  unjustified.  In  a  sense,  his 
tragedy  is  original ;  the  character  of  An¬ 
tony  is  drawn  with  considerable  skill;  the 
dominion  which  passion  is  capable  of  ac¬ 
quiring  over  a  human  being  is,  I  think, 
exhibited  quite  as  effectively  as  it  is  in 
Shakspere — but  Dryden’s  Antony  lacks 
elevation.  His  Cleopatra  is  compara¬ 
tively  uninteresting.  The  writing  main¬ 
tains  a  high  level  throughout;  and  the 
scene  to  which,  as  just  noted,  the  author 
directs  special  attention  is  undoubtedly 
admirable.  The  construction  of  the  play 
is  close  and  effective;  and  its  general 
tone  is  sufficiently  moderated,  without  be¬ 
coming  open  to  the  charge  of  tameness. 
Within  certain  limits,  there  assuredly 
never  was  a  more  flexible  genius  than 
Dryden’s.  The  tasks  which  he  set  him¬ 
self,  without  actually  failing  in  their  per¬ 
formance,  are  many  and  extraordinary;  in 
the  present  instance  he  cannot  be  said  to 
rival  Shakspere  on  his  own  ground,  and 
he  follows  him  on  it  without  making  him¬ 
self  guilty  of  servile  imitation  or  breaking 
down  from  lack  of  original  force.  “All 
for  Love”  has  been  not  unjustly  desig¬ 
nated  by  an  eminent  critic  as  “Dryden's 
finest  play.”— Ward,  Adolphus  William, 
1875-99,  A  History  of  English  Dramatic 
Literature,  vol.  ill,  p.  372. 

To  compare  “All  for  Love”  with  “An¬ 
tony  and  Cleopatra”  would  be  to  compare 
works  which,  in  all  that  pertains  to  the 
essence  of  poetry  and  tragedy,  differ  not 
in  degree  merely  but  in  kind.  And  yet 
Dryden's  tragedy,  even  from  a  dramatic 
point  of  view,  is,  with  three  or  four  ex¬ 
ceptions,  superior  to  anything  produced 
by  his  contemporaries.  If  his  Cleopatra 
is  wretched,  his  Antony  is  powerfully 
sketched.  The  altercation  between  An¬ 
tony  and  Ventidius,  though  modelled  too 
closely  on  that  between  Brutu8  and  Cas¬ 
sius  in  “Julius  Caesar,”  is  a  noble  piece 
of  dialectical  rhetoric,  while  the  scene 
between  Cleopatra  and  Octavia  is  perhaps 
finer  than  anything  which  the  stage  bad 
seen  since  Massinger. — Collins,  John 
Churton,  1878-95,  Dryden ,  Quarterly 
Review ;  Essays  and  Studies,  p.  36. 

Dryden’s  “All  for  Love;  or,  The  World 
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Well  Lost,”  “written  in  imitation  of 
Shakespeare’s  style”  was  its  author’s 
favourite  production, — “the  only  play  he 
wrote  for  himself;”  its  popularity  was 
great  ;  and  the  older  critics  were  fond  of 
praising  its  regularity  and  poetic  harmony, 
though  they  generously  recognised  that 
it  fell  short  of  its  first  model  in  fire  and 
originality  (cf.  Baker’s  “Bibliographia 
Dramatica”).  It  held  the  stage  for  a 
century,  and  has  in  all  probability  been 
acted  ten  times  of  tener  than  Shakespeare’s 
“Antony  and  Cleopatra.”  Campbell  evi¬ 
denced  this  fact  as  a  proof  of  England’s 
neglect  of  Shakespeare,  as  a  disgrace  to 
British  taste—  Gollancz,  Israel,  1896, 
ed.  Tetnple  Shakespeare,  Preface  to  Antony 
and  Cleopatra,  p.  vii. 

LIMBERHAM 

1G78 

In  this  Play,  (which  I  take  to  be  the 
best  Comedy  of  his)  he  so  much  expos’d 
the  keeping  part  of  the  Town,  that  the 
Play  wasstopt,  when  it  had  but  thrice  ap¬ 
pear’d  on  the  Stage;  but  the  Author  took 
a  becoming  Care,  that  the  things  that  of¬ 
fended  him  on  the  Stage  were  either  alter’d 
or  omitted  in  the  Press. — Langbaine, 
Gerard,  1691,  An  Account  of  the  English 
Dramatick  Poets,  p.  164. 

The  reader  will  probably  easily  excuse 
any  remarks  upon  this  comedy.  It  is  not 
absolutely  without  humour,  but  is  so  dis¬ 
gustingly  coarse,  as  entirely  to  destroy 
that  merit.— Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1808 
21,  ed.,  The  Works  of  John  Dryden,  by 
Saintsbury,  vol.  VI,  p.  2. 

The  outrageous  comedy. — Ward,  Adol¬ 
phus  William,  1875-99,  A  History  of 
English  Dramatic  Literature,  vol.  in,  p. 
373. 

There  is  little  doubt  that  Langbaine  is 
right  in  describing  this  play,  from  the 
merely  dramatic  point  of  view,  as  the  best 
of  Dryden’s  comedies.  The  action  is 
well  imagined  and  kept  up;  the  scheme 
(setting  aside  a  few  of  the  commonplaces 
of  such  subjects)  original ;  the  dialogue 
lively;  and  the  characters  (especially 
Pleasance  and  Brainsick)  well  marked  and 
life-like.  The  reason  of  its  damnation  is 
certainly  mysterious.  For,  even  suppos¬ 
ing  it  to  be  a  personal  attack,  of  which 
there  is  no  evidence  whatever,  the  amuse¬ 
ment  of  the  majority  would  probably  have 
overcome  the  resentment  of  the  victim 


and  his  friends.  That  the  causes  which 
would  be  sufficient  to  make  its  production 
impossible  now  should  have  had  any  force 
then  is  extremely  unlikely,  and  one  is 
driven  to  believe  that  the  satire  did  act¬ 
ually  touch  a  prevailing  vice  too  closely 
to  be  borne.  Of  the  offensiveness  of  the 
language  and  incidents,  there  is  no  need 
to  say  anything,  except  to  remark  that 
some  of  the  coarsest  language  in  the  play 
is  putin  the  mouth  of  Pleasance,  the  only 
virtuous  character,  who  is  represented  as 
a  young  and  pretty  girl.  This  would  not 
have  shocked  audiences  at  the  time,  but 
it  is  disgusting  enough  to  modern  ideas  of 
decency.— Saintsbury,  George,  1883, 
ed..  The  Works  of  John  Dryden ,  vol.  VI, 
p.  3. 

CEDIPUS 

1679 

The  language  of  “(Edipus”  is,  in  gen¬ 
eral,  nervous,  pure,  and  elegant ;  and  the 
dialogue,  though  in  so  high  a  tone  of  pas¬ 
sion,  is  natural  and  affecting.  Some  of 
Lee’s  extravagancies  are  lamentable  ex¬ 
ceptions  to  this  observation.  .  . 

These  blemishes,  however,  are  entitled  to 
some  indulgence  from  the  reader,  when 
they  occur  in  a  work  of  real  genius. 
Those  who  do  not  strive  at  excellence  will 
seldom  fall  into  absurdity;  as  he  who  is 
contented  to  walk  is  little  liable  to  stum¬ 
ble.— Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1808-21,  ed., 
The  Works  of  John  Dryden,  by  Saintsbury , 
vol.  vi,  p.  127. 

This  tragedy,  which  should  be  compared 
not  only  with  Corneille’s  but  also  with 
Sophocles’  and  Seneca’s  treatment  of  the 
same  theme,  is  constructed  with  no  ordi¬ 
nary  skill,  as  well  written  with  undeniable 
power.  How,  then,  is  the  fact  to  be  ex¬ 
plained  that  its  horrors  remain  as  intoler¬ 
able  to  the  reader,  as  on  an  attempted 
revival  of  the  play  they  appear  to  have 
proved  to  the  spectators? — Ward.  Adol¬ 
phus  William,  1875-99,  A  History  of 
English  Dramatic  Literature,  vol.  Ill,  p. 
373. 

TROILUS  AND  CRESSIDA 
1679 

This  Play  was  likewise  first  written  by 
Shakespear,  and  revis’d  by  Mr.  Dryden, 
to  which  he  added  several  new  Scenes,  and 
even  cultivated  and  improv’d  what  he  bor¬ 
row’d  from  the  Original.  The  last  Scene 
in  the  third  Act  is  a  Masterpiece,  and 
whether  it  be  copied  from  Shakespear , 
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Fletcher ,  or  Euripides ,  or  all  of  them,  I 
think  it  justly  deserves  Commendation. — 
Langbaine,  Gerard,  1691,  An  Account 
of  the  English  Dramatick  Poets ,  p.  173. 

Mr.  Godwin  has  justly  remarked,  that 
the  delicacy  of  Chaucer’s  ancient  tale  has 
suffered  even  in  the  hands  of  Shakespeare  ; 
but  in  those  of  Dryden  it  has  undergone 
a  far  deeper  deterioration.  Whatever  is 
coarse  and  naked  in  Shakespeare,  has  been 
dilated  into  ribaldry  by  the  poet  laureate 
of  Charles  the  Second  ;  and  the  character 
of  Pandarus,  in  particular,  is  so  grossly 
heightened,  as  to  disgrace  even  the  oblig¬ 
ing  class  to  whom  that  unfortunate  pro¬ 
curer  has  bequeathed  his  name.  So  far 
as  this  play  is  to  be  considered  as  an  al¬ 
teration  of  Shakespeare,  I  fear  it  must 
be  allowed  that  our  author  has  suppressed 
some  of  his  finest  poetry,  and  exaggerated 
some  of  his  worst  faults. — Scott,  Sir 
Walter,  1808-21,  ed.,  The  li'.orfo  of 
John  Dryden,  by  Saintsbury,  vol.  VI,  p. 
245. 

THE  SPANISH  FRIAR 
lfl$l 

One  of  the  best  and  most  popular  of 
our  poet’s  dramatic  efforts.  .  .  . 

The  tragic  part  of  “The  Spanish  Friar” 
has  uncommon  merit.  The  opening  of 
the  drama,  and  the  picture  of  a  besieged 
town  in  the  last  extremity,  is  deeply  im¬ 
pressive,  while  the  description  of  the 
noise  of  the  night  attack,  and  the  gradual 
manner  in  which  the  intelligence  of  its 
success  is  communicated,  arrests  the  at¬ 
tention,  and  prepares  expectation  for  the 
appearance  of  the  hero,  with  all  the 
splendour  which  ought  to  attend  the  prin¬ 
cipal  character  in  tragedy.  -Scott,  Sir 
Walter,  1808-21,  ed.,  The  Works  of  John 
Dryden,  by  Saintsbury,  vol.  VI,  pp.  395, 
398. 

Beyond  question  the  most  skilfully  con 
structed  of  all  Dryden’s  plays. — Collins, 
John  Churton,  1878-95,  Dryden,  Quar 
terly  Review ;  Essays  and  Studies,  p.  42. 

A  popular  piece,  possessed  of  a  good 
deal  of  merit,  from  the  technical  point  of 
view  of  the  play-wright,  but  which  I  think 
has  been  somewhat  over-rated,  as  far  as 
literary  excellence  is  concerned.  The 
principal  character  is  no  doubt  amusing, 
but  he  is  heavily  indebted  to  Falstaff  on 
the  one  hand,  and  to  Fletcher’s  Lopez  on 
the  other ;  and  he  reminds  the  reader  of 
both  his  ancestors  in  a  way  which  cannot 


but  be  unfavourable  to  himself.  The  play 
is  to  me  most  interesting  because  of  the 
light  it  throws  on  Dryden’s  grand  charac¬ 
teristic,  the  consummate  craftsmanship 
with  which  he  could  throw  himself  into 
the  popular  feeling  of  the  hour.  This 
“Protestant  play”  is  perhaps  his  most 
notable  achievement  of  the  kind  in  drama, 
and  it  may  be  admitted  that  some  other 
achievements  of  the  same  kind  are  less 
creditable.  Saintsbury,  George,  1881, 
Dryden  ( English  Men  of  Letters),  p.  60. 

THE  DUKE  OF  GUISE 
IGS3 

Our  author’s  part  of  “The  Duke  of 
Guise”  is  important,  though  not  of  great 
extent,  as  his  scenes  contain  some  of  the 
most  striking  political  sketches.  The  de¬ 
bate  of  the  Council  of  Sixteen,  with  which 
the  play  opens,  was  his  composition;  the 
whole  of  the  fourth  act,  which  makes  him 
responsible  for  the  alleged  parallel  be¬ 
twixt  Guise  and  Monmouth,  and  the  ridi¬ 
cule  cast  upon  the  sheriffs  and  citizens  of 
the  popular  party,  with  the  first  part  of 
the  fifth,  which  implicates  him  in  vindica¬ 
ting  the  assassination  of  Guise.—  Scott, 
Sir  Walter,  1808-21,  ed.,  The  Works  of 
John  Dryden,  by  Saintsbury,  vol.  VII,  p.  7. 

This  play  is  not  distinguished  for  any 
high  strain  of  poetic  feeling,  for  the 
loftier  flights  of  genius,  or  for  any  elab¬ 
orate  display  of  dramatic  skill.  Much  of 
the  descriptions  and  sentiments  is  taken 
closely  from  Davila,  and  the  strong  pic¬ 
turesque  language  of  the  historian  is  with¬ 
out  difficulty  raised  into  elegant  and  har¬ 
monious  verse.  In  the  character  of 
Marmoutiere,  an  allusion  to  the  Duchess 
of  Buccleuch  and  Monmouth  is  probably 
intended.  The  story  of  Malecorn  is  said 
to  be  taken  from  Rossett's  Hist.  Tra- 
giques,  and  one  or  two  striking  passages 
from  Pulci.  Sir  Walter  Scott  thinks  that 
the  last  scene  between  the  fiend  and  the 
necromance  horrribly  fine ;  but  I  do  not 
feel  certain  that  the  parting  speech  of 
Malecorn  would  be  considered  natural ; 
surely  in  his  situation  an  agony  of  terror 
would  overwhelm  all  reflection  and  stifle 
all  argument.  This  part  of  the  play 
failed  in  the  representation;  indeed  the 
whole  encountered  a  stormy,  if  not  an  un¬ 
favorable  reception.  Its  poetry  was  but 
the  vehicle  for  political  sentiments;  but 
as  the  court  party  increased  in  strength. 
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its  success  became  more  assured. — Mit- 
ford,  John,  1834,  ed.t  Poems  of  Dry  den. 
Memoir. 

ALBION  AND  ALBANIUS 
1685 

The  reader  finds  none  of  these  harsh  in¬ 
versions,  and  awkward  constructions,  by 
which  ordinary  poets  are  obliged  to  screw 
their  verses  into  the  fetters  of  musical 
time.  Notwithstanding  the  obstacles 
stated  by  Dryden  himself,  every  line 
seems  to  flow  in  its  natural  and  most  sim¬ 
ple  order ;  and  where  the  music  required 
repetition  of  a  line,  or  a  word,  the  itera¬ 
tion  seems  to  improve  the  sense  and  poet¬ 
ical  effect.  Neither  is  the  piece  deficient 
in  the  higher  requisites  of  lyric  poetry. 
— Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1808-21,  ed.t  The 
Works  of  John  Dryden,  by  Saintsbury, 
vol.  vii,  p.  224. 

DON  SEBASTIAN 
1690 

Is  commonly  esteemed  either  the  first 
or  second  of  his  draraatick  performances. 
It  is  too  long  to  be  all  acted,  and  has 
many  characters  and  many  incidents;  and 
though  it  is  not  without  sallies  of  frantick 
dignity,  and  more  noise  than  meaning,  yet 
as  it  makes  approaches  to  the  possibili¬ 
ties  of  real  life,  and  has  some  sentiments 
which  leave  a  strong  impression,  it  con¬ 
tinued  long  to  attract  attention.  Amidst 
the  distresses  of  princes,  and  the  vicissi¬ 
tudes  of  empire,  are  inserted  several 
scenes  which  the  writer  intended  for  com- 
ick;  but  which,  I  suppose,  that  age  did 
not  much  commend,  and  this  would  not 
endure.  There  are,  however,  passages  of 
excellence  universally  acknowledged  ;  the 
dispute  and  the  reconciliation  of  Dorax 
and  Sebastian  has  always  been  admired. 
— Johnson,  Samuel,  1779-81,  Dryden, 
Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

In  the  poet’s  very  best  manner ;  exhib¬ 
iting  dramatic  persons,  consisting  of  such 
bold  and  impetuous  characters  as  he  de¬ 
lighted  to  draw,  well  contrasted,  forcibly 
marked,  and  engaged  in  an  interesting 
succession  of  events. — Scott,  Sir  Wal¬ 
ter,  1808-21,  Life  of  Dryden ,  ed.  Saints - 
bury,  p.  407. 

Dorax  is  indeed  the  chef-d' oeuvre  of  Dry- 
den’s  tragic  characters,  and  perhaps  the 
only  one,  in  which  he  has  applied  his 
great  knowledge  of  human  kind  to  ac¬ 
tual  delineation.  It  is  highly  dramatic, 


because  formed  of  those  complex  feelings, 
which  may  readily  lead  either  to  virtue 
or  vice,  and  which  the  poet  can  manage, 
so  as  to  surprise  the  spectator,  without 
transgressing  consistency.  The  Zanga  of 
Young,  a  part  of  great  theatrical  effect, 
has  been  compounded  of  this  character 
and  of  that  of  iago.  But  “Don  Sebastian’’ 
is  as  imperfect  as  all  plays  must  be,  in 
which  a  single  personage  is  thrown  for¬ 
ward  in  too  strong  relief  for  the  rest. 
The  language  is  full  of  that  rant  which 
characterized  Dryden’s  earlier  tragedies, 
and  to  which  a  natural  predilection  seems, 
after  some  interval,  to  have  brought  him 
back.— Hallam,  Henry,  1808,  Scott's 
Edition  of  Dryden,  Edinburgh  Review ,  vol. 
13,  p.  125. 

In  general,  the  style  of  thi^  tragedy, 
not  withstanding  an  ingredient  of  rant  in 
its  earlier  part,  is  strong  as  well  as  at¬ 
tractive  ;  and  in  the  serious  portions  of 
the  action  Dryden  repeatedly  rises  to  an 
unusual  height  of  dramatic  effect. 
Ward,  Adolphus  William,  1875-99,  A 
History  of  English  Dramatic  Literature, 
vol.  in,  p.  383. 

If  we  except  Otway’s  two  tragedies, 
“Don  Sebastian’’  is  beyond  comparison 
the  finest  tragedy  the  English  stage  had 
seen  since  Fletcher  had  passed  away. 
The  celebrated  scene  in  the  fourth  act  be¬ 
tween  Dorax  and  Sebastian  is  one  of  the 
gems  of  the  English  drama. — Collins, 
John  Churton,  1878-95,  Dryden,  Quar¬ 
terly  Review ,  Essays  and  Studies,  p.  66. 

AMPHITRYON 

1690 

The  modern  poets  have  treated  the  sub¬ 
ject,  which  they  had  from  Plautus,  each 
according  to  the  fashion  of  his  country ; 
and  so  far  did  the  correctness  of  the 
French  stage  exceed  ours  at  that  period, 
that  the  palm  of  the  comic  writing  must 
be,  at  once,  awarded  to  Moliere.  .  .  . 

Yet  although  inferior  to  Moliere,  and  ac¬ 
commodated  to  the  gross  taste  of  the 
seventeenth  century,  “Amphitryon”  is 
one  of  the  happiest  effusions  of  Dryden’s 
comic  muse.  He  has  enriched  the  plot  by 
the  intrigue  of  Mercury  and  Phaedra ;  and 
the  petulant  interested  “Queen  of 
Gipsies,”  as  her  lover  terms  her,  is  no 
bad  paramour  for  the  God  of  Thieves. — 
Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1808-21,  ed..  The 
Works  of  John  Dryden,  by  Saintsbury ,  vol. 
viu,  p.  2. 


JOHN  DRY DEN 


481 


The  flame  of  his  genius — though  fed  by 
impure  materials — once  more  bursts  forth 
with  splended  brightness.  .  .  .  The 

writing  must  be  acknowledged  to  be  ad¬ 
mirable,  and  in  parts  nothing  less  than 
magnificent.  Ward,  Adolphus  William, 
1875-99,  A  History  of  English  Dramatic 
Literature ,  vol.  iii,  p.  384. 

“Amphitryon,”  which  some  critics 
have  treated  most  mistakenly  as  a  mere 
translation  of  Moliere.  The  truth  is,  that 
the  three  plays  of  Plautus,  Moliere,  and 
Dryden  are  remarkable  examples  of  the 
power  which  great  writers  have  treading 
in  each  other’s  steps  without  servile  imi¬ 
tation.  In  a  certain  dry  humor  Dryden’s 
play  is  inferior  to  Plautus,  but,  as  com¬ 
pared  with  Moliere,  it  has  two  features 
which  are  decided  improvements— the  in¬ 
troduction  of  the  character  of  Judge 
Gripus,  and  the  separation  of  the  part  of 
the  Soubrette  into  two. — Saintsbury, 
George,  1881,  Dryden  ( English  Men  of 
Utters ),  p.  115. 

KING  ARTHUR 
1691 

I  went  to  “King  Arthur”  on  Saturday, 
and  was  tired  to  death,  both  of  the  non¬ 
sense  of  the  piece  and  the  execrable  per¬ 
formance,  the  singers  being  still  worse 
than  the  actors.  Walpole,  Horace, 
1770,  Letters,  ed.  Cunningham,  Dec.  25. 

Of  the  music  in  “King  Arthur”  I  shall 
say  but  little,  as  it  has  been  lately  revived, 
well  performed,  and  printed.  If  ever  it 
could,  with  truth,  be  said  of  a  composer 
that  he  had  dcvance  son  siecle,  Purcell  is 
entitled  to  that  praise  ;  as  there  are  move¬ 
ments  in  many  of  his  works  which  a  cen¬ 
tury  has  not  injured,  particularly  the  duet 
in  “King  Arthur,”  “Two  Daughters  of 
this  aged  stream,”  and  “Fairest  isles  all 
Isles  excelling,”  which  contain  not  a  sin¬ 
gle  passage  that  the  best  composers  of 
the  present  times,  if  it  presented  itself  to 
their  imagination,  would  reject. — Burney, 
Charles,  1776-89,  A  General  History  of 
Music,  vol.  ill,  p.  492. 

Dryden,  in  immortal  Btroin, 
Had  raised  the  Table  Round  again, 

But  that  a  ribald  King  and  Court 
Bade  him  toil  on,  to  moke  them  sport;  .  .  . 
The  world  defrauded  of  tho  high  design, 
Profaned  the  God -given  strength,  and  marred 
the  lofty  line, 

— Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1808,  Marmion, 
Introduction  to  Canto  i. 


The  main  interest  of  tho  piece,  such  as 
it  is,  turns  on  the  rival  passions  of  Ar¬ 
thur  and  the  heathen  King  of  Kent  for  the 
blind  Emmeline.  Her  blindness  is  treated 
with  a  mixture  of  nalvet6  and  something 
quite  the  reverse ;  and  this  attempt  in  a 
direction  in  which  few  dramatists  have 
ventured  with  success,  is  only  noteworthy 
as  a  proof  that  no  art  in  the  poet — or,  it 
may  be  added,  in  the  actor — can  render 
tolerable  on  the  stage  the  analysis  of  a 
physical  infirmity.  This  particular  infirm¬ 
ity  may  indeed  occasionally  be  represented 
with  great  and  legitimate  effect;  but  an 
endeavour  to  analyse  it  appertains  to  a 
sphere  different  from  that  of  the  drama. 
—Ward,  Adolphus  William,  1875-99, 
A  History  of  English  Dramatic  Literature, 
vol.  hi,  p.  382. 

LOVE  TRIUMPHANT 
1G9-4 

Supp’d  at  Mr.  EdwJ  Sheldon’s,  where 
was  Mr.  Dryden  the  poet,  who  now  in¬ 
tended  to  write  no  more  plays,  being 
intent  on  his  translation  of  “Virgil.” 
He  read  to  us  his  prologue  and  epilogue 
to  his  valedictory  play  now  shortly  to  be 
acted. — Evelyn,  John,  1693-4,  Diary, 
Jan.  11. 

This  piece,  which  concluded  our  au¬ 
thor’s  labours  as  a  dramatic  poet,  was 
unsuccessful  when  represented,  and  affords 
very  little  pleasure  when  perused.  If  we 
except  “Amboyna,”  our  author  never 
produced  a  play  where  the  tragic  part  had 
less  interest,  or  the  comic  less  humour. 

.  .  It  is  impossible  to  dismiss  the 

performance  of  Dryden  without  some 
tribute  of  praise.  The  verse,  where  it  is 
employed,  possesses,  as  usual,  all  the  dig¬ 
nity  which  numbers  can  give  to  language  ; 
and  the  Song  upon  Jealousy,  as  well  as 
that  in  the  character  of  a  Girl,  have  su¬ 
perior  merit. — Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1808- 
21,  ed..  The  Works  of  John  Dryden,  by 
Sqintsbury,  vol.  vnr,  pp.  367,  369. 

It  is  only  in  his  last  play,  the  tragi¬ 
comedy  of  “Love  Triumphant,”  that  we 
are  forced  to  admit  that  the  natural  force 
of  the  playwright  is  wholly  abated. — 
Gosse,  Edmund,  1888,  A  History  of  Eight¬ 
eenth  Century  Literature,  p.  45. 

HEROIC  STANZAS 
1659 

That  these  stanzas  should  have  made  him 
a  name  as  a  poet  does  not  appear  surprising 
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when  we  compare  them  with  Waller’s 
verses  on  the  same  occasion.  Dryden 
took  some  time  to  consider  them,  and 
was  impossible  that  they  should  not  give 
an  impression  of  his  intellectual  strength. 
Donne  was  his  model ;  it  is  obvious  that 
both  his  ear  and  his  imagination  were  sat¬ 
urated  with  Donne’s  elegiac  strains  when 
he  wrote;  yet  when  we  look  beneath  the 
surface,  we  find  unmistakable  traces  that 
the  pupil  was  not  without  decided  theories 
that  ran  counter  to  the  practice  of  the 
master.  It  is  plainly  not  by  accident  that 
each  stanza  contains  one  clear-cut  bril¬ 
liant  point.  The  poem  is  an  academic  ex¬ 
ercise,  and  it  seems  to  be  animated  by  an 
under-current  of  strong  contumacious 
protest  against  the  irregularities  tolerated 
by  the  authorities. — Minto,  William, 
1877,  Encyclopaedia  Britannica,  Ninth, 
edition,  vol.  vn. 

There  were  not  three  poets  then  living 
who  could  have  written  the  best  lines  of 
the  “Heroic  Stanzas,’’  and  what  is  more, 
those  lines  were  not  in  the  particular 
manner  of  either  of  the  poets  who,  as  far 
as  general  poetical  merit  goes,  might  have 
written  them.—  Saintsbury,  George, 
1881,  Dryden  {English  Men  of  Letters ),  p. 
28. 

ASTRiEA  REDUX 
1662 

Is  well  versified  ;  the  lines  are  seldom 
weak;  the  couplets  have  that  pointed 
manner  which  Cowley  and  Denham  had 
taught  the  world  to  require  ;  they  are  har¬ 
monious,  but  not  so  varied  as  the  style  he 
afterwards  adopted. — Hallam,  Henry, 
1837-39,  Introduction  to  the  Literature  of 
Europe,  pt.  iv,  ck .  v,  par.  38. 

ANNUS  MIRABILIS 
1667 

I  am  very  well  pleased  this  night  with 
reading  a  poem  I  brought  home  with  me 
last  night  from  Westminster  Hall,  of 
Dryden's  upon  the  present  war  ;  a  very 
good  poem. — Pepys,  Samuel,  1666-67, 
Diary ,  Feb.  2. 

This  poem  is  written  with  great  dili¬ 
gence,  yet  does  not  fully  answer  the  ex¬ 
pectation  raised  by  such  subjects  and  such 
a  writer.  With  the  stanza  of  Davenant 
he  has  sometimes  his  vein  of  parenthesis, 
and  incidental  disquisition,  and  stops  his 
narrative  for  a  wise  remark.  The  general 
fault  is,  that  he  affords  more  sentiment 


than  description,  and  does  not  so  much 
impress  scenes  upon  the  fancy,  as  deduce 
consequences  and  make  comparisons. — 
Johnson,  Samuel,  1779-81,  Dryden, 
Lives  of  the  EMglish  Poets. 

Dryden  fails  in  the  power  of  elegant  ex¬ 
pression,  till  he  ventures  upon  something 
which  it  is  impossible  to  express.  The 
love  of  conceit  and  point,  that  inveterate 
though  decaying  disease  of  the  literature 
of  the  time,  has  not  failed  to  infect  the 
“  Annus  Mirabilis.’’ — Scott,  Sir  Walter, 
1808-21,  The  Works  of  John  Dryden,  by 
Saintsbury,  vol.  IX,  p.  83. 

The  “Annus  Mirabilis”  is  a  tedious  per¬ 
formance;  it  is  a  tissue  of  far-fetched, 
heavy,  lumbering  conceits,  and  in  the 
worst  style  of  what  has  been  denominated 
metaphysical  poetry.— Hazlitt,  William, 
1818,  Lectures  on  the  English  Poets,  p.  96. 

The  “Annus  Mirabilis”  shows  great 
command  of  expression,  and  a  fine  ear  for 
heroic  rhyme.  Here  its  merits  end.  Not 
only  has  it  no  claim  to  be  called  poetry; 
but  it  seems  to  be  the  work  of  a  man  who 
could  never,  by  any  possibility,  write 
poetry.  Its  affected  similes  are  the  best 
part  of  it.  Gaudy  weeds  present  a  more 
encouraging  spectacle  than  utter  barren¬ 
ness.  There  is  scarcely  a  single  stanza  in 
this  long  work,  to  which  the  imagination 
seems  to  have  contributed  any  thing.  It 
is  produced,  not  by  creation,  but  by  con¬ 
struction.  It  is  made  up,  not  of  pictures, 
but  of  inferences.-  Macaulay.  Thomas 
Babington,  1828,  Dryden,  Edinburgh  Re¬ 
view,  Critical  and  Miscellaneous  Essays. 

A  very  good  poem,  in  some  sort,  it  con¬ 
tinues  to  be,  in  spite  of  its  amazing  blem¬ 
ishes. — Lowell,  James  Russell,  1868- 
90,  Dryden ,  Prose  Works,  Riverside  ed., 
vol.  hi,  p.  134. 

Both  in  its  merits  and  in  its  defects  it 
bears  a  close  resemblance  to  the  “Phar- 
salia”  of  Lucan.  It  is  enriched  with 
some  fine  touches  of  natural  description, 
and,  if  the  moonlight  night  at  sea  and  the 
simile  of  the  bees  were  borrowed  from 
Virgil,  the  pictures  of  the  dying  hare,  of 
the  baffled  falcon,  of  the  herded  beasts 
lying  on  the  dewy  grass,  and  of  the  moon 
‘  ‘  blunting  its  crescent  on  the  edge  of  day,” 
show  that  Dryden' had  the  eye  of  an  artist 
as  he  wandered  about  the  park  at  Charl¬ 
ton.  The  work  is  disfigured  with  many 
“metaphysical”  extravagances,  but  the 
King’s  prayer,  as  well  as  the  concluding 
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stanzas,  must  rank  among  the  most  majes¬ 
tic  passages  in  English  rhetorical  poetry. 
—Collins,  John  Ciiurton,  1878-95,  Dry- 
den,  Quarterly  Review;  Essays  and  Studies, 
p.  29. 

The  fire  and  spirit  of  “Annus  Mirabilis” 
are  nothing  short  of  amazing,  when  the 
difficulties  which  beset  the  author  (though 
partly  by  his  own  choosing)  are  remem¬ 
bered.  There  was,  first,  the  difficulty  of 
his  subject,  which,  as  a  perusal  of  the 
poem  cannot  fail  to  reveal  the  most  un¬ 
suspecting  reader,  was  by  no  means  made 
up  altogether  of  materials  for  congratu¬ 
lation.  Yet  the  “Annus  Mirabilis”  must 
really  have  “done  good”  to  the  public; 
even  at  the  present  day  it  agreeably 
warms  the  John  Bull  sentiment,  com¬ 
pounded  of  patriotism  and  prejudice,  in 
the  corner  of  an  Englishman’s  heart. — • 
Ward,  Adolphus  William,  1880,  English 
Poets,  ed.  Ward,  vol.  n,  p.  4-10. 

Dryden’spoem  is  distinguished  by  mas¬ 
terly  execution  and  dignity  of  style,  but 
it  has  been  justly  pointed  out  that  the  sub¬ 
ject  lacks  variety.  Indeed,  the  feeling 
with  which  we  read  it  is  not  wholly  that 
of  pleasure  ;  but  some  admiration  must  be 
given  to  the  viguor  of  the  writer  and  to 
his  skilful  manipulation  of  a  difficult 
stanza.  A  curious  feature  of  the  poem  is 
the  pious  prayer  which  Charles  is  made  to 
offer  up  for  his  afflicted  subjects,  and  the 
answer  it  received. — Dennis,  John,  1883, 
Heroes  of  Literature,  p.  161. 

There  are  good  lines  here  and  there,— 
flashes  of  genius  to  lighten  the  way  for 
one  who  will  plod  doggedly  through.  Few 
read  it  once ;  none  read  it  a  second  time. 
— Watrous,  George  A.,  1898,  ed.,  Selec¬ 
tions  from  Dryden,  Burns,  Wordsworth, 
and  Browning ,  Introduction,  p.  3. 

RELIGIO  LAICI 
1682 

Is  almost  the  only  work  of  Dryden 
which  can  be  considered  as  a  voluntary 
effusion ;  in  this,  therefore,  it  might  be 
hoped,  that  the  full  effulgence  of  his  gen¬ 
ius  would  be  found.  But  unhappily  the  sub¬ 
ject  is  rather  argumentative  than  poetical ; 
he  intended  only  a  specimen  of  metrical 
disputation : 

And  this  unpolish’d  rugged  verso  I  chose, 
As  fittest  for  discourse,  and  nearest  prose. 
This,  however,  is  a  composition  of  great 
excellence  in  its  kind,  in  which  the  familiar 


is  very  improperly  diversified  with  the 
solemn,  and  the  grave  with  the  humorous; 
in  which  metre  has  neither  weakened  the 
force,  nor  clouded  the  perspicuity  of  argu¬ 
ment ;  nor  will  it  be  easy  to  find  another 
example  equally  happy  in  this  middle  kind 
of  writing,  which,  though  prosaick  in 
some  parts,  rises  to  high  poetry  in  others, 
and  neither  towers  to  the  skies,  nor  creeps 
along  the  ground. — Johnson,  Samuel, 
1779  -81,  Dryden,  Lives  of  the  English 
Poets. 

Took  a  walk,  with  Wordsworth,  under 
Loughrigg.  His  conversation  has  been 
remarkably  agreeable.  To-day  he  talked 
of  Poetry.  He  held  Pope  to  be  a  greater 
poet  than  Dryden ;  but  Dryden  to  have 
most  talent,  and  the  strongest  understand¬ 
ing.  Landor  once  said  to  me:  “Nothing 
was  ever  written  in  hymn  equal  to  the  be¬ 
ginning  of  Dryden’s  ‘Religio  Laid,' — the 
first  eleven  lines.” — Robinson,  Henry 
Crabb,  1842,  Diary ,  Jan.  6. 

If  in  point  of  style  the  “Religio  Laici” 
has  none  of  that  lightness  of  touch,  and 
none  of  that  felicitous  grace,  which  throw 
such  charm  over  the  “Epistles”  of 
Horace,  on  which  it  was,  he  says,  mod¬ 
elled,  it  may,  short  though  it  be,  chal¬ 
lenge  comparison  with  any  didactic  writ¬ 
ing  in  verse  since  Lucretius  vindicated  the 
tenets  of  Epicurus.  The  opening  verse3 
of  this  poem  are  among  the  most  majestic 
passages  in  our  poetry. — Collins,  John 
Churton,  1878-95,  Dryden,  Quarterly 
Review ;  Essays  and  Studies,  p.  51. 

In  one  respect  this  takes  the  highest 
place  among  the  works  of  Dryden,  for  it 
is  the  most  perfect  example  he  has  given 
of  that  reasoning  in  rhyme  of  which  he 
was  so  great  a  master.  There  is  not  and 
could  not  be  any  originality  in  the  reason¬ 
ings  themselves,  but  Pope’s  famous  coup¬ 
let  was  never  so  finely  illustrated,  except 
by  Pope  himself : 

"True  wit  is  nature  to  advantage  dreat; 

What  oft  was  thought,  but  ne’er  so  well  ex¬ 
press  ” 

At  the  same  time  the  poetry  hardly  rises 
to  the  height  which  the  theme  might  have 
justified.  There  is  little  to  captivate  or 
astonish,  but  perpetual  admiration  attends 
upon  the  masterly  conduct  of  the  argu¬ 
ment,  and  the  ease  with  which  dry  and 
difficult  propositions  melt  and  glide  in  har¬ 
monious  verse.  —  Garnett,  Richard, 
1895,  The  Age  qf  Dryden,  p.  27. 
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THRENODIA  AUGUSTALIS 
1683 

The  pindaric  measure,  in  which  the 
"Threnodia  Augustalis”  is  written,  con¬ 
tains  nothing  pleasing  to  modern  ears. 
The  rhymes  are  occasionally  so  far  dis¬ 
joined,  that,  like  a  fashionable  married 
couple,  they  have  nothing  of  union  but 
the  name.  The  inequalities  of  the  verse 
are  also  violent,  and  remind  us  of  ascend¬ 
ing  a  broken  and  unequal  staircase.  But 
the  age  had  been  accustomed  to  this 
rhythm,  which,  however  improperly,  was 
considered  as  a  genuine  imitation  of  the 
style  of  Pindar.  It  must  also  be  owned 
that,  wherever,  for  a  little  way,  Dryden 
uses  a  more  regular  measure,  he  displays 
all  his  usual  command  of  harmony.— 
Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1808  21,  erf.,  The 
Works  of  John  Dryden ,  by  Saintsbury,  vol. 
x,  p.  61. 

Nothing  which  Dryden  wrote  with  delib¬ 
eration  in  his  mature  years  could  be 
wholly  worthless,  but  it  would  be  difficult 
to  name  another  of  his  poems  which  con¬ 
tains  fewer  beauties,  more  prolixity,  less 
merit.  It  is  perhaps  the  best  example  to 
be  found  in  our  poetry  of  what  the  Greeks 
called  parenthyrsus. —  Collins,  John 
Churton,  1878-95,  Dryden,  Quarterly 
Review ;  Essays  and  Studies,  p.  55. 

Even  the  most  willing  and  the  most  fluent 
muse  must  rapidly  exhaust  such  a  theme 
as  the  virtues  of  King  Charles  II.,  and 
in  his  "Threnodia  Augustalis, ”  written 
on  the  King’s  death,  Dryden  found  little 
to  add  to  what  he  had  sung  in  the  "As- 
traea  Redux,  ”  composed  in  honour  of  the 
Restoration, — except  that  his  Majesty  died 
hard. — Ward,  Adolphus  William,  1880, 
English  Poets,  erf.  Ward ,  vol.  II,  p.  439. 

His  "Threnodia  Augustalis,”  or  funeral 
poem  on  Charles  the  Second,  may  be  taken 
as  the  chief  official  production  of  his  lau- 
reateship.  The  difficulties  of  such  perform¬ 
ances  are  well  known,  and  the  reproaches 
brought  against  their  faults  are  pretty 
well  stereotyped.  "  Threnodia  Augus¬ 
talis”  is  not  exempt  from  the  faults  of  its 
kind  ;  but  it  has  merits  which  for  that  kind 
are  decidedly  unusual.  The  stanza  which 
so  adroitly  at  once  praises  and  satirizes 
Charles’s  patronage  of  literary  men  is 
perhaps  the  best,  and  certainly  the  best 
known  ;  but  the  termination  is  also  fine. 
—Saintsbury,  George,  1881,  Dryden 
( English  Men  of  Letters),  p.  94. 


THE  HIND  AND  THE  PANTHER 
1087 

If  he  did  it  well  or  handsomely,  he 
might  deserve  some  pardon;  but  alas! 
how  ridiculously  doth  he  appear  in  print 
for  any  religion,  who  hath  made  it  his 
business  to  laugh  at  all!  How  can  he 
stand  up  for  any  mode  of  worship,  who 
hath  been  accustomed  to  bite,  and  spit  his 
venom  against  the  very  name  thereof?— 
Brown,  Tom,  1687,  Four  Letters . 

Mr.  Wynne  has  sent  me  "The  Hind 
and  the  Panther,”  by  which  I  find  John 
Dryden  has  a  noble  ambition  to  restore 
poetry  to  its  ancient  dignity  in  wrapping 
up  the  mysteries  of  religion  in  verse. 
What  a  shame  it  is  to  me  to  see  him  a 
saint,  and  remain  still  the  same  devil  (my¬ 
self).  -Etheredge,  Sir  George.  1687,  The 
Letter-book.  Gosse,  Seveiitecnth-Century 
Studies,  p.  263. 

As  if  by  being  Laureat,  he  were  as  In¬ 
fallible  as  St.  Peter’s  Successor  ;  and  had 
as  large  a  Despotick  Power  as  Pope  Steph¬ 
anas  the  Sixth  to  damn  his  Predecessors; 
he  has  assaulted  with  all  the  Bitterness 
imaginable  not  only  the  Church  of  Eng¬ 
land,  but  also  ridicul'd  the  several  Pro¬ 
fessions  of  the  Lutherans,  Calvinists, 
Socinians,  Presbyterians,  Hugonots,  Ana¬ 
baptists,  Independents,  Quakers,  &c.,  tho’  I 
must  observe  by  the  way,  that  some  peo¬ 
ple  among  the  Perswasions  here  mention’d 
might  justly  have  expected  better  usage 
from  him  on  Account  of  old  Acquaintance 
in  the  Year  1659.— Langbaine,  Gerard, 
1691,  An  Account  of  the  English  Dramatick 
Poets,  p.  139. 

The  verse  in  which  these  doctrines,  po¬ 
lemical  and  political,  are  delivered,  is 
among  the  finest  specimens  of  the  English 
heroic  stanza.  The  introductory  verses, 
in  particular,  are  lofty  and  dignified  in 
the  highest  degree  :  as  are  those  in  which 
the  splendour  and  majesty  of  the  Church 
of  Rome  are  set  forth,  in  all  the  glowing 
colours  of  rich  imagery  and  magnificent 
language.  But  the  same  praise  extends 
to  the  versification  of  the  whole  poem.  It 
never  falls,  never  becomes  rugged;  rises 
with  the  dignified  strain  of  the  poetry; 
sinks  into  quaint  familiarity,  where  sar¬ 
casm  and  humour  are  employed  ;  and  winds 
through  all  the  mazes  of  theological  argu¬ 
ment  without  becoming  either  obscure  or 
prosaic. — Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1808-21, 
erf.,  Works  of  Dryden,  vol.  X,  p.  101. 
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Is  every  way  an  extraordinary  poem. 
.  .  .  The  first  lines  in  the  “Hind  and 

Panther”  are  justly  reputed  among  the 
most  musical  in  our  language;  and  per¬ 
haps  we  observe  their  rhythm  the  better 
because  it  does  not  gain  much  by  the 
sense.  .  .  The  wit  in  the  “Hind 

and  Panther”  is  sharp,  ready,  and  pleas¬ 
ant;  the  reasoning  is  sometimes  admirably 
close  and  strong;  it  is  the  energy  of  Bos- 
suet  in  verse.  I  do  not  know  that  the 
main  argument  of  the  Roman  Church  could 
be  better  stated;  all  that  has  been  well 
said  for  tradition  and  authority,  all  that 
serves  to  expose  the  inconsistencies  of  a 
vacillating  Protestantism,  is  in  the  Hind’s 
mouth.  1 1  ALLA  M,  Henry,  1837-39,  In¬ 
troduction  to  the  Literature  of  Europe,  pt. 
iv,  ch.  v,  par.  41,  42,  43. 

Criticism  of  this  kind,  involving,  as  it 
does,  inquiry  into  the  heart  and  the  con¬ 
science,  is  always  attended  with  a  measure 
of  uncertainty.  But  it  appears  to  me 
that  Dryden’s  subsequent  career  attests 
the  sincerity  of  his  change  of  faith.  The 
internal  evidence  of  “The  Hind  and 
Panther”  cannot  be  disregarded.  “The 
Hind  and  Panther”  is  the  work  of  an  hon¬ 
est  Roman  Catholic.  Whatever  might 
have  been  the  original  and  exciting  cause 
of  the  change,  there  can  be  no  doubt  that, 
while  engaged  in  the  composition  of  that 
remarkable  poem,  the  writer  earnestly 
believed  that  he  had  done  his  duty.  He 
educated  his  younger  sons  in  the  Catholic 
faith:  spite  of  solicitation,  spite  of  men¬ 
ace,  he  never  wavered  in  his  allegiance. 
He  had  made  his  choice,  and  he  did  not 
flinch.  He  was  true  to  his  religion  and 
to  his  king. — Skelton,  John,  1865-83, 
John  Dry  den,  Fraser’s  Magazine ;  Essays 
in  History  and  Biography ,  p.  150. 

Dryden’s  conversion  to  Romanism  has 
been  commonly  taken  for  granted  as  in¬ 
sincere,  and  has  therefore  left  an  abiding 
stain  on  his  character,  though  the  other 
mud  thrown  at  him  by  angry  opponents 
or  rivals  brushed  off  so  soon  as  it  was 
dry.  But  I  think  his  change  of  faith  sus¬ 
ceptible  of  several  explanations,  none  of 
them  in  any  way  discreditable  to  him. 
Where  Church  and  State  are  habitually 
associated,  it  is  natural  that  minds  even 
of  a  high  order  should  unconsciously 
come  to  regard  religion  as  only  a  subtler 
mode  of  police.  Dryden,  conservative 
by  nature,  had  discovered  before  Joseph 


de  Maistre,  that  Protestantism,  so  long 
as  it  justified  its  name  by  continuing  to 
be  an  active  principle,  was  the  abettor 
of  Republicanism,  perhaps  the  vanguard 
of  Anarchy.  I  think  this  is  hinted  in 
more  than  one  passage  in  his  preface  to 
“The  Hind  and  Panther.”  He  may  very 
well  have  preferred  Romanism  because 
of  its  elder  claim  to  authority  in  all  mat¬ 
ters  of  doctrine,  but  I  think  he  had  a 
deeper  reason  in  the  constitution  of  hia 
own  mind.  That  he  was  “naturally  in¬ 
clined  to  scepticism  in  philosophy,”  he 
tells  us  of  himself  in  the  preface  to  the 
“Religio  Laici;”  but  he  was  a  sceptic 
with  an  imaginative  side,  and  in  such 
characters  scepticism  and  superstition 
play  into  each  other’s  hands.  .  . 

Have  we  forgotten  Montaigne’s  votive 
offerings  at  the  shrine  of  Loreto? — Low¬ 
ell,  James  Russell,  1868-90,  Dryden, 
Prose  Works,  Riverside  erf.,  vol.  Ill,  pp. 
186,  187. 

The  plot  is  singular,  and  in  the  highest 
degree  absurd,  but  it  contains  passages  of 
as  rich  imagery  and  fancy  as,  perhaps, 
any  other  of  his  works.— Yonge, 
Charles  Duke,  1882,  erf.  Essays  of  John 
Dryden,  Introduction,  p.  xii. 

The  production  of  its  entirety  is  re¬ 
markable  for  the  skill  which  its  author 
displayed  in  carrying  on  an  argument  in 
verse.  In  this  he  certainly  had  no  supe¬ 
rior  among  poets,  perhaps  no  equal.— 
Loitnsbury,  Thomas  R.,  1897,  Library  of 
the  World’s  Best  Literature,  erf.  Warner, 
vol.  ix,  p.  4929. 

BRITANNIA  REDIVIVA 
1088 

The  luckless  “Britannia  Rediviva” 
written  on  the  birth  of  the  most  ill- 
starred  of  all  princes  of  Wales,  born  in 
the  purple.  It  is  in  couplets,  and  as  no 
work  of  Dryden’s  written  at  this  time 
could  be  worthless,  it  contains  some  vig¬ 
orous  verse,  but  on  the  whole  it  is  by  far 
the  worst  of  his  serious  poems;  and  it 
was  no  misfortune  for  his  fame  that  the 
Revolution  left  it  out  of  print  for  the 
rest  of  the  author’s  life.— Saintsbury, 
George,  1881,  Dryden  (English  Men  of 
Letters),  p.  98. 

ALEXANDER’S  FEAST 
1697 

I  am  writing  a  song  for  St.  Cecilia’s 
feast,  who,  you  know,  is  the  patroness  of 


486 


JOHN  DRYDEN 


music.  This  is  troublesome,  and  no  way 
beneficial ;  but  I  could  not  deny  the  stew¬ 
ards,  who  came  in  a  body  to  my  house  to 
desire  that  kindness,  one  of  them  being 
Mr.  Bridgeman,  whose  parents  are  your 
mother’s  friends. — Dryden,  John,  1697, 
Letter  to  his  Son. 

This  ode  has  been  more  applauded,  per¬ 
haps,  than  it  has  been  felt ;  however,  it 
is  a  very  fine  one,  and  gives  its  beauties 
rather  at  a  third  or  fourth  than  at  a  first 
perusal.  -Goldsmith,  Oliver,  1767,  The 
Beauties  of  English  Poetry. 

One  composition  must  however  be  dis¬ 
tinguished.  The  ode  to  “St.  Cecilia’s 
Day,”  perhaps  the  last  effort  of  his 
poetry,  has  been  always  considered  as 
exhibiting  the  highest  flight  of  fancy,  and 
the  exactest  nicety  of  art.  This  is  al¬ 
lowed  to  stand  without  a  rival.  If  indeed 
there  is  any  excellence  beyond  it  in  some 
other  of  Dryden’s  works,  that  excellence 
must  be  found. —Johnson,  Samuel,  1779- 
81,  Dryden ,  Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

Dryden’s  wonderful  ode ;  which  is  of 
itself  worth  all  that  Pindar  has  written, 
as  a  large  diamond  is  worth  a  vast  heap 
of  gold,  because  that  master-piece  is  a 
dithyrambic  poem,  not  a  lyric  one.  And 
that  as  well  for  its  want  of  regularity,  as 
for  its  subject,  which,  being  perfectly 
convivial  as  its  title  speaks,  falls  with 
much  propriety  into  that  class  which  the 
ancients  called  dithyrambic,  and  which 
were  most  commonly  sacred  to  Bacchus. 
—Pinkerton,  John  (Robert  Heron), 
1785,  Letters  of  Literature,  p.  34. 

The  language,  lofty  and  striking  as  the 
ideas  are,  is  equally  simple  and  harmoni¬ 
ous ;  without  far-fetched  allusions,  or 
epithets,  or  metaphors,  the  story  is  told 
as  intelligibly  as  if  it  had  been  in  the 
most  humble  prose. — Scott,  Sir  Walter, 
1808-21,  Life  of  John  Dryden,  ed.  Saints- 
bury,  vol.  I,  p.  409. 

Dryden’s  “Alexander’s  Feast”  is  a 
magnificent  composition,  and  has  high 
poetical  beauties ;  but  to  a  refined  judg¬ 
ment  there  is  something  intrinsically  un- 
poetical  in  the  end  to  which  it  is  devoted, 
the  praises  of  revel  and  sensuality.  It 
corresponds  to  a  process  of  clever  rea¬ 
soning  erected  on  an  untrue  foundation — 
the  one  is  a  fallacy,  the  other  is  out  of 
taste. — Newman,  John  Henry,  1829-71, 
Poetry ,  with  reference  to  Aristotle's  Poetics ; 
Essays  Critical  and  Historical,  vol.  I,  p.  22. 


Dryden’s  “Alexander’s  Feast”  is  un¬ 
doubtedly  the  lyric  master-piece  of  Eng¬ 
lish  poetry,  in  respect  to  versification; 
exemplifying  as  it  does,  all  the  capabili¬ 
ties  of  our  language  in  the  use  of  iambics, 
trochees,  anapaests,  dactyls,  and  spondees. 
—Montgomery,  James,  1833,  Lectures 
on  General  Literature,  Poetry,  etc.,  p.  175. 

A  masterpiece  of  rapture  and  of  art, 
which  Victor  Hugo  alone  has  come  up  to. 
— Taine,  H.  A.,  1871,  History  of  English 
Literature,  tr.  Van  Laun,  vol.  li,  bk.  iii, 
ch.  ii,  p.  42. 

His  best  lyric  composition,  “Alexander’s 
Feast”  was  once  thought  the  finest  thing 
of  the  kind  in  English  literature,  but  time 
has  been  gradually,  and  surely  and  justly, 
diminishing  its  roputation.  WlUTE, 
Richard  Grant,  1897,  English  Literature, 
rev.  Beers,  Johnson's  Universal  Cyclopa- 
dia ,  vol.  ill,  p.  130. 

VIRGIL 

1097 

I  am  informed  Mr.  Dryden  is  now  trans¬ 
lating  of  Virgil ;  and  although  I  must  own 
it  is  a  fault  to  forestall  or  anticipate  the 
praise  of  a  man  in  his  labours,  yet,  big 
with  the  greatness  of  the  work,  and  the 
vast  capacity  of  the  author,  I  cannot  here 
forbear  saying,  that  Mr.  Dryden,  in  the 
translating  of  Virgil,  will  of  a  certain 
make  Maro  speak  better  than  ever  Maro 
thought. — Howard,  Edward,  1695,  Es¬ 
say  on  Pastoral,  and  Elegy  on  Queen  Mary, 
Poem. 

The  Works  of  Virgil ;  containing  his 
Pastorals,  Georgies,  and  Eneis,  translated 
into  English  verse,  by  Mr.  Dryden,  and 
adorned  with  one  hundred  cuts,  will  be 
finished  this  week,  and  be  ready  next  week 
to  be  delivered,  as  subscribed  for,  in 
quires,  upon  bringing  the  receipt  for  the 
first  payment,  and  paying  the  second. 
Printed  for  Jacob  Tonson,  etc. — Tonson, 
Jacob,  1697,  London  Gazette,  June  28lk, 
Advertisement. 

Dryden,  in  a  long  harangue,  soothed  up 
the  good  ancient;  called  him  father,  and, 
by  a  large  deduction  of  genealogies,  made 
it  plainly  appear  that  they  were  nearly 
related.  Then  he  humbly  proposed  an  ex¬ 
change  of  armour,  as  a  lasting  mark  of 
hospitality  between  them.  Virgil  con¬ 
sented,  (for  the  goddeBS  Diffidence  came 
unseen,  and  cast  a  mist  before  his  eyes,) 
though  his  was  of  gold,  and  cost  a  hundred 
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beeves,  the  other’s  but  of  rusty  iron. 
However,  this  glittering  armour  became 
the  modern  yet  worse  than  his  own.  Then 
they  agreed  to  exchange  horses  ;  but,  when 
it  came  to  the  trial,  Dryden  was  afraid, 
and  utterly  unable  to  mount.— Swift, 
Jonathan,  1704,  Battle  of  the  Books. 

Had  he  translated  the  whole  work,  1 
would  no  more  have  attempted  Homer 
after  him  than  Virgil:  his  version  of 
whom  (notwithstanding  some  human  er¬ 
rors)  is  the  most  noble  and  spirited  trans¬ 
lation  I  know  in  any  language. — Pope, 
Alexander,  1715,  Homer’s  Iliad,  Preface. 

His  Virgil  abounds  in  lines  and  couplets 
of  the  most  perfect  beauty  ;  but  these  are 
mixed  with  others  of  a  different  stamp: 
nor  can  they  who  judge  of  the  original  by 
this  translation,  ever  receive  any  tolerable 
idea  of  that  uniform  magnificence  of  sound 
and  language,  that  exquisite  choice  of 
words  and  figures,  and  that  sweet  pathos 
of  expression  and  of  sentiment,  which 
characterise  the  Mauntan  Poet. — Beattie, 
James,  1776-9,  Essays  on  Poetry  and 
Music ,  p.  16,  note. 

That  his  cannot  be  the  language  of  im¬ 
agination,  must  have  necessarily  followed 
from  this, — -that  there  is  not  a  single 
image  from  nature  in  the  whole  body  of 
his  works,  and  in  his  translation  from 
Virgil,  wherever  Virgil  can  be  fairly  said 
to  have  his  eye  upon  his  object,  Dryden 
always  spoils  the  passage. — -Wordsworth, 
William,  1805,  Letter  to  Scott,  Scott’s  Life, 
ed.  Lockhart,  vol.  i,  p.  218. 

He  who  sits  down  to  Dryden ’s  transla¬ 
tion  of  Virgil,  with  the  original  text 
spread  before  him,  will  be  at  no  loss  to 
point  out  many  passages  that  are  faulty, 
many  indifferently  understood,  many  im¬ 
perfectly  translated,  some  in  which  dig¬ 
nity  is  lost,  others  in  which  bombast  is 
substituted  in  its  stead.  But  the  unabated 
vigour  and  spirit  of  the  version  more  than 
overbalance  these  and  all  its  other  defi¬ 
ciencies.  A  sedulous  scholar  might  often 
approach  more  nearly  to  the  dead  letter 
of  Virgil,  and  give  an  exact,  distinct, 
sober-minded  idea  of  the  meaning  and 
scope  of  particular  passages. — Scott,  Sir 
Walter,  1808-21,  Life  of  John  Dryden, 
by  Saintsbury ,  vol.  I,  p.  431. 

His  Virgil  is,  in  my  apprehension,  the 
least  successful  of  his  chief  works.  Lines 
of  consummate  excellence  are  frequently 
shot,  like  threads  of  gold,  through  the 


web ;  but  the  general  texture  is  of  an  or¬ 
dinary  material.  Dryden  was  little  fit¬ 
ted  for  a  translator  of  Virgil :  his  mind 
was  more  rapid  and  vehement  than  that 
of  his  original,  but  by  far  less  elegant 
and  judicious.  This  translation  seems  to 
have  been  made  in  haste ;  it  is  more  neg¬ 
ligent  than  any  of  his  own  poetry;  and 
the  style  is  often  almost  studiously,  and, 
as  it  were,  spitefully  vulgar. — Hallam, 
Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction  to  the  Lit¬ 
erature  of  Europe,  pt.  iv,  ch.  v,  par.  46. 

Dryden's  “Virgil”  is,  on  the  whole,  a 
failure;  but  I  am  not  sure  that  it  does 
not  exhibit  the  best  specimens  of  his  ver¬ 
sification  :  in  that  work  he  had  not  to  tax 
his  invention ;  he  had  only  to  think  of  the 
expression  and  versification. — Rogers, 
Samuel,  1855,  Recollections  of  the  Table- 
Talk  of  Samuel  Rogers,  p.  29. 

He  had  dashed  it  off  with  the  utmost 
freedom  and  fire,  and  no  work  was  ever 
more  thoroughly  identified  with  its  trans¬ 
lator.  It  is  Dryden’s  “Virgel,”  every 
line  of  it.  A  great  and  almost  national 
interest  was  felt  in  the  undertaking,  such 
as  would  be  felt  now,  were  it  announced 
that  Tennyson  was  engaged  in  a  transla¬ 
tion  of  Goethe. — Gilfillan,  George, 
1855,  ed.,  Poetical  Works  of  John  Dryden, 
Life,  vol.  l,  p.  xxii. 

The  verses  of  the  Latin  poet  have  the 
velvet  bloom,  the  dewy  softness,  the  del¬ 
icate  odour  of  a  flower;  the  version  of 
the  Englishman  has  the  hardness  and  bril¬ 
liance  of  a  gem:  and,  when  we  find  only 
flowers  cut  in  stone,  where  we  expect  to 
see  flowers  blooming  in  sweet  reality — no 
matter  how  skilful  the  lapidary,  how  rich 
the  colouring,  or  pure  the  water  of  the 
jewel— admiring  the  triumph  of  art,  we 
miss  the  sweetness  of  nature,  and  long  to 
exchange  the  rainbow  play  of  coloured 
light  for  the  stealing  fragrance  and  ten¬ 
der  hues  of  the  living  blossom. — Collier, 
William  Francis,  1861,  A  History  of 
English  Literature,  p.  239. 

Previous  to  the  present  century,  the 
extant  translations  of  the  ^Eneid  outnum¬ 
bered  those  of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey  in 
the  proportion  of  nearly  three  to  one : 
now,  while  thepreBS  is  sending  forth  ver¬ 
sion  after  version  of  one  or  both  of  the 
Homeric  poems,  scarcely  any  one  thinks 
it  worth  his  while  to  attempt  a  translation 
of  the  Roman  epic.  But  it  may  be  fairly 
doubted  whether  Dryden  did  not  close  the 
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question  a  hundred  and  seventy  years  ago 
for  any  one  not,  like  himself,  a  poet  of 
commanding  original  power. — Conington, 
John,  1867,  tr .,  The  JEneid  of  Virgil, 
Preface. 

One  need  only  compare  the  best  known 
version,  Dryden’s,  with  the  Latin,  to  see 
the  lamentable  transformations  the  old 
Roman  bard  has  suffered  (even  when 
piloted  by  a  poet)  at  the  hands  of  that  se¬ 
ductive  siren.  Rhyme. — Cranch,  Chris¬ 
topher  PearsE,  1872,  The  JEneid  of 
Virgil,  Preface. 

Marred  by  coarseness,  marred  by  mis¬ 
erable  inequalities,  marred  by  errors  of 
ignorance  and  errors  of  inadvertancy,  it 
is  still  a  noble  achievement.  It  is  a  work 
instinct  with  genius,  but  it  is  instinct  not 
with  the  placid  and  majestic  genius  of  the 
most  patient  of  artists,  but  with  the  im¬ 
petuous  energy  of  the  prince  of  English 
rhetorical  poets.  The  tender  grace,  the 
pathetic  cadences,  the  subtle  verbal 
mechanism  of  the  most  exquisite  poet  of 
antiquity  will  be  sought  in  vain  in  its  ve¬ 
hement  and  facile  diction,  in  the  rushing 
and  somewhat  turbid  torrent  of  its  narra¬ 
tive.  It  is  indeed  one  of  those  works 
which  will  never  cease  to  offend  the  taste 
and  never  fail  to  captivate  the  attention. 
—Collins,  John,  Churton  1878-95,  Dry- 
den,  Quarterly  Review;  Essays  and  Stud¬ 
ies,  p.  70. 

Has  been  extolled  with  perhaps  as  great 
unanimity  as  any  translation  in  any  lan¬ 
guage.— Yonge,  Charles  Duke,  1882, 
ed..  Essays  of  John  Dry  den.  Introduction, 
p.  xiii. 

Dryden’s  most  extended  task,  and 
famous  in  its  time.  Though  he  rarely  re¬ 
produced  the  grace  of  classical  writers, 
he  caught  their  fire ;  and  his  scholarship 
and  practised  command  of  verse  made  him 
a  fluent  and  usually  accurate  translator. 
— Gregory,  Warren  F.,  1896,  ed..  Dry- 
den's  Palamon  and  Arcite,  Literary  Pro¬ 
ductions. 

FABLES 

1G90 

I  Doe  hereby  promise  to  pay  John  Dry- 
den,  Esquire,  or  order,  on  the  25th  of 
March,  1699.  the  sume  of  two  hundred 
and  fifty  guineas,  in  consideration  of  ten 
thousand  verses,  which  the  said  John  Dry- 
den,  Esquire,  is  to  deliver  to  me  Jacob 
Tonson,  when  finished,  whereof  seaven 


thousand  five  hundred  verses,  more  or 
lesse,  are  already  in  the  said  Jacob  Ton 
son's  possession.  And  I  do  hereby  further 
promise  and  engage  my  self©  to  make  up 
the  said  sume  of  two  hundred  and  fifty 
guineas,  three  hundred  pounds  sterling, 
to  the  said  John  Dryden,  Esquire,  his  ex¬ 
ecutors,  administrators,  or  assigns,  att 
the  begining  of  the  second  impression  of 
the  said  ten  thousand  verses.  In  witness 
whereof,  I  have  hereunto  sett  my  hand 
and  seal  this  twentieth  day  of  March, 
1698-9.— Tonson,  Jacob,  1698-9,  Agree¬ 
ment  Concerning  The  Fables. 

His  alterations  from  Chaucer  and  Boc¬ 
caccio  show  a  greater  knowledge  of  the 
taste  of  his  readers,  and  power  of  pleasing 
them,  than  acquaintance  with  the  genius 
of  his  authors.  He  ekes  out  the  lameness 
of  the  verse  in  the  former,  and  breaks  the 
force  of  the  passion  in  both.  The  Tan- 
cred  and  Sigismunda  is  the  only  general 
exception,  in  which,  1  think,  he  has  fully 
retained,  if  not  improved  upon,  the  impas¬ 
sioned  declamation  of  the  original.  The 
Honoria  has  none  of  the  bewildered, 
dreary,  preternatural  effect  of  Boccaccio’B 
story.  Nor  has  the  Flower  and  the  Leaf 
any  thing  of  the  enchanting  simplicity  and 
concentrated  feeling  of  Chaucer’s  roman¬ 
tic  fiction.— Hazlitt,  William,  1818, 
Lectures  on  the  English  Poets,  Lecture  iv. 

The  “Fables”  of  Dryden,  or  stories 
modernized  from  Boccaccio  and  Chaucer, 
are  at  this  day  probably  the  most  read 
and  the  most  popular  of  Dryden’s  poems. 
They  contain  passages  of  so  much  more 
impressive  beauty,  and  are  altogether  so 
far  more  adapted  to  general  sympathy, 
than  those  we  have  mentioned,  that  I 
should  not  hesitate  to  concur  in  this  judg¬ 
ment.  Yet  Johnson’s  accusation  of  neg¬ 
ligence  is  better  supported  by  these  than 
by  the  earlier  poems.  Whether  it  were 
that  age  and  misfortune,  though  they  had 
not  impaired  the  poet's  vigor,  had  ren¬ 
dered  its  continual  exertion  more  weari¬ 
some,  or,  as  is  perhaps  the  better  suppo¬ 
sition,  he  reckoned  an  easy  style,  sustained 
above  prose,  in  some  places,  rather  by 
metre  than  expression,  more  fitted  to  nar¬ 
ration,  we  find  much  which  might  appear 
slovenly  to  critics  of  Johnson’s  temper. 
— Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction 
to  the  Literature  of  Europe,  pt.  iv,  ch.  v, 
par.  44. 

No  narrative  poems  in  the  language 
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have  been  more  generally  admired  or  read. 
—Chambers,  Robert,  1876,  Cyclopaedia 
of  English  Literature,  cd.  Carruthers. 

The  last  and  one  of  the  most  singular, 
but  at  tho  same  time  the  most  brilliantly 
successful  of  all  his  poetical  experiments. 
— Saintsbury,  George,  1881,  Dryden 
{English  Men  of  Letters),  p.  153. 

His  “Fables"  .  .  .  are  deservedly 

placed  at  the  head  of  his  works.  It  is  of 
course  impossible  that  they  should  exhibit 
the  same  intellectual  strength  as  his  argu¬ 
mentative  and  satirical  poems,  but  this  is 
more  than  compensated  by  their  superior 
attractiveness,  the  additional  scope  offered 
for  the  display  of  art,  and  their  compara¬ 
tive  freedom  from  everything  that  can 
repel. —Garnett,  Richard,  1895,  The 
Age  of  Dryden,  /j.  14. 

They  sin  from  coarseness,  but  in  style, 
in  magnificent  march  of  verse,  in  intellec¬ 
tual  but  not  imaginative  fire,  in  ease  but 
not  in  grace,  they  are  excellent. — Brooke, 
Stopford  A.,  1896,  English  Literature, 
177. 

SATIRES 

How  long  shall  I  oudure  without  reply, 

To  hear  this  Bayes,  this  hackney -rayler  lie? 
Tho  fool  uncudRell'd  for  one  libel,  swells, 
Where  not  his  wit,  but  saucincss  cxcgILh; 
Whilst  with  foul  words  and  names  which  he 
lets  flic, 

He  quite  defiles  the  satyr's  dignity. 

For  libel  and  true  satyr  different  be. 

This  must  havo  irut/i  and  tall,  with  modesty. 
Sparing  the  persons,  this  does  tax  the  crimes, 
Galls  not  great  meu,  but  vices  of  the  times, 
With  witty  and  sharp,  not  blunt  and  bitter 
rimes. 

Methinks  the  ghost  of  Horace  there  I  see, 
Lashing  tills  cherry- cheek’d  Dunce  of  fifty- 
three  ; 

Who,  at  that  age,  so  boldly  durst  profano, 
With  base  hir’d  libel,  tho  free  satyr’s  vein. 
Thou  stiT st  it  satyr,  to  coll  names,  rogue, 
whore, 

Tmytor  and  rebel  and  a  thousand  more ; 

An  oyster  wench  is  sure  thy  muse  of  late, 
And  all  thy  Helicon's  at  Billingsgate.  . 

As  far  from  satyr  does  thy  talent  lye, 

As  from  being  cheerful,  or  good  company ; 
For  thou  art  Saturnine,  thou  dost  confess 
A  civil  word  thy  dulncss  to  express. 

Now  farewell  wretched,  mercenary  Bayes, 
Who  the  king  libell’d,  and  did  Cromwell, 
praise ; 

Farewell,  abandon’d  rascal,  only  fit 
To  be  abas’d  by  thy  own  scurrilous  wit. 
—Shad WELL,  Thomas,  1682,  The  Medal 
qf  John  Bayes. 


When  I  name  DRYDEN,  I  comprehend 
every  varied  excellence  of  our  poetry.  In 
harmony,  strength,  modulation,  rhythm, 
energy,  he  first  displayed  the  full  power  of 
the  English  language.  ...  He  was  the 
first  poet  who  brought  to  perfection, 
what  I  would  term,  “The  Allegory  of 
Satire."  ...  It  was  the  peculiar 
happiness  of  Dryden  to  give  an  eternal 
sense  and  interest  to  subjects  which  are 
transitory.  He  placed  his  scene  on  the 
ground  of  actual  history. — Mathias, 
Thomas  James,  1798,  Pursuits  of  Litera¬ 
ture,  Introductory  Letter ,  pp,  34,  35. 

Dryden  occupies  the  foremost  place  in 
the  foremost  ranks  of  English  Didactic 
Writers.  .  .  .  His  Satire  is  appal¬ 

ling,  and  tremendous;  and  not  the  less 
so,  for  its  extreme  polish  and  splendour. 
It  excites  our  indignation  against  its  ob¬ 
jects,  not  only  on  account  of  the  follies, 
or  faults,  which  it  imputes  to  them,  but 
also  on  account  of  their  writhing  beneath 
the  infliction  of  so  splendid  a  weapon. 
We  forgot  the  offender  in  the  awfulness 
and  majesty  of  the  power  by  which  ha  is 
crushed.  Instead  of  shrinking  at  the  hor¬ 
ror  of  the  carnage,  we  are  lost  in  admi¬ 
ration  of  the  brilliancy  of  the  victory. 
Like  the  lightning  of  heaven,  the  Satire 
of  Dryden  throws  a  splendour  around  the 
objects  which  it  destroys.  He  has  im¬ 
mortalised  the  persons  whom  he  branded 
with  infamy  and  contempt;  for  who  would 
have  remembered  Shadwell,  if  he  bad  not 
been  handed  down  to  everlasting  fame  as 
Mac  Flecnoe?— Neele,  Henry,  1827-29, 
Lectures  on  English  Poetry. 

But  there  is  a  difference  between  a 
spontaneous  effusion  of  rage  and  hate,  and 
a  cold  and  malignant  preparation  of  bit¬ 
terness.  The  satire  which  indignation 
makes  will  always  be  the  most  sympathized 
with ;  and  the  genial  man,  like  Dryden, 
the  most  admired.  Dryden  professes  to 
prefer  Juvenal  to  Horace  for  his  own 
reading;  and  this  I  can  quite  understand. 
There  are  the  marks  of  personal  heat  in 
old  Dryden’s  Satires,  and  generally  a 
blending  of  humor  and  passion,  a  qualifi¬ 
cation  of  scorn  by  fun,  which  show  you 
that  it  was  natural  for  him  to  hold  that 
opinion.  In  him,  as  in  Juvenal  and  some 
others,  the  personality  and  the  savageneBB 
are  accompanied  by  traces  of  the  satirist's 
other  private  qualities — his  wisdom,  fancy 
homeliness.  The  rod  with  which  he 
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castigates  has  the  leaves  and  blossoms  still 
sticking  to  it.  The  goodness  of  his  na¬ 
ture  shows  itself  when  he  is  angry,  even  ; 
consequently  you  sympathize  with  him, 
and  do  not  pity  his  victims  so  much. 
Hannay,  James,  1854,  Satire  and  Satir¬ 
ists,  p.  126. 

There  are  passages  of  Dryden’s  satires 
in  which  every  couplet  has  not  only  the 
force  but  the  actual  sound  of  a  slap  in  the 
face.  The  rapidity  of  movement  from 
one  couplet  to  the  other  is  another  re¬ 
markable  characteristic.  Even  Pope, 
master  as  he  was  of  verse,  often  fell  into 
the  fault  of  isolating  his  couplets  too 
much,  as  if  he  expected  applause  between 
each,  and  wished  to  give  time  for  it. 
Dryden’s  verse,  on  the  other  hand,  strides 
along  with  a  careless  Olympian  motion, 
as  if  the  writer  were  looking  at  his  vic¬ 
tims  rather  with  a  kind  of  good-humoured 
scorn  than  with  any  elaborate  triumph. — 
Saintsbury,  George,  1881r  Dryden  ( Eng¬ 
lish  Men  of  tetters),  p.  76T 

ABSALOM  AND  ACHITOPHEL 
1081-82 

The  true  end  of  satire  is  the  amend¬ 
ment  of  vices  by  correction.  And  he 
who  writes  honestly  is  no  more  an  enemy 
to  the  offender  than  the  physician  to  the 
patient,  when  he  prescribes  harsh  reme¬ 
dies  to  an  inveterate  disease ;  for  those 
are  only  in  order  to  prevent  the  chirurg- 
eon’s  work  of  an  Ense  rescindcndum, which 
I  wish  not  to  my  very  enemies.  To  con¬ 
clude  all ;  if  the  body  politic  have  any 
analogy  to  the  natural,  in  my  weak  judg¬ 
ment,  an  act  of  oblivion  were  as  necessary 
in  a  hot  distempered  state  as  an  opiate 
would  be  in  a  raging  fever. — Dryden, 
John,  1681,  Absalom  and  Achitophel ,  To 
the  Reader. 

This  natural  pride  and  ambition  of  the 
soul  is  very  much  gratified  in  the  reading 
of  a  fable;  for,  in  writings  of  this  kind 
the  reader  comes  in  for  half  of  the  per¬ 
formance  ;  every  thing  appears  to  him  like 
a  discovery  of  his  own.  .  .  .  For  this 

reason  the  “Absalom  and  Achitophel” 
was  one  of  the  most  popular  poems  that 
ever  appeared  in  English. — Addison, 
Joseph,  1712,  Spectator ,  No.  612,  Oct. 
17. 

This  poem  is  said  to  be  one  of  the  most 
perfect  allegorical  pieces  that  our  lan¬ 
guage  has  produced.  It  is  carried  on 


through  the  whole  with  equal  strength 
and  propriety.  The  veil  is  no  where  laid 
aside.  There  is  a  just  similarity  in  the 
characters,  which  are  exactly  pourtrayed  ; 
the  lineaments  are  well  copied  ;  the  colour¬ 
ing  is  lively;  the  groupings  show  the 
hand  of  a  master,  and  may  serve  to  con¬ 
vince  us,  that  Mr.  Dryden  knew  his  own 
power  when  he  asserted,  that  he  found  it 
easier  to  write  severely  than  gently. — 
Derrick,  Samuel,  1760,  Miscellaneous 
Works  of  Johii  Dryden,  with  Explanatory 
Notes  and  Observations. 

“Absalom  and  Achitophel”  is  a  work 
so  well  known,  that  particular  criticism 
is  superfluous.  If  it  be  considered  as  a 
poem  political  and  controversial,  it  will 
be  found  to  comprise  all  the  excellences 
of  which  the  subject  is  susceptible ;  acri¬ 
mony  of  censure,  elegance  of  praise,  art¬ 
ful  delineation  of  characters,  variety  and 
vigour  of  sentiment,  happy  turns  of  lan¬ 
guage,  and  pleasing  harmony  of  numbers  ; 
and  all  these  raised  to  such  a  height  as 
can  scarcely  be  found  in  any  other  English 
composition. — Johnson,  Samuel,  1779- 
81,  Dryden ,  Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

You  will  find  this  a  good  gage  or  crite¬ 
rion  of  genius, — whether  it  progresses 
and  evolves,  or  only  spins  upon  itself. 
Take  Dryden’s  Achitophel  and  Zimri, — 
Shaftesbury  and  Buckingham;  every  line 
adds  to  or  modifies  the  character,  which 
is,  as  it  were,  a-building  up  to  the  very 
last  verse ;  whereas,  in  Pope’s  Timon,  &c., 
the  first  two  or  three  couplets  contain  all 
the  pith  of  the  character,  and  the  twenty 
or  thirty  lines  that  follow  are  so  much  evi¬ 
dence  or  proof  of  overt  acts  of  jealousy, 
or  pride,  or  whatever  it  may  be  that  is 
satirised. — Coleridge,  Samuel  Taylor, 
1832,  Table  Talk,  ed.  Ashe,  Aug.  6,  p. 
177. 

The  greatest  of  his  satires  is  “Absalom 
and  Achitophel,”— that  work  in  which 
his  powers  become  fully  known  in  the 
world,  and  which,  as  many  think,  he 
never  surpassed.  The  admirable  fitness 
of  the  English  Couplet  for  satire  had 
never  been  shown  before;  in  less  skilful 
hands  it  had  been  ineffective.  He  does 
not  frequently,  in  his  poem,  carry  the 
sense  beyond  the  second  line,  which  ex¬ 
cept  when  skilfully  contrived,  as  it  often 
is  by  himself,  is  apt  to  enfeeble  the  em¬ 
phasis;  his  triplets  are  less  numerous  than 
usual,  but  energetic.  The  spontaneous 
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ease  of  expression,  the  rapid  transitions, 
the  general  elasticity  and  movement,  have 
never  been  excelled.  It  is  superfluous  to 
praise  the  discrimination  and  vivacity  of 
the  chief  characters. — IIallam,  Henry, 
1837-39,  Introduction  to  the  Literature  of 
Europe,  pi.  iv,  ch.  v,  par,  39. 

Not  evon  in  the  elegant  gallery  of  the 
Horatian  satire,  nor  in  the  darker  and 
more  tragic  pictures  of  Juvenal,  can  we 
find  any  delineations,  admirable  though 
they  be,  equal  in  vigour,  life  likeness,  and 
intensity  of  colouring,  to  the  rich  and 
magnificent  collection  of  portraits  given 
in  “Absalom  and  Achitophel.” — Shaw, 
Thomas  B.,  1847,  Outlines  of  English  Lit¬ 
erature,  p.  182. 

Of  Dryden’s  Satires  we  have  already 
spoken  in  a  general  way.  “Absalom  and 
Achitophel’'  is  of  course  the  masterpiece, 
and  cannot  be  too  highly  praised  as  a 
gallery  of  portraits,  and  for  the  daring 
force  and  felicity  of  its  style.  Why  en¬ 
large  on  a  poem,  almost  every  line  of 
which  has  become  a  proverb  ? — Gilfillan, 
George,  1855,  cd.f  Poetical  Works  of 
John  Dryden,  Critical  Estimate,  vol.  II, 
p.  xvii. 

In  one  respect  this  poem  stands  alone 
in  literature.  A  party  pamphlet  dedicated 
to  the  hour,  it  is  yet  immortal.  No  poem 
in  our  language  is  so  interpenetrated  with 
contemporary  allusion,  with  contemporary 
portraiture,  with  contemporary  point,  yet 
no  poem  in  our  language  has  been  more 
enjoyed  by  succeeding  generations  of 
readers.  Scores  of  intelligent  men  who 
know  by  heart  the  characters  of  Zimri  and 
Achitophel  are  content  to  remain  in  ignor¬ 
ance  of  the  political  careers  of  Bucking¬ 
ham  and  LShaftesbury.  The  speech  in 
which  Achitophel  incites  his  faltering 
disciple  has  been  admired  and  recited  by 
hundreds  who  have  been  blind  to  its  his¬ 
torical  fidelity  and  to  its  subtle  personal¬ 
ities.—  Collins,  John  Churton,  1878-95, 
Dryden,  Quarterly  Review;  Essays  and 
Studies ,  p.  43. 

In  what  other  poem  of  the  kind  will  be 
found,  together  with  so  much  versatility 
of  wit,  so  incisive  a  directness  of  poetic 
eloquence?  Dryden  is  here  at  his  best; 
and  being  at  his  best,  he  is  entirely  free 
from  that  irrepressible  desire  to  outdo 
himself. — Ward,  Adolphus  William, 
1880,  English  Poets,  ed .  Ward,  vol.  H,  p. 
441. 


THE  MEDAL 
IG82 

The  “Medal,”  written  upon  the  same 
principles  with  “Absalom  and  Achito¬ 
phel,”  but  upon  a  narrower  plan,  gives 
less  pleasure,  though  it  discovers  equal 
abilities  in  the  writer.  The  superstruc¬ 
ture  cannot  extend  beyond  the  foundation  ; 
a  single  character  or  incident  cannot  fur¬ 
nish  as  many  ideas,  as  a  series  of  events, 
or  multiplicity  of  agents.  This  poem 
therefore,  since  time  has  left  it  to  itself, 
is  not  much  read,  nor  perhaps  generally 
understood;  yet  it  abounds  with  touches 
both  of  humorous  and  serious  satire. — 
Johnson,  Samuel,  1779-81,  Dryden , 
Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

The  merits  of  “The  Medal,  ”  as  a  satir¬ 
ical  poem,  are  universally  acknowledged  ; 
nor  does  it  greatly  suffer  from  being 
placed  as  the  subject  naturally  invites,  in 
comparison  with  “Absalom  and  Achito¬ 
phel.”  .  .  .  The  language  is  as  strik¬ 

ing  as  the  ideas  and  subject.  The  illus¬ 
trations  and  images  are  short  and  apposite, 
such  as  give  force  to  the  argument,  and 
flow  easily  into  the  diction,  without  ap¬ 
pearing  to  have  been  laboured,  or  brought 
from  a  distance.  1  fear,  however  some 
of  the  scriptural  allusions  are  censurable 
as  too  free,  if  not  profane.  The  verse 
has  all  the  commanding  emphasis  with 
which  Dryden,  beyond  any  other  poet, 
knew  how  to  body  forth  and  adorn  his 
poetical  arguments.  .  .  .  The  popularity 
of  “The  Medal”did  not  cease  with  the  crisis 
that  gave  it  birth. — Scott,  Sir  Walter, 
1808-21,  The  Works  of  John  Dryden,  by 
Saintsbury,  vol.  IX,  pp.  417,  418,  419. 

In  “The  Medal”  he  hurled  at  Shaftes¬ 
bury  and  his  party  a  philippic  which,  for 
rancorous  abuse,  for  lofty  and  uncom¬ 
promising  scorn,  for  coarse,  scathing, 
ruthless  denunciation,  couched  in  diction 
which  now  swells  to  the  declamatory 
grandeur  of  Juvenal  and  now  sinks  to  the 
sordid  vulgarity  of  Swift,  has  no  parallel 
in  our  literature.  The  former  attack,  in¬ 
deed,  was  mercy  to  this  new  outburst. 
To  find  anything  approaching  to  it  in 
severity  and  skill  we  must  go  back  to 
Claudian’s  savage  onslaught  on  the  Achi¬ 
tophel  of  the  fourth  century,  or  forward 
to  Akenside’s  diatribe  against  Palteney. 
—Collins,  John  Churton,  1878-95, 
Dryden,  Quarterly  Review;  Essays  and 
Studies,  p.  45. 
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MAC  FLECKNOE 
1682 

The  severity  of  this  satire,  and  the  ex¬ 
cellence  of  its  versification,  give  it  a  dis¬ 
tinguished  rank  in  this  species  of  composi¬ 
tion.  At  present,  an  ordinary  reader 
would  scarcely  suppose  that  Shadwell, 
who  is  here  meant  by  Mac  Flecknoe,  was 
worth  being  chastised ;  and  that  Dryden, 
descending  to  such  game,  was  like  an 
eagle  stooping  to  catch  flies.  The  truth 
however  is,  Shadwell  at  one  time  held  di¬ 
vided  reputation  with  this  great  poet. 
Every  age  produces  its  fashionable  dunces, 
who,  by  following  the  transcient  topic  or 
humour  of  the  day,  supply  talkative  ignor¬ 
ance  with  materials  for  conversation. 
Goldsmith,  Oliver,  1767,  The  Beauties 
of  English  Poetry. 

“Mac-Flecknoe”  must  be  allowed  to  be 
one  of  the  keenest  satires  in  the  English 
language.  It  is  what  Dryden  has  else¬ 
where  termed  a  Varronian  satire ;  that  is. 
as  he  seems  to  use  the  phrase,  one  in 
which  the  author  is  not  contented  with 
general  sarcasm  upon  the  object  of  attack, 
but  where  he  has  woven  his  piece  into  a 
sort  of  imaginary  story,  or  scene,  in 
which  he  introduces  the  person  whom  he 
ridicules  as  a  principal  actor.  The  posi-. 
tion  in  which  Dryden  has  placed  Shadwell 
is  the  most  mortifying  to  literary  vanity 
which  can  possibly  be  imagined,  and  is 
hardly  excelled  by  the  device  of  Pope  in 
“The  Dunciad,”  who  has  obviously  fol¬ 
lowed  the  steps  of  his  predecessor.— 
Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1808-21,  ed.,  The 
Works  of  John  Dryden ,  by  Saintsbury,  vol. 
x,  p.  431. 

Certainly  to  be  numbered  among  Dry- 
den’s  masterpieces.  The  raillery,  though 
neither  nice  nor  graceful,  is  light,  and 
with  one  or  two  exceptions  free  from  that 
offensive  coarseness  which  mars  so  many 
of  his  satirical  compositions.— Collins, 
John  Churton,  1878-95,  Dryden,  Quar¬ 
terly  Review ;  Essays  and  Studies  p. 
48. 

This  most  happily  executed  retort  upon 
a  by  no  means  despicable  antagonist  has  a 
double  claim  to  immortality: — its  own 
delightful  execution,  and  the  fact  that 
this  attempt  to  extinguish  a  single  Dunce 
suggested  to  Pope  the  heroic  idea  of  an¬ 
nihilating  the  whole  tribe. — Ward,  Adol¬ 
phus  William,  1880,  English  Poets ,  ed. 
Ward ,  vol.  ii,  p.  442. 


PROSE 

The  prefaces  Of  Dryden, 

For  these  our  critics  much  confido  in 
Though  merely  writ  at  first  for  filling, 

To  raise  the  volume’s  price  a  shilling. 

— Swift,  Jonathan,  1733,  The  Rhapsody. 

Dryden  may  be  properly  considered  as 
the  father  of  English  criticism,  as  the 
writer  who  first  taught  us  to  determine 
upon  principles  the  merit  of  composition. 
Of  our  former  poets,  the  greatest  dram¬ 
atist  wrote  without  rules,  conducted 
through  life  and  nature  by  a  genius  that 
rarely  misled,  and  rarely  deserted  him. 
Of  the  rest,  those  who  knew  the  laws  of 
propriety  had  neglected  to  teach  them. 

-Johnson,  Samuel,  1779-81,  Dryden , 
Lives  of  the  English  Pods. 

If  a  new  edition  be  wanted  of  Dryden’s 
critical  prose  works,  I  know  of  nothing 
better  worth  republishing.  The  matter 
is  for  the  most  part  excellent :  the  manner 
incomparable  throughout.  There  cannot 
be  a  better  antidote  against  our  modern 
innovations  in  style  than  his  compositions 
— perspicuous,  graceful,  elegant,  humor¬ 
ous  and  easy. — CLAREMONT,  Lord,  1794, 
Letter  to  Edmund  Malone ,  ed.  Prior ,  p. 
251. 

The  prose  of  Dryden  may  rank  with  the 
best  in  the  English  language.  It  is  no 
less  of  his  own  formation  than  his  versifi¬ 
cation,  is  equally  spirited  and  equally  har¬ 
monious.  Without  the  lengthened  and 
pedantic  sentences  of  Clarendon,  it  is  dig¬ 
nified  where  dignity  is  becoming,  and  is 
lively  without  the  accumulation  of  strained 
and  absurd  allusions  and  metaphors,  which 
were  unfortunately  mistaken  for  wit  by 
many  of  the  author’s  contemporaries. — 
Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1808-21,  Life  of  John 
Dryden ,  ed.  Saintsbury,  p.  436. 

It  would  be  superfluous  to  echo  the 
praise  of  Dryden’s  prose  style,  which  is 
in  every  one’s  mouth.  Perhaps  it  may 
not  be  equally  so,  to  suggest  a  limitation 
of  it.  Its  excellence  is  an  ease  and  ap¬ 
parent  negligence  of  phrase,  which  shows, 
as  it  were,  a  powerful  mind  en  deshabille, 
and  free  from  the  fetters  of  study.  .  .  . 
We  cannot  think  the  style  of  Dryden 
adapted  to  an  historical,  much  less  to  a 
didactic  work.  We  should,  indeed, 
strongly  recommend  the  study  of  it  to 
those  engaged  in  such  compositions,  so 
far  as  to  relieve,  in  some  degree,  by  its 
variety  and  copiousness  of  English  idiom, 
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that  stilfness  and  monotony,  which  habits 
of  precise  and  laborious  thinking,  espe¬ 
cially  upon  abstract  subjects,  are  very  apt 
to  engender.  -Hallam,  Henry,  180S, 
Scott's  Edition  of  Dri/den,  Edinburgh  Re¬ 
view,  vol.  13,  p.  133. 

He  had  a  large  soul  for  a  man,  contain¬ 
ing  sundry  Queen  Anne’s  men,  one  with 
another,  like  quartetto  tables;  but  it  was 
not  a  large  scul  for  a  poet,  and  it  enter¬ 
tained  the  universe  by  potato-patches. 
He  established  finally  the  reign  of  the  lit¬ 
erati  for  the  reign  of  the  poets  -and  the 
critics  clapped  their  hands.  He  estab¬ 
lished  finally  the  despotism  of  the  final 
emphasis— and  no  one  dared,  in  affecting 
criticism,  to  speak  any  more  at  all  against 
a  tinkling  cymbal. — Browning,  Eliza¬ 
beth  Barrett,  1842-63,  The  Book  of  the 
Pods. 

Drydcn  then  has  the  merit  of  converting 
this  corruption  and  dissolution  of  our  old 
language  into  a  new  birth  and  renovation. 
And  not  only  must  we  thank  him  for  mak¬ 
ing  the  beet  of  the  inevitable  circum¬ 
stances  and  tendencies  of  the  time,  but 
also  praise  him  absolutely  for  definitely 
improving  our  language.  It  is  true  that 
he  sacrificed  a  great  deal  of  the  old  beauty 
of  English  writing,  but  that  sacrifice  was 
inevitable;  he  retained  all  that  it  was 
practicable  to  save,  and  he  added  at  the 
same  time  all  the  new  excellence  of  which 
the  time  was  capable.  You  may  call  it, 
if  you  please,  a  democratic  movement  in 
the  language.  It  was  easier  henceforth 
both  to  write  and  to  read.  To  understand 
written  English,  it  was  not  necessary  first 
to  understand  Latin  ;  and  yet  written  Eng¬ 
lish  was  little  less  instructive  than  it  had 
been,  or  if  it  was  less  elevating,  it  was  on 
the  other  hand  more  refining. — CLOUGH, 
Arthur  Hugh,  1852?  On  Dry  den' &  Eng¬ 
lish,  Prose  Remains ,  p.  327. 

English  prose  is  indebted  to  Dryden  for 
having  freed  it  from  the  cloister  of  ped¬ 
antry.  He,  more  than  any  other  single 
writer,  contributed,  as  well  by  precept  as 
example,  to  give  it  suppleness  of  movement 
and  the  easier  air  of  the  modern  world. 
His  own  style,  juicy  with  proverbial 
phrases,  has  that  familiar  dignity,  so  hard 
to  attain,  perhaps  unattainable  except  by 
one  who,  like  Dryden,  feels  that  his  posi¬ 
tion  is  assured.  Charles  Cotton  is  as 
easy,  but  not  so  elegant;  Walton  as 
familiar,  but  not  so  flowing;  Swift  as 


idiomatic,  but  not  so  elevated ;  Burke 
more  splendid,  but  not  so  equally  lumi¬ 
nous. — Lowell,  James  Russell,  1868-90, 
Dryden,  Prose  Works ,  Riverside  ed.,  vol. 
Ill,  p.  129. 

We  feel  in  him  the  stress  of  modem 
society,  the  shiftings  of  modem  thought, 
the  modern  spirit  of  criticism  which  tries, 
in  the  balance  of  reasoning  opinion  and 
the  recognized  canons  of  excellence,  him¬ 
self  and  his  performances  in  one  scale, 
and  all  sorts  of  other  writers  and  their 
performances  in  another,  not  perhaps  too 
equitably  poised.  ...  In  his  time 
criticism  was  almost  a  novelty  in  Eng¬ 
land.  His  method  was  trenchant,  de¬ 
cisive,  and  broad,  his  perceptions  fresh 
and  vigorous,  his  grasp  solid  and  firm;  he 
said  many  fine  things  finely  ;  and  his  writ¬ 
ings  of  this  class  had  what  they  merited, 
a  great  deal  of  influence. — Rossetti, 
William  Michael,  1878,  Lives  of  Famous 
Poets,  pp.  91,  96. 

The  occasional  insertion  of  a  harmless 
colloquialism  or  trifling  touch  of  pathos 
betray  the  hand  of  the  man  who  is  already 
master  both  of  his  thoughts  and  of  his 
pen.  Swift  and  Thackeray  alone  excel 
Dryden  in  this  peculiar  excellence.  No 
one  can  throw  in  a  political  allusion  with 
more  effect  except  Swift  himself. — 
Fletcher,  C.  R.  L.,  1881,  The~  Develop¬ 
ment  of  English  Prose  Style ,  p.  15. 

He  is  one  of  the  few  English  poets  of 
high  excellence — they  may  be  counted  on 
the  fingers — who  deserve  almost  equal 
credit  for  their  healthy  judgments  as  crit¬ 
ics.  Right  or  wrong,  his  criticism  is  al¬ 
ways  manly,  always  intelligent,  always 
rich  in  the  suggestiveness  which  is  the 
fruit  of  a  fine  imagination  and  of  a  capa¬ 
cious  intellect. — Dennis,  John,  1882, 
John  Dryden,  Fraser's  Magazine,  vol.  2o, 
n.  p.  191. 

Verily,  John  Dryden  perpetuated  more 
rhetorical  nonsense  than  any  other  liter¬ 
ary  critic  that  ever  lived. — Corson, 
Hiram,  1892,  A  Primer  of  English  Verse, 
p.  107. 

Respect  for  Dryden  as  a  critic  has  been 
steadily  growing  during  the  last  two  cen¬ 
turies;  what  he  wrote  of  Chaucer  may 
with  a  modification  be  applied  to  himself 
— “He  is  a  fountain  of  good  sense.”  He 
was  so  open  minded  and  progressive  all 
through  his  life  that  the  study  of  his  criti¬ 
cism  becomes  especially  interesting  as  an 
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illustration  of  literary  development.  His 
mind  was  vigorous  rather  than  subtle,  and 
his  sympathies  were  with  the  Restoration 
school,  at  whose  head  he  stands;  yet  he 
manifests  no  little  catholicity  and  sensi¬ 
tiveness.  He  is  moreover  one  of  the  most 
agreeable  prose  authors  in  our  literature, 
writing  “prose  such  as  we  would  all  gladly 
use  if  we  only  knew  how” — easy  and 
clear,  entirely  unostentatious,  with  the 
pleasantest  touches  of  familiarity,  and  yet 
not  lacking  in  seriousness  and  a  gentle¬ 
man’s  dignity.— McLaughlin,  Edward T., 
1893,  Literary  Criticism  for  Students,  p.  16. 

To  him  we  owe  that  perfection  of  ease, 
that  familiar  intercourse  between  author 
and  reader,  that  constant  reference  to  the 
common  judgmentof  educated  men,  which 
gave  its  best  note  to  English  prose. — - 
Craik,  Henry,  1894,  English  Prose,  In¬ 
troduction ,  vol.  Ill,  p.  4. 

No  later  prose  writer  can  approach  him 
in  strength,  freedom,  and  harmony  of  ex¬ 
pression.  In  reading  him,  when  at  his 
best,  we  are  reminded  of  his  own  descrip¬ 
tion  of  Absalom ; 

“Whato'er  ho  did,  was  done  with  so  much 
ease, 

In  Uiin  uloue  ’twas  natural  to  please.” 

The  most  skilful  critic  finds  it  sometimes 
hard  to  discriminate  between  the  style  of 
Addison  and  Steele;  Johnson’s  style  had 
many  imitators ;  but  no  man  could  imitate 
the  style  of  Dryden.  Of  no  writer  can  it 
be  more  truly  said,  Le  style  c'est  I’homme. 
Like  the  Socrates  of  Plato  he  runs  before 
his  argument  as  a  ship  under  sail,  and 
whatever  be  his  subject  of  the  moment, 
he  suffuses  it  with  all  the  glow  and  colour 
of  his  rich  vocabulary.  The  coarse  im¬ 
morality  of  Charles  II. ’s  Court,  as  he 
paints  it,  takes  an  air  of  grace  and  refine¬ 
ment.  A  few  strokes  of  unequalled  vig¬ 
our  place  before  us,  with  perfect  discrim¬ 
ination,  the  varied  characters  of  Shake¬ 
speare,  Fletcher,  and  Jonson.  Even  in 
the  midst  of  his  servility  he  seems  to  be 
sustained  by  a  sense  of  inward  greatness, 
which  allows  him  to  speak  to  his  readers 
with  self-respect.  Nothing  can  surpass 
the  dignity  of  his  attitude  before  Collier; 
his  haughty  disdain  of  Buckingham  and 
the  authors  of  the  “Rehearsal;”  his  pa¬ 
thetic  reference  to  his  old  age  in  the 
“Postscript  to  the  AHneis.” — Courthope, 
W.  J.,  1894,  English  Prose,  ed.  Craik,  vol. 
Ill,  p.  146. 


Dryden  is  master  of  comparative  criti¬ 
cism  :  he  has  something  of  the  historical 
method ;  he  is  unrivalled  in  the  art  of 
seizing  the  distinctive  qualities  of  his  au¬ 
thor  and  of  setting  them  before  us  with 
the  lightest  touch,  llis  very  style,  so 
pointed  yet  so  easy,  is  enough  in  itself  to 
mark  the  gulf  that  lies  between  the  age 
of  Elizabeth  and  the  age  of  the  Restora¬ 
tion.  AH  the  Elizabethan  critics,  Sidney 
himself  hardly  excepted,  bore  some  trace 
of  the  schoolmaster.  Dryden  was  the 
first  to  meet  his  readers  entirely  as  an 
equal,  and  talk  to  them  as  a  friend  with 
friends.  It  is  Dryden,  and  not  Sainte- 
Beuve,  who  is  the  true  father  of  the 
literary  causeric ;  and  he  still  remains 
its  unequalled  master.  — Vaughan,  C.  E., 
1896,  English  Literary  Criticism,  p. 
xxvii. 

Dryden’s  position  as  the  first  writer  of 
modern  English  prose  has  been  long  re¬ 
cognized,  with  hardly  a  dissenting  voice. 
The  “Essay  of  Dramatic  Poesy,”  his  first 
separate  publication  in  prose,  is  thus  a 
work  memorable  in  the  history  of  English 
style. — Strunk,  Jr.,  William,  1898,  ed. 
Dryden,  Essays  on  the  Drama,  Introduc- 
ton,  p.  xxxviii. 

The  separate,  positive  sentences  of  Dry¬ 
den,  are  of  small  account  in  his  work  as 
critic.  His  virtue  is  that,  in  a  time  when 
literature  was  pestered  and  cramped  with 
formulas,  he  found  it  impossible  to  write 
otherwise  than  freely.  He  is  skeptical, 
tentative,  disengaged,  where  most  of  his 
contemporaries,  and  most  of  his  succes¬ 
sors  for  a  hundred  years,  are  pledged  to 
certain  dogmas  and  principles. — Ker,  W. 
P.,  1900,  ed.,  Essays  of  John  Dryden,  vol. 
I,  p.  xv. 

Dryden  himself  had  given  English  prose 
its  most  masterly,  almost  its  final  form. 
—Wendell,  Barrett,  1900,  A  Literary 
History  of  America,  p.  25. 

GENERAL 

You  do  live  in  as  much  ignorance  and 
darkness  as  you  did  in  the  womb :  your 
writings  are  like  a  Jack-of-all-trade’s 
shop ;  they  have  a  variety,  but  nothing  of 
value;  and  if  thou  art  not  the  dullest 
plant-animal  that  ever  the  earth  produced, 
all  that  I  have  conversed  with  are 
strangely  mistaken  in  thee. — Clifford, 
Martin,  1672-87,  Notes  upon  Mr,  Dry¬ 
den' s  Poems,  First  Letter. 
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While  the  Town -Bayes  writes  nil  the  whilo 
and  spells. 

And  like  n  pack-horse  tires  without  his  bells. 

—Marvell,  Andrew,  1674,  On  Milton’s 
Paradise  Lost. 

Well,  sir,  ’tis  granted;  I  said  Dryden’s  rimes 
Wero  stolen,  unequal,  nay  dull,  many  times: 
What  foolish  patron  is  there  found  of  his, 

So  blindly  partial  to  deny  mo  this? 

But  tlmt  his  plays,  embroider'd  up  and  down 
With  wit  and  learning,  justly  please  the 
town, 

In  the  same  paper  I  as  freely  own. 

Yet,  having  tins  allow'd,  the  heavy  mass 
That  stuffs  up  his  loose  volumes  must  not 
pass. 


But  to  bo  just,  ’twill  to  his  praise  be  found. 
His  oxcolicnces  moro  than  faults  abound: 

Nor  daro  I  from  his  sacred  temples  tear 
The  laurel,  which  ho  best  deserves  to  wenr. 
—Rochester,  John  Wilmot,  Earl,  1678, 
An  Allusion  to  the  Tenth  Satire  of  the 
First  book  of  Horace. 

Mr.  Drydcn  is  the  most  Voluminous 
Dramatick  Writer  of  our  Age,  ho  having 
already  extant  above  Twenty  Plays  of  his 
own  writing,  as  the  Title-page  of  each 
would  perswade  the  World ;  tho’  some 
people  have  been  so  bold  as  to  call  the 
Truth  of  this  in  question,  and  topropogate 
in  the  world  another  Opinion.  His  Gen¬ 
ius  seems  to  me  to  incline  to  Tragedy  and 
Satyr,  rather  than  Comedy:  and  methinks 
he  writes  much  better  in  Heroicks,  than  in 
blank  Verse. — Langbaine,  Gerard.  1691, 
An  Account  of  the  English  Dramatick 
Poets,  p.  130. 

But  see  where  artful  Drydcn  next  nppears 
Grown  old  in  rhyme,  but  cliarming  even  in 
years  1 

Great  Drydeu  next !  whose  tuneful  Muso 
affords 

The  sweetest  numbers,  and  the  Attest  words. 
Whether  in  comic  sounds  or  tragic  airs 
She  forms  her  voice,  she  moves  our  smiles  or 
tears. 

— Addison,  Joseph,  1694,  An  Account  of 
the  Greatest  English  Poets. 

’Tis  true,  that  when  the  coarse  and  worthless 
dross 

Is  purg’d  away,  thcro  will  bo  mighty  loss ; 
Ev'n  Congreve,  Southern,  manly  Wycherley, 
When  thus  refin’d,  will  grievous  sufferers  bo; 
Into  tho  molting  pot  when  Drydcn  comes, 
What  horrid  stench  will  rise,  what  noisome 
fumes! 

How  will  he  shrink,  when  all  bis  lewd  allay, 
And  wicked  mixture,  shall  be  purg’d  away  I 

— Blackmore,  Sir  Richard,  1700,  A  Sat¬ 
ire  Against  Wit. 


I  cannot  pass  by  that  admirable  English 
poet,  without  endeavouring  to  make  his 
country  sensible  of  the  obligations  they 
have  to  his  Muse.  Whether  they  con¬ 
sider  the  flowing  grace  of  his  versification, 
the  vigorous  sallies  of  his  fancy,  or  the 
peculiar  delicacy  of  his  periods,  they  all 
discover  excellences  never  to  bo  enough 
admired.  If  they  trace  him  from  the  first 
productions  of  his  youth  to  the  last  per¬ 
formances  of  hts  age,  they  will  find  that 
as  the  tyranny  of  rhyme  never  imposed  on 
the  perspicuity  of  sense,  so  a  languid  sense 
never  wanted  to  be  set  off  by  the  harmony 
of  rhyme.  And  as  his  earlier  works 
wanted  no  maturity,  so  his  latter  wanted 
no  force  or  spirit.  The  falling  off  of  his 
hair  had  no  other  consequence  than  to 
make  his  laurels  be  seen  the  more. — - 
Garth,  Sir  Samuel,  1717,  tr.  Ovid’s  Met¬ 
amorphoses,  Preface. 

No  man  hath  written  in  our  language 
so  much,  and  so  various  matter,  and  in  so 
various  manners  so  well.  ...  He 
was  equally  excellent  in  verse  and  in 
prose.  His  prose  had  all  the  clearness 
imaginable,  together  with  all  the  noble¬ 
ness  of  expression  ;  all  the  graces  and  or¬ 
naments  proper  and  peculiar  to  it,  with¬ 
out  deviating  into  the  language  or  diction 
of  poetry.  .  .  .  His  versification  and 

his  numbers  he  could  learn  of  nobody  ; 
for  he  first  possessed  those  talents  in  per¬ 
fection  in  our  tongue.  And  they,  who 
have  best  succeeded  in  thorn  since  his 
time,  have  been  indebted  to  his  example. 

.  .  .  Take  his  verses  and  divest  them  of 
their  rhymes,  disjoint  them  in  their  num¬ 
bers,  transpose  their  expressions,  make 
what  arrangement  and  disposition  you 
please  of  his  words,  yet  shall  there  eter¬ 
nally  be  poetry,  and  something  which  will 
be  found  incapable  of  being  resolved  into 
absolute  prose;  an  incontestable  charac¬ 
teristic  of  a  truly  poetical  genius.  I  will 
say  but  one  word  more  in  general  of  his 
writings,  which  is,  that  what  he  has  done 
in  any  one  species,  or  distinct  kind,  would 
have  been  sufficient  to  have  acquired  him  a 
great  name.  If  he  had  written  nothing  but 
his  prefaces,  or  nothing  but  his  songs  or 
his  prologues,  each  of  them  would  have 
entitled  him  to  the  preference  and  distinc¬ 
tion  of  excelling  in  his  kind. — Congreve, 
William,  1717,  ed.  The  Works  of  John 
Dryden,  Dedication ,  ed.  Scott  and  Saints- 
bury,  vol.  II,  pp.  18,  19. 
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.  .  .  Dryden  taught  to  join 

The  varying  verse,  the  full  resounding  line, 
The  long  majestic  march  and  energy  divine 
Though  still  some  traces  of  our  rustic  vein 
And  splay-foot  verse  remain'd  and  will  re¬ 
main. 


E’en  copious  Dryden  wanted,  or  forgot, 

The  last  and  greatest  art, — the  art  to  blot. 

— Pope,  Alexander,  1733,  The  First 
Epistle  of  the  second  book  of  Horace. 

Dryden,  though  my  near  relation,  is  one 
1  have  often  blamed  as  well  as  pitied. 
He  was  poor,  and  in  great  haste  to  finish 
his  plays,  because  by  them  he  chiefly  sup¬ 
ported  his  family,  and  this  made  him  so 
very  incorrect,  he  likewise  brought  in 
the  Alexandrine  verse  at  the  end  of  his 
triplets. — Swift,  Jonathan,  1735,  Letter 
to  Mr.  Thomas  Beach,  April  12. 

In  this  almost  general  corruption  Dry¬ 
den,  whose  plays  were  more  famed  for 
their  wit  than  their  chastity,  led  the  way, 
which  he  fairly  confesses  and  endeavours 
to  excuse  in  his  epilogue  to  the  *  ‘  Pilgrim,  ’ ’ 
revived  in  1700  for  his  benefit  in  his  de¬ 
clining  age  and  fortune.— Cibber,  Col¬ 
ley,  1739,  An  Apology  for  His  Life. 

I  learned  versification  wholly  from  Dry- 
den’s  works;  who  had  improved  it  much 
beyond  any  of  our  former  poets;  and 
would,  probably,  have  brought  it  to  its 
perfection,  had  not  he  been  unhappily 
obliged  to  write  so  often  in  haste. — Pope, 
Alexander,  1742-43,  Spence's  Anecdotes, 
ed.  Singer,  p.  212. 

The  critics  have  remarked,  that  as  to 
tragedy,  he  seldom  touches  the  passions, 
but  deals  rather  in  pompous  language, 
poetical  flights,  and  descriptions ;  and  too 
frequently  makes  his  characters  speak 
better  than  they  have  occasion,  or  ought 
to  do,  when  their  sphere  in  the  drama  is 
considered  :  And  it  is  peculiar  to  Dryden 
(says  Mr.  Addison) to  make  his  personages, 
as  wise,  witty,  elegant  and  polite  as  him¬ 
self.  That  he  could  not  so  intimately 
affect  the  tender  passions,  is  certain,  for 
we  find  no  play  of  his,  in  which  we  are 
much  disposed  to  weep;  and  we  are  so 
often  inchanted  with  beautiful  descrip¬ 
tions,  and  noble  flights  of  fancy,  that  we 
forget  the  business  of  the  play,  and  are 
only  attentive  to  the  poet,  while  the  char¬ 
acters  sleep.— Cibber,  Theophilus,  1753, 
Lives  of  the  Poets,  vol.  Ill,  p.  66. 

The  character  of  Dryden’s  poetry  is  as 


animated  as  what  it  paints. — Walpole, 
Horace.  1757,  Letters,  ed.  Cunningham, 
Aug.  25,  vol.  Ill,  p.  97. 

Behold,  where  Dry  (leu's  less  presumptuous 
cor, 

"Wide  o’er  the  fields  of  glory  bear 
Two  coursers  of  ethcrenl  race, 

"With  necks  in  thunder  clothed,  and  long- 
resouuding  pace- 

— Gray,  Thomas,  1757,  The  Progress  of 
Poesy,  pt.  iii. 

The  strongest  demonstration  of  his  no¬ 
taste  for  the  buskin  are  his  tragedies 
fringed  with  rhyme  ;  which,  in  epic  poetry 
is  a  sore  disease,  in  the  tragic  absolute 
death.  To  Dryden’s  enormity,  Pope’s 
was  a  slight  offence.  .  .  .  “Must 

rhyme,"  then  say  you,  “be  banished?" 
I  wish  the  nature  of  our  language  could 
bear  its  entire  expulsion  ;  but  our  lesser 
poetry  stands  in  need  of  a  toleration  for 
it;  it  raises  that,  but  sinks  the  great;  as 
spangles  adorn  children,  but  expose  men. 
— Young,  Edward,  1759,  Conjectures  on 
Original  Composition,  p.  574. 

Dryden,  though  a  great  and  undisputed 
genius,  had  the  same  cast  as  I/Estrange. 
Even  his  plays  discover  him  to  be  a  party- 
man,  and  the  same  principle  infects  his 
style  in  subjects  of  the  lightest  nature; 
but  the  English  tongue,  as  it  stands  at 
present,  is  greatly  his  debtor.  He  first 
gave  it  regular  harmony,  and  discovered 
its  latent  powers.  It  was  his  pen  that 
formed  the  Congreves,  the  Priors,  and  the 
Addisons,  who  succeeded  him ;  and  had 
it  not  been  for  Dryden  we  never  should 
have  known  a  Pope,  at  least  in  the  merid¬ 
ian  lustre  he  now  displays.  But  Dryden’s 
excellencies  as  a  writer  were  not  confined 
to  poetry  alone.  There  is  in  his  prose 
writings  an  ease  and  elegance  that  have 
never  yet  been  so  well  united  in  works  of 
taste  or  criticism. — Goldsmith,  Oliver, 
1759,  The  Bee,  No.  8,  Nov.  24. 

Dryden,  the  great  high-priest  of  all  the  Nine. 

— Churchill,  Charles,  1763,  An  Epistle 
to  William  Hogarth. 

Remember  Dryden,  and  be  blind  to  all 
his  faults. — Gray,  Thomas,  1765,  Letter 
to  James  Beattie,  Oct.  2. 

Dryden  was  the  father  of  true  English 
poetry,  and  the  most  universal  of  all 
poets.  This  universality  has  been  objected 
to  him  as  a  fault;  but  it  was  the  unhappy 
effect  of  penury  and  dependance.  He 
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was  not  at  liberty  to  pursue  his  own  in¬ 
clination  ;  but  was  frequently  obliged  to 
prostitute  his  pen  to  such  persons  and 
things  as  a  man  of  his  talents  must  have 
despised.  He  was  the  great  improver  of 
our  language  and  versification.  The 
chains  of  our  English  bards  were  formerly 
heard  to  rattle  only  ;  in  the  age  of  Waller 
and  Dryden,  they  became  harmonious, 
lie  has  failed  in  most  of  his  dramatic 
writings,  of  which  the  prologues,  epi¬ 
logues,  and  prefaces,  are  generally  more 
valuable  than  the  pieces  to  which  they  are 
affixed.  Hut  even  in  this  branch  of 
poetry,  ho  has  written  enough  to  perpet¬ 
uate  his  fame  ;  as  his  4 1  All  for  Love,  ”  his 
“Spanish  Friar,’’  and  “Don  Sebastian," 
can  never  be  forgotten.  There  was  a  na¬ 
tive  fire  in  this  great  poet,  which  poverty 
could  not  damp,  nor  old  age  extinguish. 
On  the  contrary,  he  was  still  improving  as 
a  writer,  while  he  was  declining  as  a  man  ; 
and  was  far  advanced  in  years  when  he 
wrote  his  “Alexander’s  Feast,”  which  is 
confessedly  at  the  head  of  modern  lyrics, 
and  in  tho  true  spirit  of  the  ancients. 
Great  injury  has  been  done  him,  in  taking 
an  estimate  of  his  character  from  the 
meanest  of  his  productions.  It  would  be 
just  as  uncandid,  to  determine  the  merit 
of  Kneller,  from  the  vilest  of  his  paint¬ 
ings.— Granger,  James,  1769-1824,  Bio¬ 
graphical  History  of  England ,  vol.  V,  p. 
240. 

There  is  no  modern  writer,  whose  style 
is  more  distinguishable.  .  .  .  His 

English  is  pure  and  simple,  nervous  and 
clear,  to  a  degree  which  Pope  has  never 
exceeded,  and  not  always  equalled.  .  .  . 
Dryden’s  genius  did  not  lead  him  to  the 
sublime  or  pathetic.  Good  strokes  of  both 
may  be  found  in  him ;  but  they  are 
momentary,  and  seem  to  be  accidental. 
He  is  too  witty  for  the  one,  and  too  fa¬ 
miliar  for  the  other.  .  .  .  Pope  ex¬ 

cels  in  solemnity  of  sound  ;  Dryden,  in  an 
easy  melody,  and  boundless  variety  of 
rhythm.  In  this  last  respect  he  is  per¬ 
haps  superior  to  all  other  English  poets, 
Milton  himself  not  excepted.  Till  Dryden 
appeared,  none  of  our  writers  in  rhyme  of 
the  last  century  approached  in  any  meas¬ 
ure  to  the  harmony  of  Fairfax  and  Spen¬ 
ser. — Beattie,  James,  1776-9,  Essays  on 
Poetry  and  Music ,  pp.  15,  16,  17,  note. 

His  literature,  though  not  always  free 
from  ostentation,  will  be  commonly  found 


either  obvious,  and  made  his  own  by  the 
art  of  dressing  it;  or  superficial,  which, 
by  what  he  gives,  shews  what  he  wanted ; 
or  erroneous,  hastily  collected,  and  negli¬ 
gently  scattered.  Yet  it  cannot  be  said 
that  his  genius  is  ever  unprovided  of  mat¬ 
ter,  or  that  his  fancy  languishes  in  penury 
of  ideas.  His  works  abound  with  knowl¬ 
edge,  and  sparkle  with  illustrations. 
There  is  scarcely  any  science  or  faculty 
that  does  not  supply  him  with  occasional 
images  and  lucky  similitudes;  every  page 
discovers  a  mind  very  widely  acquainted 
both  with  art  and  nature,  and  in  full  pos¬ 
session  of  great  stores  of  intellectual 
wealth.  Of  him  that  knows  much  it  is 
natural  to  suppose  that  he  has  read  with 
diligence:  yet  I  rather  believe  that  the 
knowledge  of  Dryden  was  gleaned  from 
accidental  intelligence  and  various  con¬ 
versation,  by  a  quick  apprehension,  a 
judicious  selection,  and  a  happy  memory, 
a  keen  appetite  of  knowledge,  and  a  pow¬ 
erful  digestion;  by  vigilance  that  per¬ 
mitted  nothing  to  pass  without  notice, 
and  a  habit  of  reflection  that  suffered 
nothing  useful  to  be  lost.  A  mind  like 
Dryden's,  always  curious,  always  active, 
to  which  every  understanding  was  proud 
to  be  associated,  and  of  which  every  one 
solicited  the  regard,  by  an  ambitious  dis¬ 
play  of  himself,  had  a  more  pleasant,  per¬ 
haps  a  nearer  way  to  knowledge  than  by 
the  silent  progress  of  solitary  reading.  I 
do  not  suppose  that  he  despised  books,  or 
intentionally  neglected  them;  but  that  he 
was  carried  out,  by  the  impetuosity  of  his 
genius,  to  more  vivid  and  speedy  instruc¬ 
tors  ;  and  that  his  studies  were  rather 
desultory  and  fortuitous  than  constant 
and  systematical. — Johnson,  Samuel, 

1779-81,  Dryden ,  Lives  of  the  English 
Poets. 

Dryden,  with  imperial  grace, 
Gives  to  th’  obedient  lyre  liis  rapid  laws  ; 
Tones  yet  unheard,  with  touch  divino,  he 
draws, 

The  molting  fall,  tho  rising  swell  sublime. 
And  all  the  magio  of  melodious  rhyme. 

— Hayley,  William,  1782,  An  Essay  on 
Epic  Poetry ,  Ep.  Ill, 

But  I  admire  Dryden  most,  [he  had  been 
speaking  of  Pope],  who  has  succeeded  by 
a  mere  dint  of  genius,  and  in  spite  of  a 
laziness  and  a  carelessness  almost  peculiar 
to  himself.  His  faults  are  numberless, 
and  so  are  his  beauties.  His  faults  are 
those  of  a  great  man,  and  his  beauties  are 
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such  (at  least  sometimes)  as  Pope  with 
all  his  touching  and  retouching,  could 
never  equal. — Cowper,  William,  1782, 
Letter  to  Mr.  Unwin,  Jan.  5. 

Then  comes  a  bard 

Worn  ont  and  penniless,  and  poet  still, 
Though  bent  with  years,  and  in  impetuous 
rhymo 

Pours  ont  his  unexhausted  song.  What  muse 
So  flexible,  so  generous  as  thine. 

Immortal  DrydenI  From  her  copious  fount 
Large  draughts  he  took,  aud  unbeseeming 
soug 

Inebriated  sang.  Who  does  not  grieve 
To  hear  the  foul  and  insolent  rebuke 
Of  angry  satire  from  a  bard  so  rare, 

To  trace  the  lubricous  and  oily  course 
Of  abject  adulation,  the  lewd  lino 
Of  shameless  vice  from  page  to  page,  aud 
find 

The  judgment  bribed,  the  heart  unprincipled. 
And  only  loyal  at  the  expense  of  truth, 

Of  justice,  and  of  virtue? 

— Hurdis,  James,  1788,  The  Village  Cu¬ 
rate. 

Dryden’s  practical  knowledge  of  Eng¬ 
lish  was  beyond  all  others  exquisite  and 
wonderful. — Tooke,  John  Horne,  1789- 
1805,  The  Diversions  of  Pur  ley. 

Dryden  has  rather  paraphrased  than 
translated,  and  though  in  the  small  por¬ 
tion  he  has  favoured  us  with,  his  versifi¬ 
cation  be,  as  usual,  spirited  and  easy,  it 
wants  the  majesty  and  solemn  colouring  of 
Lucretius ;  and  towards  the  conclusion  of 
the  fourth  book  he  is  more  licentious, 
broad  and  open,  than  the  text,  faulty  as 
it  undoubtedly  is,  in  this  respect,  will 
warrant. — Drake,  Nathan,  1798-1820, 
Literary  Hours,  vol.  I,  No.  1. 

I  was  much  pleased  to  hear  of  your  en¬ 
gagement  with  Dryden  :  not  that  he  is,  as 
a  poet,  any  great  favourite  of  mine:  I  ad¬ 
mire  his  talents  and  genius  highly, — but 
his  is  not  a  poetical  genius.  The  only 
qualities  I  can  find  in  Dryden  that  are  es¬ 
sentially  poetical,  are  a  certain  ardour 
and  impetuosity  of  mind,  with  an  excel¬ 
lent  ear.  It  may  seem  strange  that  I  do 
not  add  to  this,  great  command  of  lan¬ 
guage  :  That  he  certainly  has,  and  of  such 
language,  too,  as  it  is  most  desirable  that 
a  poet  should  possess,  or  rather  that  he 
should  not  be  without.  But  it  is  not  lan¬ 
guage  that  is,  in  the  highest  sense  of  the 
word,  poetical,  being  neither  of  the  imagi¬ 
nation  nor  of  the  passions;  I  mean  the 
amiable,  the  ennobling,  or  the  intense 
passions.  I  do  not  mean  to  say  that  there 


is  nothing  of  this  in  Dryden,  but  as  little, 
I  think,  as  is  possible,  considering  how 
much  he  has  written.  .  .  .  Dryden 

had  neither  a  tender  heart  nor  a  lofty 
sense  of  moral  dignity. — Wordsworth, 
William,  1805,  Letter  to  Scott,  Scott's  Life, 
cd.  Lockhart. 

This  man,  from  his  influence  in  fixing 
versification  and  diction,  especially  in 
rhyme,  has  acquired  a  reputation  alto¬ 
gether  disproportionate  to  his  true  merit. 
We  shall  not  here  inquire  whether  his 
translations  of  the  Latin  poets  are  not 
manneristical  paraphrases,  whether  his 
political  allegories,  now  that  party  inter¬ 
est  is  dead,  can  be  read  without  the 
greatest  wearisomeness ;  but  his  plays 
are,  considered  with  reference  to  his 
great  reputation,  incredibly  bad.  Dryden 
had  a  flowing  and  easy  versification,  the 
knowledge  which  he  possessed  was  rather 
considerable,  but  undigested,  and  all  this 
was  coupled  with  the  talent  of  giving  a 
certain  appearance  of  novelty  to  what  he 
borrowed  from  every  quarter  :  his  service¬ 
able  muse  was  the  resource  of  an  irregular 
life. — Schlegel,  Augustus  William, 
1809,  Dramatic  Art  and  Literature,  tr. 
Black,  Lecture  xiii,  p.  395. 

Dryden’s  slovenly  verses  written  for  the 
trade.  —  Coleridge,  Samuel  Taylor, 
1817,  Letter  to  Henry  Crabb  Robinson, 
Reminiscences  of  H.  C.  Robinson. 

Dryden  was  a  better  prose-writer,  and 
a  bolder  and  more  varied  versifier,  than 
Pope.  He  was  a  more  vigorous  thinker, 
a  more  correct  and  logical  declaimer,  and 
had  more  of  what  may  be  called  strength 
of  mind  than  Pope ;  but  he  had  not  the 
same  refinement  and  delicacy  of  feeling. 
— Hazlitt,  William,  1818,  Lectures  on 
the  English  Poets,  Lecture  iv. 

He  is  a  writer  of  manly  and  elastic 
character.  His  strong  judgement  gave 
force  as  well  as  direction  to  a  flexible 
fancy;  and  his  harmony  is  generally  the 
echo  of  solid  thoughts.  But  he  is  not 
gifted  with  intense  or  lofty  sensibility ;  on 
the  contrary,  the  grosser  any  idea  is  the 
happier  he  seems  to  expatiate  upon  it. 
The  transports  of  the  heart,  and  the  deep 
and  varied  delineations  of  the  passions, 
are  strangers  to  its  poetry.  He  could 
describe  character  in  the  abstract,  but 
could  not  embody  it  in  the  drama,  for  he 
entered  into  character  more  than  clear 
perception  than  fervid  sympathy.  This 
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great  high-priest  of  all  the  nine  was  not 
a  confessor  to  the  finer  secrets  of  the 
human  breast.  Had  the  subject  of  Eloisa 
fallen  into  his  hands,  he  would  have  left 
but  a  coarse  draught  of  her  passion. — 
Campbell,  Thomas,  1819,  An  Essay  on 
English  Poetry. 

Dryden  was,  beyond  all  comparison, 
the  greatest  poet  of  his  own  day ;  and, 
endued  as  he  was  with  a  vigorous  and  dis¬ 
cursive  imagination,  and  possessing  a 
mastery  over  his  language  w-hich  no  later 
writer  has  attained,  if  he  had  known 
nothing  of  foreign  literature,  and  been 
left  to  form  himself  on  the  models  of 
Shakespeare,  Spenser,  and  Milton ;  or  if 
he  had  lived  in  the  country,  at  a  distance 
from  the  pollutions  of  courts,  factions, 
and  playhouses,  there  is  reason  to  think 
that  he  would  have  built  up  the  pure  and 
original  school  of  English  poetry  so  firmly, 
as  to  have  made  it  impossible  for  fashion, 
or  caprice,  or  prejudice  of  any  sort,  ever 
to  have  rendered  any  other  popular  among 
our  own  inhabitants.  As  it  is,  he  has 
not  written  one  line  that  is  pathetic,  and 
very  few  that  can  be  considered  as  sub¬ 
lime. — Jeffrey,  Francis,  1819-44,  Con¬ 
tributions  to  the  Edinburgh  Review,  vol.  H, 
p.  291 

The  public  voice  has  assigned  to  Dryden 
the  first  place  in  the  second  rank  of  our 
poets— no  mean  station  in  a  table  of  in¬ 
tellectual  precedency  so  rich  in  illustrious 
names.  It  is  allowed  that,  even  of  the 
few  who  were  his  superiors  in  genius, 
none  has  exercised  a  more  extensive  or 
permanent  influence  on  the  national  habits 
of  thought  and  expression.  His  life  was 
commensurate  with  the  period  during 
which  a  great  revolution  in  the  public 
taste  was  effected  ;  and  in  that  revolution 
he  played  the  part  of  Cromwell.  By  un¬ 
scrupulously  taking  the  lead  in  its  wildest 
excesses,  he  obtained  the  absolute  guid¬ 
ance  of  it.  By  trampling  on  laws,  he  ac¬ 
quired  the  authority  of  a  legislator.  By 
signalizing  himself  as  the  most  daring  and 
irreverent  of  rebels,  he  raised  himself  to 
the  dignity  of  a  recognised  prince.  He 
commenced  his  career  by  the  most  frantic 
outrages.  He  terminated  it  in  the  re¬ 
pose  of  established  sovereignty — the  au¬ 
thor  of  a  new  code,  the  root  of  a  new 
dynasty.  .  .  .  His  imagination  re¬ 

sembled  the  wings  of  an  ostrich.  It  en¬ 
abled  him  to  run,  though  not  to  soar. 


When  he  attempted  the  highest  flights, 
he  became  ridiculous;  but  while  he  re¬ 
mained  in  a  lower  region,  he  outstripped 
all  competitors.  .  .  .  His  command 

of  language  was  immense.  With  him  died 
the  secret  of  the  old  poetical  diction  of 
England  the  art  of  producing  rich  effects 
by  familiar  words.  In  the  following  cen¬ 
tury,  it  was  as  completely  lost  as  the 
gothic  method  of  painting  glass,  and  was 
but  poorly  supplied  by  the  laborious  and 
tesselated  imitations  of  Mason  and  Gray. 
On  the  other  hand,  he  was  the  first  writer 
under  whose  skilful  management  the  scien¬ 
tific  vocabulary  fell  into  natural  and  pleas¬ 
ing  verse.  In  this  department,  he  suc¬ 
ceeded  as  completely  as  his  contemporary 
Gibbons  succeeded  in  the  similar  enter¬ 
prise  of  carving  the  most  delicate  flowers 
from  heart  of  oak.  The  toughest  and 
most  knotty  parts  of  language  became 
ductile  at  his  touch.  His  versification,  in 
the  same  manner,  while  it  gave  the  first 
model  of  that  neatness  and  precision 
which  the  following  generation  esteemed 
so  highly,  exhibited,  at  the  same  time, 
the  last  examples  of  nobleness,  freedom, 
variety  of  pause  and  cadence. — Macaulay, 
Thomas  Babington,  1828,  Dryden ,  Edin¬ 
burgh  Remew  ;  Essays. 

Of  all  our  really  great  poets,  Dryden  is 
the  one  least  indebted  to  woman,  and  to 
whom,  in  return,  women  are  least  in¬ 
debted  :  he  is  almost  devoid  of  sentiment 
in  the  true  meaning  of  the  word.  .  .  . 

In  his  tragedies,  his  heroines  on  stilts, 
and  his  drawcansir  heroes,  whine,  rant, 
strut  and  rage,  and  tear  passion  to  tatters 
—  to  very  rags;  but  love,  such  as  it  exists 
in  gentle,  pure,  unselfish  bosoms — love, 
such  as  it  glows  in  the  pages  of  Shake¬ 
speare  and  Spenser,  Petrarch  and  Tasso, 
— such  love 

As  doth  become  mortality 
Glancing  at  heaven. 

He  could  not  imagine  or  appreciate,  far 
less  express  or  describe.  He  could  pour- 
tray  a  Cleopatra;  but  he  could  not  con¬ 
ceive  a  Juliet.  His  ideas  of  our  sex  seem 
to  have  been  formed  from  a  profligate 
actress,  and  a  silly,  wayward,  provoking 
wife ;  and  we  have  avenged  ourselves,  — 
for  Dryden  is  not  the  poet  of  women ;  and, 
of  all  our  English  classics,  is  the  least 
honoured  in  a  lady's  library. — Jameson, 
Anna  Brownell,  1829,  The  Loves  of  the 
Poets ,  vol.  II,  pp.  38,  39. 
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Drvden’s  genius  was  of  that  sort  which 
catches  fire  by  its  own  motion  ;  his  chariot 
wheels  get  hot  by  driving  fast. — Cole¬ 
ridge,  Samuel  Taylor,  1833,  Table  Talk, 
cd.  Ashe,  Nov.  1,  p.  266. 

In  Dryden,  such  is  the  difference  in  the 
structure  of  his  dramas,  the  characters 
are,  from  the  outset,  surrounded  with 
elaborate  contrivances  of  perplexity. 
Affections  are  dissembled,  perverted,  or 
misplaced  ;  the  calls  of  duty  and  the  feel¬ 
ings  of  desire  are  placed  in  opposition  to 
each  other;  the  difficulties  do  not  grow 
out  of  the  progress  of  the  plot,  or  arise 
from  the  natural  development  of  individ¬ 
ual  character,  and  the  conflict  or  combina¬ 
tions  of  the  varied  passions  and  affections, 
but  are  gratuitously  formed :  and,  at 
length,  when  ingenuity  has  been  ex¬ 
hausted,  and  the  arts  of  evasion  baffled  by 
the  stubbornness  of  the  materials,  a  con¬ 
clusion  is  obtained  by  an  unnatural  and 
rapid  removal  of  part  of  the  characters, 
or  by  an  unexpected  and  unaccountable  al¬ 
teration  of  their  sentiments.  ...  In 
the  very  best  of  Dryden’s  plays,  there  is 
something  of  an  artificial  medium  which 
the  poet  has  interposed  between  us  and 
nature ;  we  see  her  features  in  a  glass 
darkly.  It  is  a  style  formed  after  the 
rules  of  criticism,  from  arbitrary  opinions 
and  narrow  views;  its  illustrations  are 
tedious,  its  events  improbable,  its  catas¬ 
trophes  ridiculous.  It  is  wanting  in  real 
force,  and  rapidity  of  thought  and  lan¬ 
guage  ;  it  gives  no  emphatic  imitation  of 
real  individual  character,  no  strong  rep¬ 
resentation  of  powerful  feeling;  the  per¬ 
fume  is  drawn  through  a  limbec  before  it 
reaches  us.  In  Shakespeare,  it  comes 
with  all  the  woodland  fragrance  on  its 
wing,  fresh  blowing  from  the  violet  banks, 
and  breathing  the  vernal  odours.  Dry¬ 
den’s  composition  is  like  the  artificial 
grotto  raised  amid  level  plains,  sparkling 
with  imported  minerals,  and  glittering 
with  reflected  and  unnatural  lights.  The 
old  drama  resembles  rather  the  cavern, 
hewn  from  the  marble  rock  by  nature’s 
hand,  whose  lofty  portals,  winding  laby¬ 
rinths,  and  gigantic  chambers,  fill  the 
mind  with  wonder  and  delight.  The  one 
opens  into  decorated  gardens,  trellised 
bowers,  and  smooth  and  shaven  lawns; 
the  other  lies  amid  nature’s  richest  and 
wildest  scenes,  the  glacier,  and  the  gran¬ 
ite  hills  above, — wild  flowers,  and  viny 


glens  and  sunlit  lakes  below. — MlTFORD, 
John,  183d,  ed.  Poems  of  Dryden,  Memoir. 

Few  of  his  poems  are  completely  unex¬ 
ceptionable,  but  what  transcendent  pas¬ 
sages  are  to  be  found  in  almost  all! — 
Macready,  William  Ch  arles,  1835,  Diary, 
Reminiscences,  ed.  Pollock,  March  20. 

He  never  loiters  about  a  single  thought 
or  image,  never  labors  about  the  turn  of 
a  phrase.  The  impression  upon  our 
minds,  that  he  wrote  with  exceeding  ease, 
is  irresistible ;  and  I  do  not  know  that  we 
have  any  evidence  to  repel  it.  The  admi¬ 
ration  of  Dryden  gains  upon  us,  if  I  may 
speak  from  my  own  experience,  with  ad¬ 
vancing  years,  as  we  become  more  sensible 
of  the  difficulty  of  his  style,  and  of  the 
comparative  facility  of  that  which  is 
merely  imaginative.  Hallam,  Henry, 
1837-39,  Introduction  to  the  Literature  of 
Europe ,  pt.  iv,  ch.  v,  par.  38. 

In  studying  his  works  you  are  struck, 
throughout,  with  a  mind  loosely  disci¬ 
plined  in  its  great  intellectual  powers. 
In  his  critical  writings,  principles  hastily 
proposed  from  partial  consideration,  are 
set  up  and  forgotten.  He  intends  largely, 
but  a  thousand  causes  restrain  and  lame 
the  execution.  Milton,  in  unsettled  times, 
maintained  his  inward  tranquility  of  soul 
— and  ‘‘dwelt  apart.”  Dryden,  in  times 
oscillating  indeed  and  various,  yet  quieter 
and  safer,  discloses  private  disturbance. 
His  own  bark  appears  to  be  borne  on  con¬ 
tinually  on  a  restless,  violent,  whirling 
and  tossing  stream.  It  never  sleeps  in 
brightness  on  its  own  calm  and  bright 
shadow.  An  unhappy  biography  weaves 
itself  into  the  history  of  the  inly  dwelling 
Genius.-  Wilson,  John,  1845,  Dryden 
and  Pope,  Blackwood’s  Magazine. 

Dryden’s  wardrobe,  we  are  told,  was 
like  that  of  a  Russian  noble, — “all  filth 
and  diamonds,  dirty  linen  and  inestimable 
sables.  ”  To  such  speculations  and  fancies 
as  these  are  we  led,  when  we  acknowledge 
the  truth  of  the  maxim,  that  words  are 
the  dress  of  thought. — Whiffle,  Edwin 
P.,  1845,  Words,  Essays  and  Reviews. 
Chatting  on  deck  was  Dryden  too, 

The  Bacon  of  the  riming  crow ; 

None  evor  cross’d  our  mystic  Bea 
More  richly  Btorcd  with  thought  than  he; 
Tho’  never  tender  nor  sublime, 

Ho  wrestles  with,  and  conquers  Time. 

— Landor,  Walter  Savage,  1846,  To 
Wordsworth. 
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If  Dryden  had  been  cast  in  a  somewhat 
finer  mould,  and  added  sentiment  to  his 
other  qualifications,  ho  would  have  been 
almost  as  great  a  poet  in  the  world  of  na¬ 
ture,  as  he  was  in  that  of  art  and  the 
town.  He  had  force,  expression,  schol¬ 
arship,  geniality,  admirable  good  sense, 
musical  enthusiasm.  Tho  rhymed  heroic 
couplet  in  his  hands  continues  still  to  be 
the  finest  in  the  language.  But  his  per¬ 
ceptions  were  more  acute  than  subtle; 
more  sensual,  by  far,  than  spiritual.  The 
delicacy  of  them  had  no  proportion  to  the 
strength.  He  prized  the  flower,  but  had 
little  sense  of  the  fragrance;  was  gross 
ns  well  as  generous  in  his  intellectual  diet ; 
and  if  it  had  not  been  genuine  and  hearty, 
would  have  shown  an  almost  impuaent  de¬ 
light  in  doing  justice  to  the  least  refined 
of  Nature’s  impressions.  His  Venus  was 
not  the  Celestial.  He  would  as  soon  have 
described  the  coarsest  flower,  as  arose; 
sooner,  if  it  was  large  and  luxuriant.  .  .  . 
Agreeably  to  this  character  of  his  genius, 
Dryden’s  wit  is  less  airy  than  masculine; 
less  quick  to  move  than  eloquent  when 
roused  ;  less  productive  of  pleasure  and 
love  than  admiration  and  a  sense  of  his 
mastery.  His  satire,  if  not  so  learned  and 
universal  as  Butler’s,  is  aimed  more  at 
the  individual  and  his  public  standing,  and 
thereforo  comes  more  home  to  us. — Hunt, 
Leigh,  1846,  Wit  and.  Humour ,  pp.  260, 
261. 

.  .  Dryden  caine,  a  mind  of  giant  mould, 
Like  tho  north  wiud,  irapotuous,  keen,  and 
cold ; 

Born  to  effect  what  Waller  but  essay’d, 

III  rank  and  file  his  numbers  ho  array’d, 
Compact  as  troops  exact  iu  battlo’s  trade. 
Finn  by  constraint,  and  regularly  strong. 

His  vigorous  lines  resistless  march  along. 

By  martial  music  order’d  and  inspired, 

Like  glowing  wheels  by  their  own  motion 
fired. 

.  .  .  Dryden  nobly  earn'd  the  poet's  name, 
And  won  new  honours  from  tho  gift  of  fame. 

— Coleridge,  Hartley,  1849,  Dryden. 

Next  to  this  poet's  astonishing  ease, 
spirit,  and  elastic  vigour,  may  be  ranked 
his  clear,  sharp  intellect.  He  may  be 
called  more  a  logician  than  a  poet.  He 
reasons  often,  and  always  acutely,  and 
his  rhyme,  instead  of  shackling,  strength¬ 
ens  the  movement  of  his  argumentation. 
Parts  of  his  “Religio  Laid”  and  the 
“Hind  and  Panther”  resemble  portions  of 
Duns  Scotus  or  Aquinas  set  on  fire.  In¬ 
deed,  keen,  strong  intellect,  inflamed  with 


passion,  and  inspirited  by  that  “ardour 
and  impetuosity  of  mind”  which  Words¬ 
worth  is  compelled  to  allow  to  him,  rather 
than  creative  or  original  genius,  is 
the  differentia  of  Dryden. — Gilfillan, 
George,  1855,  Poetical  Works  of  John 
Dryden ,  Critical  Estimate,  vol.  II,  p.  ix. 

His  genius  did  not  raise  itself  above 
his  times,  but  dwelling  there,  a  habitation 
steaming  with  a  thousand  vices,  his  garland 
and  singing-robes  were  polluted  by  the 
contagion.— Reed,  Henry,  1855,  Lectures 
on  English  Literature,  p.  225. 

I  do  not  know  that  one  could  make  the 
writings  of  John  Dryden  friends ;  so  many 
of  the  very  cleverest  of  them  are  bitter 
satires,  containing  a  great  deal  of  shrewd 
observation,  sometimes  just,  as  well  as 
severe,  but  certainly  not  binding  us  by 
any  strong  ties  of  affection  to  their  author. 
Yet  there  is  such  a  tragedy  in  the  history 
of  a  mind  so  full  of  power  as  his.  and  so 
unable  to  guide  itself  amidst  the  shoals 
and  quicksands  of  his  time,  that  I  believe 
wo  need  not,  and  that  wo  cannot,  speak 
of  him  merely  with  the  admiration  which 
is  due  to  his  gifts;  we  must  feel  for  him 
somewhat  of  the  pity  that  is  akin  to  love. 
—  Maurice,  Frederick  Denison,  1856-74, 
The  Friendship  of  Books  and  Other  Lect¬ 
ures,  cd.  Hughes . 

Without  either  creative  imagination  or 
any  power  of  pathos,  he  is  in  argument,  in 
satire,  and  in  declamatory  magnificence, 
the  greatest  of  our  poets.  His  poetry, 
indeed,  is  not  the  highest  kind  of  poetry, 
but  in  that  kind  he  stands  unrivaled  and 
unapproached.  Pope,  his  great  disciple, 
who,  in  correctness,  in  neatness,  and  in 
the  brilliancy  of  epigrammatic  point,  has 
outshone  his  master,  has  not  come  near 
him  in  easy  flexible  vigor,  in  indignant 
vehemence,  in  narrative  rapidity,  any  more 
than  he  has  in  sweep  and  variety  of  ver¬ 
sification.  Dryden  never  writes  coldly, 
or  timidly,  or  drowsily.  The  movement 
of  verse  always  sets  him  on  fire,  and 
whatever  he  produces  is  a  coinage  hot 
from  the  brain,  not  slowly  scraped  or 
pinched  into  shape,  but  struck  out  as  from 
a  die  with  a  few  stout  blows  or  a  single 
wrench  of  the  screw.  It  is  this  fervor 
especially  which  gives  to  his  personal 
sketches  their  wonderful  life  and  force. 
— Craik,  George  L.,  1861,  A  Compendious 
History  of  English  Literature  and  of  the 
English  Language,  vol.  II,  p.  118. 
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Within  the  limited  circle  that  we  have 
described,  Dryden  was  a  conscious  artist, 
and  exercised  dominion  with  conscious 
facility.  He  had  attained  to  perfect  mas¬ 
tery  over  his  medium.  Poetic  diction  and 
facile  rhyme  were  at  his  command,  and 
the  poet  exulted  in  their  use,  showing 
neither  effort  nor  exhaustion  in  his  work. 
His  work  was  mainly  intellectual.  He 
scarcely  attempted  any  that  aimed  at  a 
boundary,  beyond  that  which  circum¬ 
scribed  the  usual  processes  of  the  under¬ 
standing.  His  mind,  within  such  limits, 
moved  with  logical  precision  ;  but  to  what 
has  been  since  called  the  “Vision  and  the 
Faculty  divine”  he  was  a  stranger.  It 
was  neither  the  gift  of  his  age  nor  of  his 
genius.  The  former  had  to  wait  for  a  new 
birth  of  the  creative  power,  and  attained 
it  in  due  course.  .  .  .  Let  us  recognise 
in  Dryden  his  mental  vigour,  his  vivid  touch, 
his  willing  service,  his  impassioned  cour 
age,  his  detestation  of  vice  and  meanness, 
his  fiery  eloquence,  his  subtle  rhetoric, 
his  steady  pursuit  of  what  appeared  to  him 
to  be  truth,  and  the  progress  that  he 
made  in  the  direction  that  led  to  the  de- 
dred  goal.  — Heraud,  John  A.,  1863, 
Dryden,  Temple  Bar,  vol.  7,  p.  100. 

After  Milton,  the  many-sided,  fecund, 
flexible,  unequal  Dryden,  the  man  of 
transition  and  of  partition,  first  in  date 
among  the  classics,  but  still  broad  and 
powerful. — Sainte-Beuve,  C.  A.,  1864, 
English  Portraits,  p.  277. 

John  Dryden  stands  in  the  foremost 
rank  of  English  satirists.  He  is  the 
most  forcible  and  masculine  of  English 
poets.  For  sheer  downright  intellectual 
strength  we  must  seek  his  fellow  among 
the  great  philosophers  and  divines, — not 
among  poets.  His  justice  of  judgment, 
variety  of  faculty,  felicity  of  diction, 
Bplendour  of  invective,  have  rarely  been 
matched.  It  is  true  that  the  finer  and 
more  delicate  forms  of  the  imagination 
did  not  visit  him  ;  his  keen  observant  eye 
failed  to  detect  their  difficult  beauty ;  his 
ear  was  deaf  to  their  haunting  music.  Yet 
even  in  his  infirmities  we  have  been  used 
to  regard  him  as  a  not  unworthy  repre¬ 
sentative  of  the  English  type  of  character, 
— unideal,  yet  manly,  sagacious,  affection¬ 
ate,  and  fairly  if  not  scrupulously  honest. 
— Skelton,  John,  1865-83,  John  Dryden, 
Fraser’s  Magazine ;  Essays  in  History  and 
Biography,  p.  143. 


The  songs  scattered  through  Dryden's 
plays  are  strikingly  inferior  to  the  rest 
of  his  poetry.  The  confession  he  makes 
in  one  of  his  dedications  that  in  writing 
for  the  stage  he  consulted  the  taste  of  the 
audiences  and  not  his  own,  and  that,  look¬ 
ing  at  the  results,  he  was  equally  ashamed 
of  the  public  and  himself,  applies  with 
special  force  to  his  songs.  They  seem 
for  the  most  part  to  have  been  thrown  off 
merely  to  fill  up  a  situation,  or  produce  a 
transitory  effect,  without  reference  to 
substance,  art,  or  beauty,  in  their  struc¬ 
ture.  Like  nearly  all  pieces  written  ex¬ 
pressly  for  music,  the  convenience  of  the 
composer  is  consulted  in  many  of  them 
rather  than  the  judgment  of  the  poet,  al¬ 
though  the  world  had  a  right  to  expect 
that  the  genius  of  Dryden  would  have  vin¬ 
dicated  itself  by  reconciling  both.  Some 
of  the  verses  designed  on  this  principle 
undoubtedly  exhibit  remarkable  skill  in 
accommodating  the  diction  and  rhythm  to 
the  demands  of  the  air  ;  and,  however  in¬ 
different  they  may  be  in  perusal,  it  can 
be  easily  understood  how  effective  their 
breaks,  repetitions,  and  sonorous  words 
(sometimes  without  much  meaning  in 
them)  must  have  been  in  the  delivery. 
Dryden  descended  to  the  smallest  things 
with  as  much  success  as  he  soared  to  the 
highest;  and,  if  he  had  cared  to  bestow 
any  pains  upon  such  compositions,  two  or 
three  of  the  following  specimens  are  suffi¬ 
cient  to  show  with  what  a  subtle  fancy 
and  melody  of  versification  he  might  have 
enriched  this  department  of  our  poetical 
literature.— Bell,  Robert,  1867?  ed. 
Songs  from  the  Dramatists,  p.  237. 

In  the  second  class  of  English  poets 
perhaps  no  one  stands,  on  the  whole,  so 
high  as  he.  .  .  Thrice  unhappy  he 

who,  born  to  see  things  as  they  might  be, 
is  schooled  by  circumstances  to  see  them 
as  people  say  they  are, — to  read  God  in  a 
prose  translation.  Such  was  Dryden’s  lot, 
and  such,  for  a  good  part  of  his  days,  it 
was  by  his  own  choice.  He  who  was  of 
a  stature  to  snatch  the  torch  of  life  that 
flashes  from  lifted  hand  to  hand  along  the 
generations,  over  the  heads  of  inferior 
men,  chose  rather  to  be  a  link-boy  to  the 
stews.  .  .  Was  he,  then,  a  great 

poet?  Hardly,  in  the  narrowest  defini¬ 
tion.  But  he  was  a  strong  thinker  who 
sometimes  carried  common  sense  to  a 
height  where  it  catches  the  light  of  a 
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diviner  air,  and  warmed  reason  till  it  had 
wellnigh  the  illuminating  property  of  in¬ 
tuition.  Certainly  ho  is  not,  like  Spenser, 
the  poets’  poet,  but  other  men  have  also 
their  rights.  ...  He  had,  beyond 
most,  tho  gift  of  the  right  word.  —Low¬ 
ell,  James  Russell,  1868-90,  Dryden, 
Prose  IForfo,  Riverside  ed.,  vol.iu,  pp.  99, 
102,  188,  189. 

A  strong,  sharp,  subtle  and  versatile 
intellect,  and  a  fine  ear  for  numbers, 
which  with  practice  gave  him  a  matchless 
power  of  versification,  are  Dryden’s  chief 
characteristics  of  excellence  as  a  poet. 
The  self-contained,  self-subsisting  imagi¬ 
nation  of  the  greater  Milton  is  wanting. 
He  has  more  strength  and  larger  grasp  of 
mind  than  his  more  polished  and  equable 
successor,  Pope,  who  divides  with  him 
suffrages  for  the  superior  place  among 
our  classic  poets  of  second  rank. — Chris¬ 
tie.  W.  D.,  1870,  ed.  Poetical  Works  of 
John  Dryden,  Memoir ,  p.  xv. 

Within  a  limited  range  he  was  a  true 
poet;  his  imagination  was  far  from  fer¬ 
tile,  nor  had  he  much  skill  in  awakening 
emotion,  but  he  could  treat  certain  sub¬ 
jects  magnificently  in  verse,  and  often 
where  his  imagination  fails  him  he  is  sus¬ 
tained  by  the  vigor  of  his  understanding 
and  the  largeness  of  his  knowledge. — 
Bryant,  William  Cullen,  1870,  A  New 
Library  of  Poetry  and  Song,  Introduction, 
vol.  i,  p.  41. 

Dryden  has  left  undone  what  he  should 
have  done,  and  has  done  what  he  should 
not  have  done.  .  .  .  His  was  a  sin¬ 

gularly  solid  and  judicious  mind,  an 
excellent  reasoner,  accustomed  to  discrim¬ 
inate  his  ideas,  armed  with  good  long 
meditated  proofs,  strong  in  discussion, 
asserting  principles,  establishing  his  sub¬ 
divisions,  citing  authorities,  drawing  in¬ 
ferences;  so  that,  if  we  read  his  prefaces 
without  reading  his  dramas,  we  might 
take  him  for  one  of  the  masters  of  the 
dramatic  art.  He  naturally  attains  a 
definite  prose  style  ;  his  ideas  are  unfolded 
with  breadth  and  clearness;  his  style  is 
well  moulded,  exact  and  simple,  free  from 
the  affectations  and  ornaments  with  which 
Pope  afterwards  burdened  his  own;  his 
expression  is,  like  that  of  Corneille,  am¬ 
ple  and  periodic,  by  virtue  simply  of  the 
internal  argumentativeness  which  unfolds 
and  sustains  it.  We  can  see  that  he 
thinks,  and  that  on  his  own  behalf;  that 


he  combines  and  verifies  his  thoughts; 
that  beyond  all  this,  he  naturally  has  a 
just  perception,  and  that  with  his  method 
he  has  good  sense.  .  .  .  I  have  found 

in  him  beautiful  pieces,  but  never  pleasing 
ones;  he  cannot  even  argue  with  taste. 

In  spite  of  several  falls  and 
many  slips,  he  shows  a  mind  constantly 
upright,  bending  rather  from  convention¬ 
ality  than  from  nature,  with  a  dash  and 
afflatus,  occupied  with  grave  thoughts, 
and  subjecting  his  conduct  to  his  convic¬ 
tions. — Taine,  H.  A.,  1871,  History  of 
English  Literature,  vol .  H,  bk.  iii,  ch.  ii, 
pp.  9,  27,  30 

To  the  plays  of  Dryden  we  must  not 
look  for  the  enduring  part  of  his  writings. 
Versatile,  vigorous,  and  inventive  as  they 
are,  they  nevertheless  lack  wit  and  gen¬ 
uine  pathos,  and  they  are  disfigured  by 
bombast,  and  a  coarseness  of  the  crudest, 
not  satisfactorily  explained  by  the  prevail¬ 
ing  profligacy  of  the  time,  or  excused  by 
the  tardy  regrets  of  the  poet’s  maturer 
years.  Few  of  them  survived  the  age  of 
their  writer.  It  is  in  his  satires,  transla¬ 
tions,  fables,  and  prologues,  where  he 
gives  full  play  to  his  matchless  mastery 
over  heroics,  that  his  successes  are  most 
signal.  As  a  satirist  he  was  probably  un¬ 
equalled,  whether  for  command  of  lan¬ 
guage,  management  of  metre,  or  the 
power  of  reasoning  in  verse.— Dobson, 
Austin,  1874  79,  Handbook  of  English 
Literature,  p.  106. 

His  character  led  him  to  conciliation 
and  concession.  He  was  governed  by  no 
supreme,  elevated  impulse,  he  was  a  dev¬ 
otee  to  no  theory,  but  with  considerable 
insight  and  power  of  adaptation,  adjusted 
his  action  to  the  predominant  impressions, 
the  passing  circumstances.  He  undertook 
literary  labor  as  work,  and  wrought  at  it 
as  one  apprenticed  to  the  business,  rather 
than  as  one  who  felt  chiefly  the  control  of 
inspiration,  who  built  above  and  beyond 
the  style  about  him,  by  impulses  tran¬ 
scending  it.  He  bound  himself  to  furnish 
a  certain  number  of  plays  each  year,  and 
like  a  shrewd  contractor,  tried  to  fill  the 
order  in  a  manner  agreeable  to  the  taste 
of  those  who  gave  it. — Bascom,  John, 
1874,  Philosophy  of  English  Literature,  p. 
150. 

Dryden’s  conversion  to  Catholicism  had 
a  great  indirect  influence  on  the  preserva¬ 
tion  of  his  fame.  It  was  this  which 
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gained  him  the  discipleship  and  loving 
imitation  of  Pope.  He  thus  became  by 
accident,  as  it  were,  the  literary  father 
and  chief  model  of  the  greatest  poet  of 
the  next  generation.  If  his  fame  had 
stood  simply  upon  his  merits  as  a  poet, 
he  would  in  all  likelihood  have  been  a 
much  less  imposing  figure  in  literary  his¬ 
tory  than  he  is  now.  The  splendid  force 
of  his  satire  must  always  be  admired,  but 
there  is  surprisingly  little  of  the  vast 
mass  of  his  writings  that  can  be  consid¬ 
ered  worthy  of  lasting  remembrance.  He 
showed  little  inventive  genius.  He  was 
simply  a  masterly  litterateur  of  immense 
intellectual  energy,  whose  one  lucky  hit 
was  the  first  splendid  application  of  heroic 
couplets  to  satire  and  religious,  moral, 
and  political  argument.  Upon  this  lucky 
hit  supervened  another,  the  accidental 
discipleship  of  Pope.  Dryden  lent  his 
gift  of  verse  to  the  service  of  politics, 
and  his  fame  profited  by  the  connection. 
It  would  be  unjust  to  say  that  his  fame 
was  due  to  this,  but  it  was  helped  by  this; 
apart  from  the  attachment  of  Pope,  he 
owed  to  party  also  something  of  the  favor 
•f  Johnson  and  the  personal  championship 
nd  editorial  zeal  of  Scott. — Minto, 
Villiam,  1877,  Encyclopaedia  Britannica, 
Ninth  Edition ,  vol.  VII. 

His  sendees  had  indeed  been  manifold 
and  splendid.  He  had  determined  the 
bent  of  a  great  literature  at  a  great 
crisis.  He  had  banished  for  ever  the  un¬ 
pruned  luxuriance,  the  licence,  the  essen¬ 
tially  uncritical  spirit,  which  had  marked 
expression  in  the  literature  of  Elizabeth 
and  James,  and  he  had  vindicated  the  sub¬ 
stitution  of  a  style  which  should  proceed 
on  critical  principles,  which  should  aim 
at  terseness,  precision,  and  point,  should 
learn  to  restrain  itself,  should  master  the 
mysteries  of  selection  and  suppression. 

.  .  .  He  had  given  us  the  true  canons 

of  classical  translation.  He  had  shown 
us  how  our  language  could  adapt  itself 
with  precision  to  the  various  needs  of 
didactic  prose,  of  lyric  poetry,  of  argu¬ 
mentative  exposition,  of  satirical  invec¬ 
tive,  of  easy  narrative,  of  sonorous  dec¬ 
lamation.  He  had  exhibited  for  the  first 
time  in  all  their  fulness  the  power,  duc¬ 
tility,  and  compass  of  the  heroic  couplet; 
and  he  had  demonstrated  the  possibility  of 
reasoning  closely  and  vigorously  in  verse, 
without  the  elliptical  obscurity  of  Fulke 


Greville  on  the  one  hand  or  the  painful 
condensation  of  Davies  on  the  other.  Of 
English  classical  satire  he  had  practically 
been  the  creator.  ...  He  had  re¬ 
constructed  and  popularised  the  poetry  of 
romance.  He  had  inaugurated  a  new  era 
in  English  prose,  and  a  new  era  in  English 
criticism.  .  .  .  He  is  one  of  those 

figures  which  are  constantly  before  us, 
and  if  his  writings  in  their  entirety  are 
not  as  familiar  to  us  as  they  were  to  our 
forefathers,  their  influence  is  to  be  traced 
in  ever-recurring  allusion  and  quotation; 
they  have  moulded  or  leavened  much  of 
our  prose,  more  of  our  verse,  and  almost 
all  our  earlier  criticism. — Collins,  John 
Churton,  1878-95,  Dryden ,  Quarterly 
Review;  Essays  and  Studies, pp.  1,  2,  3,4. 

None  of  his  moral  qualities  better  con¬ 
sorted  with  his  magnificent  genius  than 
the  real  modesty  which  underlay  his  buoy¬ 
ant  self-assertion. — Ward,  Adolphus, 
William,  1880,  English  Poets ,  cd.  Ward, 
vol.  H,  p.  437. 

By  the  suffrages  of  his  own  and  succeed¬ 
ing  generations,  his  place  is  first  in  the 
second  class  of  English  poets.  Perhaps 
his  fame  would  have  suffered  little,  if  he 
had  written  not  one  of  his  twenty-eight 
dramas.  He  could  not  produce  correct 
representations  of  human  nature,  for  his 
was  an  examining  rather  than  a  believing 
frame  of  mind  ;  and  he  wrought  literature 
more  as  one  apprenticed  to  the  business 
than  as  one  under  the  control  of  inspira¬ 
tion:  he  attained,  however,  the  excel¬ 
lences  that  lie  on  the  lower  grade  of  the 
satirical,  didactic,  and  polemic.  Not  to 
be  numbered  with  those  who  have  sounded 
the  depths  of  soul,  he  is  incomparable  as 
a  reasonerin  verse.— Welsh,  Alfred  H., 
1883,  Development  of  English  Literature 
and  Language,  vol.  II ,  p.  63. 

Let  us  remember  the  almost  universal 
corruption  of  the  time,  and  in  special  de¬ 
fence  of  Dryden  the  fact  that,  a  great 
poet  as  he  was,  he  wrote  mainly  as  a 
journalist,  bo  to  speak.  In  the  absence 
of  other  ways  of  reaching  the  public,  his 
poems  were  written  to  order  for  direct, 
immediate  political  effect,  and  with  the 
same  unscrupulousness  that  is  sometimes 
seen  in  a  corrupt  press.  This  by  no 
means  frees  his  conduct  from  blame,  but 
it  may  possibly  be  in  part  an  explanation. 
—Perry,  Thomas  Sergeant,  1883,  Eng¬ 
lish  Literature  in  the  Eighteenth  Century. 


JOHN  DR  YD  BN 


505 


His  drama.composed  when  the  drama  was 
most  dependent  upon  the  court,  was  writ¬ 
ten,  rather  in  spite  of  his  nature,  to  win 
bread  and  to  please  his  patrons.  His  com¬ 
edies  are  a  lamentable  condescension  to  the 
worst  tendencies  of  the  time.  His  trag¬ 
edies,  while  influenced  by  the  French  prece¬ 
dents,  and  fallingintothemock  heroicscon- 
genial  to  the  hollow  sentiment  of  the  court, 
in  which  sensuality  is  covered  by  a  thin 
veil  of  sham  romance,  gave  not  infrequent 
opportunity  for  a  vigorous  utterance  of  a 
rather  cynical  view  of  life.  The  declama¬ 
tory  passages  are  often  in  his  best  style. 
Whatever  their  faults  no  tragedies  com¬ 
parable  to  his  best  work  have  since  been 
written  for  the  stage.  The  masculine 
sense  and  power  of  sustained  arguments 
gave  a  force  unrivalled  in  English  litera¬ 
ture  to  his  satires,  and  the  same  qualities 
appear  in  the  vigorous  versification  of  the 
“Fables,”  which  are  deformed,  however, 
by  the  absence  of  delicate  or  lofty  senti¬ 
ment.  His  lyrical  poetry,  in  spite  of  the 
vigorous  “Alexander’s  Feast,”  has  hardly 
held  its  own,  though  still  admired  by  some 
critics.  His  prose  is  among  the  first 
models  of  a  pure  English  style. — Stephen 
Leslie,  1888,  Dictionary  of  National  Bi¬ 
ography,  vol.  xvi,  p.  73. 

I  can  conceive  nothing  more  sinister  for 
the  future  of  English  literature  than  that 
to  any  great  extent,  or  among  any  influen¬ 
tial  circle  of  reading  and  writing  men,  the 
majesty  and  sinewy  force  of  the  most  mas¬ 
culine  of  all  the  English  poets  should  be 
despised  and  rejected.  Something  of  a 
temper  less  hurried  than  that  of  the  man 
who  runs  and  reads  is  no  doubt  required 
for  the  appreciation  of  that  somewhat 
heavy-footed  and  sombre  giant  of  tragic 
and  of  narrative  song,  John  Dryden,  war¬ 
ring  with  dunces,  marching  with  sunken 
head— “a  down  look,”  as  Pope  described 
it — through  the  unappreciative  flat  places 
of  our  second  Charles  and  James.  Pro¬ 
saic  at  times  he  is,  slow,  fatigued,  un¬ 
stimulating;  but,  at  his  best,  how  full  of 
the  true  sublime,  how  uplifted  by  the  wind 
of  tragic  passion,  how  stirred  to  the 
depths  by  the  noblest  intellectual  and 
moral  enthusiasm !  For  my  own  part, 
there  are  moments  and  moods  in  which 
nothing  satisfies  my  ear  and  my  brain  as 
do  the  great  accents  of  Dryden,  while  he 
marches  down  the  page,  with  his  elephants 
and  his  standards  and  his  kettledrums, 


“in  the  full  vintage  of  his  flowing  hon¬ 
ours.”  There  must  be  something  effemi¬ 
nate  and  feeble  in  the  nervous  system  of 
a  generation  which  cannot  bear  this  gran¬ 
diose  music,  this  virile  tramp  of  Dryden’s 
soldiers  and  camp-followers;  something 
singularly  dull  and  timid  in  a  spirit  that 
rejects  this  robust  intellectual  companion. 
And,  with  all  his  russet  suit  of  homespun, 
Dryden  is  imbued  to  the  core  with  the 
truest  and  richest  blood  of  poetry. — 
Gosse,  Edmund,  1889,  What  is  a  Great 
Poet?  Questions  at  Issue,  p.  102. 

A  writer,  who  in  the  matter  of  verbal 
and  rhythmical  construction,  has  been 
used  as  a  “Gradus  ad  Parnassum”  by  such 
poets  as  Pope,  Goldsmith,  and  Tennyson, 
and  who  is  nothing  less  than  the  literary 
ancestor  of  Walter  Scott,  his  chief  ad¬ 
mirer  and  editor,  ought  certainly  to  be 
more  generally  appreciated  than  he  seems 
to  be  at  present.  .  .  If  a  young 

lady  should  express  a  wish  to  become  ac¬ 
quainted  in  a  harmless  way,  with  the  gen¬ 
eral  texture  and  spirit  of  Dryden’s 
satire,  we  should  refer  her  to  the  imita¬ 
tion  of  it  in  Tennyson’s  “Sea-dreams,” 
with  the  comment  at  the  end  which  so 
well  illustrates  the  difference  in  the  spirit 
of  the  time. — Evans,  John  Amphlett, 
1890,  Dryden,  The  Temple  Bar ,  vol.  88, 
pp.  380,  381. 

No  fictitious  character  of  his  is  a  live 
one  to-day;  you  can  hardly  recall  one  if 
you  try.  No  couplet  or  verselet  of  his  is 
so  freighted  with  a  serene  or  hopeful  phi¬ 
losophy  as  to  make  our  march  the  blither 
by  reason  of  it  down  the  corridors  of  time. 
No  blast  of  all  his  fanfaron  of  trumpets 
sounds  the  opening  of  the  gates  upon  any 
Delectable  Mountains.  A  great,  clever, 
literary  worker!  1  think  that  is  all  we 
can  say  of  him.  And  when  you  or  I  pass 
under  his  monument  in  the  corner  of 
Westminster  Abbey,  we  will  stand  bowed 
respectfully,  but  not  with  any  such  ven¬ 
eration,  I  think,  as  we  expect  to  carry  to 
the  tomb  of  Milton  or  of  Chaucer;  and  if 
one  falls  on  Pope — what  then?  I  think 
we  might  pause — waver;  more  polish  here 
— more  power  there — the  humanities  not 
radiant  in  either;  and  so  we  might  safely 
sidle  away  to  warm  ourselves  before  the 
cenotaph  of  Goldsmith. — Mitchell,  Don¬ 
ald  G.,  1890,  English  Lands  Letters  and 
Kings,  From  Elizabeth  to  Anne,  p.  247. 

By  him  poetry  was  made  subservient  to 
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politics  and  to  religious  polemics,  and  ad¬ 
dressing  himself  with  his  varied  intellec¬ 
tual  gifts  to  the  leading  topics  of  the  day, 
literature,  under  his  auspices,  became  for 
the  first  time  a  great  political  power.— 
Swanwick,  Anna,  1892,  Poets,  the  Inter¬ 
preters  of  Their  Age ,  p.  245. 

His  faults  were  many,  both  as  a  man 
and  as  a  poet,  but  he  belongs  to  the  race 
of  the  giants,  and  the  impress  of  great¬ 
ness  is  stamped  upun  his  works.  No  stu¬ 
dent  of  Dryden  can  fail  to  mark  the  force 
and  sweep  of  an  intellect  impatient  of  re¬ 
straint.  His  “long-resounding  march” 
reminds  us  of  a  turbulent  river  that  over¬ 
flows  its  banks,  and  if  order  and  perfec¬ 
tion  of  art  are  sometimes  wanting  in  his 
verse,  there  is  never  the  lack  of  power. 
Unfortunately  many  of  the  best  years  of 
his  life  were  devoted  to  a  craft  in  which 
he  was  working  against  the  grain. — Den¬ 
nis,  John,  1894,  The  Age  of  Pope,  p.  1. 

On  the  whole,  few  poets  have  been  more 
fortunate  in  their  critics  than  Dryden 
Syle,  L.  DuPont,  1894,  From  Milton  to 
Tennyson,  Notes,  p.  26. 

The  poet  makes  cunning  pivots  and 
spring-boards  out  of  identical  words,  on 
which,  without  any  disgusting  repetition, 
the  verse  circles,  from  whence  it  leaps, 
and  on  which  the  reader’s  eye  and  ear 
travel  easily  and  pleasantly  to  the  close. 
The  individual  line  often  attempts,  and 
sometimes  gains,  that  magnificent  thunder 
and  roll  which,  to  one  who  has  once  dis¬ 
cerned  it,  is  the  very  hallmark  of  the 
Drydenian  decasyllable.  With  such  facil¬ 
ities  he  must  have  made  his  way  at  any 
time — how  much  more  at  that  time,  when 
the  contemporary  models  we  have  men¬ 
tioned  were  rapidly  removed  by  death 
(except  Waller,  who  lived  longer,  but 
produced  nothing),  when  Milton  was  out 
of  touch  with  the  audience,  and  when 
there  was  no  one  else? — Saintsbury, 
George,  1895,  Social  England,  ed.  Traill , 
vol.  iv,  p.  433. 

Dryden  is  an  admirable  example  [of 
the  man  of  letters] :  ready  to  turn  his 
hand  to  anything,  swift  in  production, 
easy  in  manner,  free  from  pedantry,  yet 
accurate,  and  careful  of  pure  diction ; 
proud  of  his  profession,  not  treating  it  as 
a  plaything,  like  Byron  and  Scott,  yet  a 
man  of  the  world,  with  his  eyes  open  to 
what  went  on  about  him. — Bradford, 
Gamaliel,  Jr.,  1895,  The  American  Man  of 


Letters,  Types  of  American  Character,  p. 
119. 

The  songs  in  Dryden’s  plays  are  cheer¬ 
ful  and  sprightly.  In  the  higher  graces 
of  poetry  they  are  infinitely  inferior  to 
Fletcher’s,  but  they  are  very  good  of 
their  kind.  With  all  his  consummate 
genius  Dryden  could  not  reproduce  such 
strains  as  “Lay  a  garland  on  my  hearse” 
or  “God  Lyieus  ever  young.” — Bullen, 
A.  H.,  1895,  Musa  Proterva,  p.  x. 

Dryden  was  a  great  originator.— 
Brooke,  Stopeord  A.,  1896,  English  Lit¬ 
erature ,  p.  178. 

The  recognizing  and  following  of  popu¬ 
lar  taste  can  easily  become  other  than  a 
merit;  but  it  marks  the  true  journalistic 
mind,  which  was  Dryden’s,  and  at  another 
period  he  would  have  written  very  differ¬ 
ently.  In  our  own  time  we  can  conceive 
of  his  occupying  such  a  position  as  Charles 
A.  Dana,  with  his  ability  for  polemic 
writing  and  leadership  in  diction,  but  with 
the  literary  side  more  emphasized,  as  in 
the  case  of  Bryant.  He  has  left  much 
that  will  stand  the  test  of  any  age,  but 
his  whole  work  must  not  be  judged  save 
in  connection  with  the  ferments  in  which 
his  lot  was  cast.-  Gregory",  Warren  F., 
1896,  ed.  Dryden’s  Palamon  and  Arcile, 
Biographical  Sketch,  p.  25. 

Though  Dryden’s  poetry  is  not  of  the 
highest  class,  it  is  of  the  very  highest 
kind  in  its  class.  Wherever  the  pure  in¬ 
tellect  comes  into  play,  there  he  is  inva¬ 
riably  excellent.  There  is  never  any  weak¬ 
ness;  there  is  never  any  vagueness  ;  there 
is  never  any  deviation  from  the  true  path 
into  aimless  digression.  His  words  inva¬ 
riably  go  straight  to  the  mark,  and  not  un- 
frequently  with  a  directness  and  force 
that  fully  merit  the  epithet  “burning” 
applied  to  them  by  the  poet  Gray.  His 
thoughts  always  rise  naturally  out  of  the 
matter  in  hand ;  and  in  the  treatment  of 
the  meanest  subjects  he  is  not  only  never 
mean,  but  often  falls  without  apparent 
effort  into  a  felicity  of  phrase  which  holds 
the  attention  and  implants  itself  in  the 
memory. —Lounsbury,  Thomas  R.,  1897, 
Library  of  the  World's  Best  Literature,  ed. 
Warner,  vol,  IX,  p.  4931. 

Dryden,  a  man  of  supreme  talent  rather 
than  of  great  spontaneous  genius,  was  pre¬ 
eminently  a  man  of  his  age.  He  reflected 
its  gayety,  its  brilliance,  its  wit,  its  im¬ 
morality;  he  reflected,  also,  those  nobler 
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and  more  serious  elements  of  life  which 
it  did  not  utterly  lack.  He  possessed, 
moreover,  many  noble  qualities  which 
raised  him  above  the  level  of  his  age  and 
made  him  worthy  to  rank  with  the  great 
ones  of  our  literature  Strength  and 
solidity  of  mind,  accuracy  and  compre¬ 
hensiveness  of  scholarship,  astonishing 
fluency  and  versatility,  masterly  skill  as 
a  literary  workman,  brilliant  wit,  keen¬ 
ness  of  discrimination  and  insight,  an  im¬ 
agination  vivid  if  not  original,  a  poetic 
sense  real  if  not  profound,  —  these  are 
some  of  the  qualities  which  made  Dryden 
great.  Nothing  about  him  is  more  im¬ 
pressive  than  the  range  of  his  literary 
work,  unless  it  be  its  excellence  in  every 
kind.  ...  As  a  poet,  he  was  first 
without  even  a  near  rival.  No  one  was 
his  equal  as  an  original  poet;  no  one  was 
his  equal  as  a  translator.  In  imaginative 
prose,  he  must  yield  the  palm  to  Bunyan; 
but  as  a  literary  critic,  and  master  of  a 
thoroughly  modern  prose  style,  he  was 
first  in  his  own  time,  and  still  commands 
the  respect  of  the  student  of  literature. 
It  will  thus  appear  that  in  each  of  the 
great  departments  of  literature  in  his  own 
age  his  name  must  be  placed  in  the  first 
rank.  Dryden  is  more,  however,  than 
the  greatest  figure  in  a  comparatively  in¬ 
ferior  literary  period.  He  is  one  of  the 
great  poets  of  English  literature. 
Though  not  of  supreme  stature,  he  is  still 
one  of  the  race  of  giants. — Crashaw,  W. 
H.,  1898,  ed .  Dryden' s  Palamon  and  Ar- 
cite ,  pp.  118,  119. 

It  was  the  fault  of  his  age  that  he  was 
not  greater.  No  man  can  wholly  detach 
himself  from  the  influences  by  which  he 
is  surrounded ;  and  Dryden  came  on  the 
stage  when  a  false  taste  prevailed,  and 
when  licentiousness  gave  moral  tone  to 
poetry.  Living  in  the  midst  of  burning 
religious  and  political  questions,  he  was 
drawn  into  the  vortex  of  controversy. 
He  was  always  a  partisan  in  some  religious 
or  political  issue  of  the  day.  While  this 
fact  has  given  us  some  of  the  best  satiri¬ 
cal  and  didactic  poems  in  our  language, 
it  did  not  contribute,  perhaps,  to  the 
largest  development  of  his  poetical  powers. 

.  .  .  Dryden  did  not  attain  to  the  highest 
regions  of  poetry.  He  could  not  portray 
what  is  deepest  and  finest  in  human  ex¬ 
perience.  His  strong,  masculine  hands 
were  too  clumsy.  He  has  no  charm  of 


pathos ;  he  does  not  touch  that  part  of 
our  nature  where  "thoughts  do  often  lie 
too  deep  for  tears."  But  he  was  a  virile 
thinker  and  a  master  of  the  English 
tongue.  He  had  the  gift  of  using  the  right 
word. — Painter,  F.  V.  N.,  1899,  A  His¬ 
tory  of  English,  Literature ,  pp.  215,  226. 

He  wrote  a  great  number  of  plays, usually 
in  rhyme.  .  .  Of  these  “All’s  for  Love,” 

based  on  the  Antony  and  Cleopatra  story,  is 
one  of  the  best,  but  they  all  seem  to  us  very 
tedious,  and  need  be  read  only  by  those  who 
wish  to  make  a  special  study  of  the  the¬ 
atre  of  this  time.  Bits  of  splendid  decla¬ 
mation  can  be  found,— Dryden  is  always 
vigorous, — but  the  plays  are  artificial 
structures,  and  their  interest  depended  on 
a  literary  fashion  which  is  past.  There  is 
not  enough  of  the  stuff  of  genuine  human 
nature  in  them  to  give  them  vitality.  At 
the  same  time  we  cannot  fail  to  be 
struck  with  the  excellence  of  the  literary 
workmanship. — Johnson,  Charles  F., 
1900,  English  and  American  Literature , 
p.  229. 

We  now  possess,  thanks  to  Mr.  Christie 
and  Mr.  Ker,  scholarly,  if  not  irreproach¬ 
able,  editions  of  Dryden’s  poems  and  of 
his  chief  prose  writings.  His  dramas, 
which,  aside  from  their  historical  im¬ 
portance,  contain  much  of  his  best  poetry, 
have  yet  to  be  made  generally  accessible. 
But  a  greater  need  than  this  remains  to 
be  supplied.  Despite  the  seamy  side  of 
his  character,  which  is  only  too  obvious, 
Dryden  had  a  personality  full  of  grace 
and  charm,  which  reveals  itself  to  sym¬ 
pathetic  readers  of  his  works,  and  for 
which  illustration  might  be  found  in  con¬ 
temporary  literature.  But  he  has  been 
unfortunate  in  his  biographers.  Even 
Johnson  and  Scott,  of  whom  most  might 
have  been  expected,  dwell  too  exclusively 
on  the  literary  and  political  aspects  of  his 
career.  Hence  Dryden,  who  should  be  as 
well  loved  as  Dr.  Johnson  or  Charles 
Lamb — to  choose  widely  different  illus¬ 
trations — is  known  to  the  "average  man" 
only  as  a  political  and  religious  turn-coat, 
who  wrote  satires  on  forgotten  men  and 
dead  issue.  Some  true  lover  may  yet  pro¬ 
duce  an  imaginative  portrait  of  Dryden 
such  as  Carlyle  has  given  us  of  Burns, 
showing  him  as  the  "high  and  remarkable 
man"  he  really  was. — Noyes,  G.  R., 
1900,  Dryden  as  a  Critic,  The  Nation,  vol. 
71,  p.  232. 
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Sir  Charles  Sedley 
16397-1701 

Born,  at  Aylesford,  Kent,  1639.  Matric.,  Wadham  Coll.,  Oxford,  22  March  1656. 
Succeeded  to  Baronetcy,  1656.  M.  P.  for  New  Romney,  1668-81,  1690-95,  1696- 
1701.  Married.  Died,  20  Aug.  1701.  Works:  “The  Earle  of  Pembroke’s  Speech 
in  the  House  of  Peeres”  (anon.,)  1648;  “The  Last  Will  and  Testament  of  the  Earl  of 
Pembroke”  [1650];  “The  Mulberry  Garden,”  1668;  “Antony  and  Cleopatra,”  1677; 
“Bellamira,”  1687.  Posthumous:  “Beauty  the  Conqueror,  ”  1702;  “The  Grumbler” 
(anon.),  1702;  “The  Tyrant  King  of  Crete, ”  1702;  “The  Happy  Pair,”  1702.  Col¬ 
lected  Works:  1707. — Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Au¬ 
thors,  p.  251. 

PERSONAL 


Pierce  do  tell  me,  among  other  news,  the 
late  frolick  and  debauchery  of  Sir  Charles 
Sidley  and  Buckhurst,  running  up  and 
down  all  the  night,  almost  naked  through 
the  streets ;  and  at  last  fighting  and  being 
beat  by  the  watch  and  clapped  up  all 
night,  and  how  the  king  takes  their  parts; 
and  my  Lord  Chief  Justice  Keeling  hath 
laid  the  constable  by  the  heels  to  answer 
it  next  Session,  which  is  a  horrid  shame. 
— Pepys,  Samuel,  1668,  Diary,  Oct.  23. 

Think,  if  you  please,  that  this  dedica¬ 
tion  is  only  an  occasion  I  have  taken,  to 
do  myself  the  greatest  honour  imaginable 
with  posterity;  that  is,  to  be  recorded  in 
the  number  of  those  men  whom  you  have 
favoured  with  your  friendship  and  esteem. 
For  I  am  well  assured,  that,  besides  the 
present  satisfaction  I  have,  it  will  gain 
me  the  greatest  part  of  my  reputation 
with  after  ages,  when  they  shall  find  me 
valuing  myself  on  your  kindness  to  me ;  I 
may  have  reason  to  suspect  my  own  credit 
with  them,  but  I  have  none  to  doubt  of 
yours.  And  they  who,  perhaps,  would 
forget  me  in  my  poems,  would  remember 
me  in  this  epistle. — Dryden,  John,  1673, 
The  Assignation,  Dedication  to  Sir  Charles 
Sedley. 

I  am  glad  the  town  has  so  good  a  taste 
as  to  give  the  same  just  applause  to  S' 
Charles  Sidley’s  writing  which  his  friends 
have  always  done  to  his  conversation.  Few 
of  our  plays  can  boast  of  more  wit  than  1 
have  heard  him  speak  at  a  supper.  Some 
barren  sparks  have  found  fault  w’ith  what 
he  has  formerly  done,  only  because  the 
fairness  of  the  soil  has  produced  so  big  a 
crop.  I  daily  drink  his  health  my  Lord 
Dorset's,  your  own,  and  all  our  friends’. 
— Etheredge,  Sir  George,  1687,  The 
Letterbook.  Gosse,  Seventeenth-Century  Stu¬ 
dies,  p.  262. 

Sedley  had  a  more  sudden  and  copious 


wit,  which  furnished  a  perpetual  run  of 
discourse ;  but  he  was  not  so  correct  as 
Lord  Dorset,  nor  so  sparkling  as  Lord 
Rochester.  -Burnet,  Gilbert,  1715-34, 
History  of  My  Own  Time. 

When  his  comedy  of  “Bellamira” -was 
played,  the  roof  fell  in,  and  he  was  one 
of  the  very  few  that  were  hurt  by  the  ac¬ 
cident.  A  flatterer  told  him  that  the  fire 
of  the  play  had  blown  up  the  poet,  house, 
and  all.  “No,”  lie  replied,  “the  play 
was  so  heavy  that  it  broke  down  the 
house,  and  buried  the  poet  in  his  own  rub¬ 
bish.”— Campbell,  Thomas,  1819,  Speci¬ 
mens  of  the  British  Poets. 

Profligate  and  debauched  Sedley  cer¬ 
tainly  was.  His  disgraceful  frolic  at  the 
Cock  Tavern,  in  Bow  Street,  Covcnt  Gar¬ 
den.  on  which  his  genius  has  conferred  an 
unfortunate  notoriety,  is  not  only  too  in¬ 
decent  to  bear  repetition,  but  was  an  in¬ 
sult  even  to  the  age  in  which  he  lived. — 
Jesse,  John  Heneage,  1839-40,  Memoirs 
of  the  Court  of  England  During  the  Reign 
of  the  Stuarts,  Including  the  Protectorate, 
p.  328. 

One  of  the  most  brilliant  and  profligate 
wits  of  the  Restoration.  The  licentious¬ 
ness  of  his  writings  is  not  redeemed  by 
much  grace  or  vivacity,  but  the  charms  of 
his  conversation  were  acknowledged  even 
by  sober  men  who  had  no  esteem  for  his 
character.  To  sit  near  him  at  the  thea¬ 
tre,  and  to  hear  his  criticisms  on  a  new 
play,  was  regarded  as  a  privilege.  Dry- 
den  had  done  him  the  honour  to  make  him 
a  principal  interlocutor  in  the  dialogue  on 
dramatic  poesy.  The  morals  of  Sedley 
were  such  as,  even  in  that  age,  gave  great 
scandal. — Macaulay,  Thomas  Babing- 
ton,  1843,  Catharine  Sedley,  Critical  and 
Historical  Essays. 

Sir  Charles  Sedley  was  a  fashionable  wit, 
and  the  foulness  of  his  words  made  even 
the  porters  of  Covent  Garden  pelt  him 
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from  the  balcony  when  he  ventured  to  ad¬ 
dress  them. — Green,  John  Richard, 
1874,  A  Short  History  of  the  English 
People. 

GENERAL 

Sedley  has  that  prevailing,  gentle  art 
That  can  with  a  resistless  charm  impart 
The  loosest  wishes  to  the  chastest  heart 

— Rochester,  John  Wilmot,  Earl,  1678, 
An  Allusion  to  the  Tenth  Satire  of  the  lirst 
Book  of  Horace. 

Heard  him  speak  more  Wit  at  a  Supper, 
than  all  his  Adversaries,  with  their  Heads 
joyn’d  together,  could  write  in  a  Year. 
That  his  Writings  are  not  unequal  to  any 
Man’s  of  this  Age,  (not  to  speak  of 
Abundance  of  Excellent  Copies  of  Verses). 
That  he  has  in  the  “Mulberry  Garden,” 
shown  the  true  Wit,  Humour,  and  Satyr 
of  a  Comedy  ,  and  in  “Anthony  and  Cleo¬ 
patra,”  the  true  Spirit  of  a  Tragedy.— 
Shadwell,  Thomas,  1679,  A  True 
Widow,  Epistle  Dedicatory. 

A  Gentleman  whose  Name  speaks  a 
greater  Pancgyrick,  than  I  am  able  to  ex¬ 
press;  and  whose  Wit  is  so  well  known 
to  this  Age,  that  I  should  but  tarnish  its 
Lustre,  by  my  Endeavouring  to  deliver  it 
over  to  the  next:  His  Wit  is  too  Noble  a 
Subject  to  need  any  Herald  to  proclaim 
its  Titles  and  Pedigree;  or  if  it  did,  my 
Voice  and  Skill  are  too  weak,  to  sound 
out  his  Praises  in  their  due  measures. 

I  shall  therefore  only  content  my  self,  as 
the  Vallys,  that  have  no  Voice  of  their 
own,  to  eccho  out  his  Merits  at  the 
Second-hand.  Langbaine,  Gerard,  1691 , 
An  Account  of  the  English  Dramatick 
Poets,  p.  485. 

Sedley  is  a  very  insipid  writer  ;  except 
in  some  few  of  his  little  love-verses.— 
Pope,  Alexander,  1734-36,  Spence's 
Anecdotes,  ed.  Singer ,  p.  103. 

Sedley’s  poems,  however  amorously 
tender  and  delicate,  yet  have  not  much 
strength ;  nor  do  they  afford  great  marks 
of  genius.  The  softness  of  his  verses  is 
denominated  by  the  Duke  of  Buckingham, 
Sedley’s  Witchcraft.  It  was  an  art  too 
successful  in  those  days  to  propagate  the 
immoralities  of  the  times,  but  it  must  be 
owned  that  in  point  of  chastity  he  excels 
Dorset,  and  Rochester ;  who  as  they  con¬ 
ceived  lewdly,  wrote  in  plain  English,  and 
did  not  give  themselves  any  trouble  to 
wrap  up  their  ribbaldry  in  a  dress  toller- 
ably  decent.  But  if  Sedley  was  the  more 


chaste,  I  know  not  if  he  was  the  les3  per¬ 
nicious  writer :  for  that  pill  which  is  gild¬ 
ed  will  be  swallowed  more  readily,  and 
with  less  reluctance,  than  if  tendered  in 
its  own  disgustful  colours.  Sedley  insin¬ 
uates  gently  into  the  heart,  without  giv¬ 
ing  any  alarm,  but  is  no  less  fraught  with 
poison,  than  are  those  whose  deformity 
bespeaks  their  mischief. — Cibber,  The- 
OPHILUS,  1753,  Lives  of  the  Poets,  vol.  in, 
p.  99. 

Sir  Charles  Sedley  was  distinguished 
for  writing  poems  of  considerable  impur¬ 
ity  of  idea  and  considerable  purity  of  lan¬ 
guage.  His  biographer  therefore  is  careful 
to  inform  us  that  though  the  sentiments 
of  Sir  Charles  were  as  foul  as  those  of 
Rochester,  they  were  not  so  immodest, 
because  they  were  arrayed  in  clean  linen. 

— Whipple,  Edwin  P.,  1845,  Words, 
American  Review,  Feb.;  Essays  and  Re¬ 
views. 

As  a  lyrical  writer  Sedley’s  merit  was 
his  demerit.  There  was  poison  in  his  love 
poems  ;  but  it  was  a  poison  that  enchanted 
the  wits  of  the  day,  and  Buckingham 
called  it  Sedley’s  “Witchcraft.” — Thomp¬ 
son,  Katherine  (Grace  Wharton), 
1862,  The  Literature  of  Society ,  vol.  I,  p. 
275. 

Sir  Charles  Sedley  ruins  and  pollutes 
himself,  but  Charles  II.  calls  him  “the 
viceroy  of  Apollo.”  Buckingham  extols 
“the  magic  of  his  style.”  He  is  the 
most  charming,  the  most  sought  after  of 
talkers;  he  makes  puns  and  verses,  al¬ 
ways  agreeable,  sometimes  refined;  he 
handles  dexterously  the  pretty  jargon  of 
mythology ;  he  insinuates  into  his  airy, 
flowing  verses  all  the  dainty  and  somewhat 
affected  prettinesses  of  the  drawing-room. 

.  .  .  There  is  no  love  whatever  in 

these  pretty  things;  they  are  received  as 
they  are  presented,  with  a  smile;  they 
form  part  of  the  conventional  language, 
the  polite  attentions  due  from  gentlemen 
to  ladies.  I  suppose  they  would  send  them 
in  the  morning  with  a  nosegay,  or  a  box 
of  preserved  fruits. — Taine,  H.  A.,  1871, 
History  of  English  Literature,  tr.  Van 
Laun,  vol.  I,  p.  497. 

Sedley,  as  it  is  needless  to  adduce  evi¬ 
dence  to  prove,  was  commonly  accounted 
one  of  the  most  notorious  profligates  of 
the  most  dissolute  period  of  Charles  ll’s 
reign ;  but  he  was  a  capable  politician  of 
moderate  views,  and  gained  distinction  in 
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more  than  one  branch -of  literature.  Iiis 
lyrics  contain  occasional  turns  of  a  felici¬ 
tous  and  engaging  simplicity,  such  as  is 
not  generally  observable  in  his  plays  ;  and 
he  wrote  a  facile  and  clear  style  as  a 
prose  pamphleteer.— Ward,  Adolphus 
William,  1875-99,  A  History  of  English 
Dramatic  Literature,  vol.  Ill,  p.  -147. 

Sedley  was  one  of  the  most  graceful 
and  refined  of  the  mob  of  Restoration 
noblemen  who  wrote  in  prose  and  verse. 
For  nearly  forty  years  he  was  recognised 
as  a  patron  of  the  art  of  poetry,  and  as 
an  amateur  of  more  than  usual  skill. 
Three  times,  at  intervals  of  ten  years,  he 
produced  a  play  in  the  taste  of  the  age, 
and  when  his  clever  comedy  of“Bella- 
mira"  was  refused  at  the  Duke’s  Theatre, 
on  account  of  its  intolerable  indelicacy, 
he  sulked  for  the  remainder  of  his  life, 
and  left  to  his  executors  three  more  plays 
in  manuscript.  His  songs  are  bright  and 
lively,  but  inferior  to  those  of  Rochester 
in  lyrical  force.  A  certain  sweetness  of 
diction  in  his  verse  delighted  his  contem¬ 
poraries,  who  praised  his  “witchcraft" 
and  his  “gentle  prevailing  art.”  In  his 
plays  he  seems  to  be  successively  inspired 
by  Etheredge,  Shadwell  and  Crowne. 
Two  lines  in  his  most  famous  song  have 
preserved  his  reputation  from  complete 
decay.— Gosse,  Edmund,  1880,  English 
Poets,  ed.  1  Yard,  vol.  II,  p.  415. 

A  genuine  but  inferior  humourist  and 
poet,  only  not  quite  so  deeply  tainted  by 
the  “fat  pollutions”  of  their  time. — - 
Swinburne,  Algernon  Charles,  1891, 


Social  Verse,  Studies  in  Prose  and  Poetry, 
p.  97. 

A  still  smaller  gleaning  comes  to  us 
from  Sir  Charles  Sedley,  who,  for  two 
hundred  years,  has  been  preserved  from 
oblivion  by  a  little  wanton  verse  about 
Phillis,  full  of  such  good-natured  content¬ 
ment  and  disbelief  that  we  grow  young 
and  cheerful  again  in  contemplating  it. 
Should  any  long-suffering  reader  desire 
to  taste  the  sweets  of  sudden  contrast 
and  of  sharp  reaction,  let  him  turn  from 
the  strenuous,  analytic,  half-caustic,  and 
wholly  discomforting  love-poem  of  the 
nineteenth  century  -  Mr.  Browning’s 
word-picture  of  “A  Pretty  Woman,”  for 
example  back  to  those  swinging  and 
jocund  lines  where  Phillis, 

"Faithless  ns  tho  winds  or  sens,’’ 
smiles  furtively  upon  her  suitor,  whose 
clear-sightedness  avails  him  nothing,  and 
who  plays  the  game  merrily  to  the  end: — 
“She  deceiving, 

I  believing, 

What  need  lovers  wish  for  more?” 

We  who  read  are  very  far  from  wishing 
for  anything  more.  Repplier,  Agnes, 
1891,  English  Love-Songs,  Points  of  View. 

From  Sir  Charles  Sedley  1  have  drawn 
very  freely.  In  his  own  sphere  Sedley  is 
unapproachable;  such  songs  as  “Love 
still  has  something  of  the  sea”  or  “Phillis 
is  my  only  joy”  easily  out-distance  all 
rivals.  He  does  not  occupy  an  exalted 
place  in  English  literature;  but  his  seat 
is  secure.— Bullen,  A.  H.,  1895,  Musa 
Proterva,  p.  xiii. 


John  Pomfret 

1667-1702 

A  native  of  Luton,  Bedfordshire;  educated  at  Queen’s  College,  Cambridge;  became 
Vicar  of  Malden,  and  was  presented  to  a  living  of  greater  value,  institution  into  which 
was  at  first  refused  by  Bishop  Compton,  in  consequence  of  a  misconstruction  of  a  pas¬ 
sage  in  the  parson’s  poem  of  “The  Choice.”  Pomfret  made  a  satisfactory  vindication; 
but  whilst  he  lingered  in  London,  engaged  in  this  business,  he  caught  the  smallpox, 
the  fatal  termination  of  which  abruptly  ended  alike  his  anxieties  and  his  hopes.  A 
volume  of  his  Poems — “The  Choice,"  and  others — was  pub.  in  1699;  and  in  1724  ap¬ 
peared  his  “Remains:”  a  volume  containing  two  poetical  pieces,  — “Reason,”  and 
“Dies  Novissima,  or  The  Last  Epiphany;  a  Pindaric  Ode.”  This  volume  was  pub¬ 
lished  by  a  friend,  under  the  name  of  Philalethes.  The  4th  ed.  of  “The  Choice"  was 
published  1701,  folio;  the  Tenth  Edition  of  his  “Poems  on  Several  Occasions,  with 
an  Account  of  his  Life  and  Writings,  to  which  are  added  his  Remains,"  was  issued  in 
1740,  8vo.  Many  editions  of  his  Poems  have  since  appeared  ;  and  they  are  republished 
in  Johnson’s  and  Chalmers’s  collections.—  Alli bone,  S.  Austin,  1870,  Dictionary  of 
English  Literature,  vol.  II,  p.  1619. 
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GENERAL 

This  Gentleman's  works  are  held  in  very 
great  esteem  by  the  common  readers  of 
poetry;  it  is  thought  as  unfashionable 
amongst  people  of  inferior  life,  not  to  be 
possessed  of  the  poems  of  Pomfret,  as 
amongst  persons  of  taste  not  to  have  the 
works  of  Pope  in  their  libraries.  The 
subjects  upon  which  Pomfret  wrote  were 
popular,  his  versification  is  far  from  being 
unmusical,  and  as  there  is  little  force  of 
thinking  in  his  writings,  they  are  level 
to  the  capacities  of  those  who  admire 
them.—  Cibber,  Theopiulus,  1753,  Lives 
of  the  Poets ,  vol.  ill,  p.  218. 

His  "Choice”  exhibits  a  system  of  life 
adapted  to  common  notions,  and  equal  to 
common  expectations;  such  a  state  as 
affords  plenty  and  tranquility,  without 
exclusion  of  intellectual  pleasures.  Per¬ 
haps  no  composition  in  our  language  has 
been  oftener  perused  than  Pomfret’s 
"Choice.  ”  In  his  other  poems  there  is  an 
easy  volubility;  the  pleasure  of  smooth 
metre  is  afforded  to  the  ear,  and  the  mind 
is  not  oppressed  with  ponderous  or  en¬ 
tangled  with  intricate  sentiment.  He 
pleases  many,  and  he  who  pleases  many 
must  have  some  species  of  merit.— John¬ 
son,  Samuel,  1779-81,  Pomfret,  Lives  of 
the  English  Poets,  p.  191. 

Why  is  Pomfret  the  most  popular  of 
the  English  Poets?  the  fact  is  certain, 
and  the  solution  would  be  useful. — 
Southey,  Robert,  1807,  Specimens  of  the 
Later  English  Poets ,  vol.  i,  p.  91. 

It  is  asked,  in  Mr.  Southey’s  "Speci¬ 
mens  of  English  Poetry,”  why  Pomfret's 
"Choice”  is  the  most  popular  poem  in  the 
English  language:  it  might  have  been  de¬ 
manded  with  equal  propriety,  why  London 
bridge  is  built  of  Parian  marble. — Camp¬ 
bell,  Thomas,  1819,  Specimens  of  the 
British  Poets. 

William’s  reign,  always  excepting  Dry- 
den,  is  our  nadir  in  works  of  imagination. 
Then  came  Blackmore  with  his  epic  poems 
of  Prince  Arthur  and  King  Arthur,  and 
Pomfret  with  his  Choice,  both  popular  in 
their  own  age,  and  both  intolerable,  by 
their  frigid  and  tame  monotony,  in  the 
next. — Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39,  Intro¬ 
duction  to  the  Literature  of  Europe,  pt.  iv. 

The  concentrate  essence  of  namby-pam- 
byism. — Browning,  Elizabeth  Barrett, 
1842-63,  The  Book  of  the  Poets. 


It  is  difficult  in  the  present  day  .  .  . 

to  conceive  that  the  "Choice”  could  ever 
have  been  a  very  popular  poem.  It  is 
tame  and  commonplace.  The  idea,  how¬ 
ever,  of  a  country  retirement,  a  private 
seat,  with  a  wood,  garden,  and  stream, 
a  clear  and  competent  estate,  and  the  en¬ 
joyment  of  lettered  ease  and  happiness, 
is  so  grateful  and  agreeable  to  the  mind 
of  man,  especially  in  large  cities,  that  we 
can  hardly  forbear  liking  a  poem  that  re¬ 
calls  so  beloved  an  image  to  our  recollec¬ 
tion.  Chambers,  Robert,  1876,  Cyclo¬ 
paedia  of  English  Literature,  ed.  Carruthers. 

Our  grandfathers  or  our  great-grand¬ 
fathers  might  with  some  fair  show  of  rea¬ 
son  have  maintained  that  it  was  impossi¬ 
ble  to  believe  that  a  poem  which  had  so 
well  stood  the  test  of  time  would  ever 
sink  into  forgetfulness.  Let  me  suggest 
to  you  that  if  any  one  in  your  hearing  fore¬ 
tells  immortality  for  some  writer  for 
whom  you  have  no  relish,  you  should  ask 
him  at  once  whether  he  has  read  Pom- 
fret’s  "Choice.”— Hill,  George  Birk- 
BECK,  1892,  Writers  and  Readers,  p.  28. 

He  dabbled  in  verse  at  least  as  early  as 
1694,  when  he  wrote  an  elegy  upon  the 
death  of  Queen  Mary.  This  was  published 
in  1699,  with  other  pieces  in  heroic  coup¬ 
lets,  remarkable  chiefly  for  their  correct¬ 
ness,  under  the  title  of  "Poems  on  Several 
Occasions.”  One  of  the  longer  poems, 
called  “Cruelty  and  Lust,  ”  commemorates 
an  act  of  barbarity  said  to  have  been  per¬ 
petrated  by  Colonel  Kirke  during  the  west¬ 
ern  rebellion.  Pomfret's  treatment  of 
the  situation  is  prosaically  tame.  .  .  . 

When  the  scheme  for  the  "Lives  of  the 
Poets”  was  submitted  by  the  booksellers 
to  Dr.  Johnson,  the  name  of  Pomfret  (to¬ 
gether  with  three  others)  was  added  by 
his  advice;  Johnson  remarks  that  "per¬ 
haps  no  poem  in  our  language  has  been  so 
often  perused”  as  "The  Choice.”  It  is 
an  admirable  exposition  in  neatly  turned 
verse  of  the  everyday  epicureanism  of  a 
cultivated  man.  Pomfret  is  said  to  have 
drawn  some  hints  from  the  study  of  the 
character  of  Sir  William  Temple.  .  .  . 
The  exclusion  of  Pomfret  from  more  re¬ 
cent  literary  manuals  and  anthologies  suffi¬ 
ciently  indicates  that  Johnson’s  strange 
verdict  finds  few  supporters  at  the  present 
day.— Seccombe,  Thomas,  1896,  Diction¬ 
ary  of  National  Biography ,  vol.  xlvi,  pp. 
74,  75. 
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Samuel  Pepys 

1633-1703 

Born,  in  London(?),  23  Feb.  1633.  Early  education  at  a  school  at  Huntingdon. 
At  St.  Paul’s  School,  London,  as  Scholar.  Matric.,  Trin.  llall,  Camb.,  21  June  1650; 
removed  to  Magdalene  Coll.,  as  Sizar,  5  March  1651;  B.  A.,  1653;  M.  A.,  1660. 
Married  Elizabeth  St.  Michel,  1  Dec.  1655.  Sec.  to  Sir  Edward  Montagu,  1656-60. 
Clerk  of  the  Acts,  July  1660.  Clerk  of  Privy  Seal,  July  1660.  Justice  of  the  Peace. 
Aug.  1660.  Younger  Brother  of  the  Trinity  House,  Feb.  1662.  Mem.  of  Tangier 
Commission,  Aug.  1662;  Treasurer,  March  1665.  F.  R.  S.,  15  Feb.  1665.  Surveyor- 
General  of  Victualling  Office,  Oct.  1665.  Visit  to  France  and  Holland,  1669.  Sec. 
for  the  Affairs  of  the  Navy,  1673.  M.  P.  for  Castle  Rising,  Nov.  1673.  Master  of 
Trinity  House,  1676  and  1685.  Governor  of  Christ’s  Hospital,  1676;  Treasurer, 
169S;  Vice-Pres.,  1699.  Master  of  Clothworkers  Co.,  1677.  M.  P.  for  Harwich,  1679. 
Committed  to  Tower,  on  charge  of  Treason,  22  May,  1679 ;  released  March  1680. 
To  Tangier  with  Lord  Dartmouth.  16S3.  Pres.,  Royal  Soc.,  Nov.  1684.  ALP.  for 
Harwich,  16S5.  Sec.  of  Admiralty,  June  1686.  Resigned  office,  March  1689.  Im¬ 
prisoned  in  Gate-house  on  charge  of  Treason,  25  June  to  July,  1689.  Retired  to  Clap- 
ham.  1690,  Died  there,  26  May,  1703.  Buried  in  St.  Olave’s,  Hart  Street.  Works: 
“The  Portugal  History”  (under  initials:  S.  P.,  Esq.),  1677;  “Memoirs  relating  to 
the  State  of  the  Royal  Navy”  (anon.),  1690.  Posthumous :  “Diary,”  ed.  by  Lord 
Braybrooke,  1S25 ;  ed.  by  H.  B.  Wheatley  (8  vols.).  1893,  etc. — Sharp,  II.  Farquhar- 
SON,  1S97,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  225. 


PERSONAL 

Memorandum :  that  Peapys  and  Hind 
were  solemnly  admonished  by  myself  and 
Mr.  Hill,  for  having  been  scandalously 
over-served  with  drink  yc  night  before. 
This  was  done  in  the  presence  of  all  the 
Fellows  then  resident,  in  Mr.  Hill’s  cham¬ 
ber. — Wood,  John,  1653,  Registrar’s  Book, 
Magdalene  College ,  Cambridge,  Oct.  21. 

Last  night,  at  9  a  clock,  I  did  the  last 
office  for  your  and  my  good  friend,  M' 
Pepys,  at  Sl  Olave’s  Church,  where  he  was 
laid  in  a  vault  of  his  own  makeing,  by  his 
wife  and  brother.  The  greatness  of  his 
behaviour,  in  his  long  and  sharp  tryall 
before  his  death,  was  in  every  respect 
answerable  to  his  great  life ,  and  I  believe 
no  man  ever  went  out  of  this  world  with 
greater  contempt  of  it,  or  a  more  lively 
faith  in  every  thing  that  was  revealed  of 
the  world  to  come.  I  administered  the 
Holy  Sacrament  twice  in  his  illness  to  him, 
and  had  administered  it  a  third  time,  but 
for  a  sudden  fit  of  illness  that  happened 
at  the  appointed  time  of  administering  of 
it.  Twice  I  gave  him  the  absolution  of 
the  Church,  which  he  desired,  and  received 
with  all  reverence  andcomfort ;  and  I  never 
attended  any  sick  or  dying  person,  that 
dyed  with  so  much  Christian  greatnesse 
of  mind,  or  a  more  lively  sense  of  immor¬ 
tality,  or  so  much  fortitude  and  patience, 
in  so  long  and  sharp  a  tryall,  or  greater 
resignation  to  the  will,  which  he  most 


devoutly  acknowledged  to  be  the  wisdom  of 
God  ;  and  1  doubt  not  but  he  is  now  a  very 
blessed  spirit,  according  to  his  motto, 
MENS  CUJ USQUE  IS  EST  QUISQUE.— 
Hickes,  George,  1703,  Letter  to  Dr. 
Charlett. 

This  day  died  Mr.  Sam.  Pepys,  a  very 
worthy,  industrious  and  curious  person, 
none  in  England  exceeding  him  in  knowl¬ 
edge  of  the  navy,  in  wcl‘  he  had  passed 
thro’  all  the  most  considerable  offices, 
Clerk  of  the  Acts,  and  Secretary  of  the 
Admiralty,  all  wch  he  perform’d  with  great 
integrity.  .  .  .  He  liv'd  at Clapham, where 
he  enjoy’d  the  fruite  of  his  labours  in  greate 
prosperity.  He  was  universally  belov’d, 
hospitable,  generous,  learned  in  many 
things,  skill’d  in  music,  a  very  greate 
cherisher  of  learned  men  of  whom  he  had 
the  conversation.  His  library  and  collec¬ 
tion  of  other  curiosities  were  of  the  most 
considerable,  the  models  of  ships  espe¬ 
cially.  Besides  what  he  publish’d  of  an 
account  of  the  Navy,  as  he  found  and  left 
it,  he  had  for  divers  yeares  under  his  hand 
the  “History  of  the  Navy,”  or“Navalia” 
as  he  call’d  it;  but  how  far  advanc’d,  and 
what  will  follow  of  his,  is  left,  I  suppose, 
to  his  sister’s  son  Mr.  Jackson,  a  young 
gentleman  whom  Mr.  Pepys  had  educated 
in  all  sorts  of  useful  learning,  sending 
him  to  travel  abroad,  from  whence  he 
return’d  with  extraordinary  accomplish¬ 
ments,  and  worthy  to  be  heir.  Mr.  PepyB 
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had  been  for  neere  40  yeaers  so  much  my 
particular  friend,  that  Mr.  Jackson  sent 
me  complet  mourning,  desiring  me  to  be 
one  to  hold  up  the  pall  at  his  magnificent 
obsequies,  but  my  indisposition  hinder’d 
me  from  doing  him  this  last  office. — Eve¬ 
lyn,  John,  1703,  Diary ,  May  26. 

The  administration  of  the  Admiralty 
under  Pepys  is  still  regarded  as  a  model 
for  order  and  economy.-  Hume,  David, 
1854-62,  History  of  England,  James  II., 
ch.  lxxi. 

It  is  well  known  that  the  naval  history 
of  Charles  II.  is  the  most  shining  part  of 
the  annals  of  his  reign  ;  and  that  the  busi¬ 
ness  of  the  navy  was  conducted  with  the 
utmost  regularity  and  prudence,  under 
Charles  and  James,  by  this  worthy  and 
judicious  person.  He  first  reduced  the 
affairs  of  the  admiralty  to  order  and 
method  ;  and  that  method  wa3  so  just,  as 
to  have  been  a  standing  model  to  his  suc¬ 
cessors  in  his  important  office.  His 
“  Memoirs.  ”  relating  to  the  navy,  is  a 
well  written  piece  ;  and  his  copious  collec¬ 
tion  of  manuscripts,  now  remaining,  with 
the  rest  of  his  library,  at  Magdalen  Col¬ 
lege,  in  Cambridge,  is  an  invaluable  treas¬ 
ure  of  naval  knowledge,  lie  was  far  from 
being  a  mere  man  of  business  ;  his  conver¬ 
sation  and  address  had  been  greatly  refined 
by  travel.  He  thoroughly  understood  and 
practised  music  ;  was  a  judge  of  painting, 
sculpture,  and  architecture,  and  had  more 
than  a  superficial  knowledge  in  history  and 
philosophy.  His  fame  among  the  virtuosi 
was  such,  that  he  was  thought  a  very  prop¬ 
er  person  to  be  placed  at  the  head  of  the 
Royal  Society,  of  which  he  was  some  time 
president.— Granger,  James,  1769-1824, 
Biographical  History  of  England,  vol.  VI, 
p.  132. 

Though  we  laugh  at  Pepys  with  his  cock¬ 
ney  revels,  and  his  beatitudes  of  lace  and 
velvet,  and  his  delight  at  having  his  head 
patted  by  Lord  Clarendon,  and  his  honest 
uproariness,  and  his  not  knowing;  “what 
to  think,"  between  his  transport  with  the 
court  beauties,  and  the  harm  he  is  afraid 
they  will  do  the  state — we  feel  that  he 
ends  in  being  a  thoroughly  honest  man, 
and  even  a  very  clever  one,  and  that  we 
could  have  grown  serious  in  his  behalf, 
had  his  comfort  or  good  name  been  put 
in  jeopardy.— Hunt,  Leigh,  1841,  Men, 
Women  and  Books. 

The  pronunciation  of  Pepys's  name  has 


long  been  a  disputed  point,  but  although 
the  most  usual  form  at  the  present  day  is 
Peps,  there  can  be  little  doubt  that  in  his 
own  time  the  name  was  pronounced  as  if 
written  Peeps.  The  reasons  for  this  opin¬ 
ion  are:  (1)  that  the  name  was  sometimes 
so  spelt  phonetically  by  some  of  his  con¬ 
temporaries,  as  in  the  Coffee-house  paper 
quoted  in  the  “Diary"  (ed.  Mynors  Bright, 
vol.  vi.  p.  292):  “On  Tuesday  last  Mr. 
Peeps  went  to  Windsor,"  &c.  ;  (2)  that 
this  pronunciation  is  still  the  received  one 
at  Magdalene  College,  Cambridge;  and 
(3)  that  the  present  bearers  of  the  name 
so  pronounce  it. — Wheatley,  Henry  B., 
1880,  Samuel  Pepys  and  the  World  he 
Lived,  in,  Preface,  p.  vii. 

He  must  always  be  doing  something 
agreeable,  and,  by  preference,  two  agree¬ 
able  things  at  once.  In  his  house  he  had 
a  box  of  carpenter’s  tools,  two  dogs,  an 
eagle,  a  canary,  and  a  blackbird  that 
whistled  tunes,  lest,  even  in  that  full 
life,  he  should  chance  upon  an  empty  mo¬ 
ment.  If  he  had  to  wait  for  a  dish  of 
poached  eggs,  he  must  put  in  the  time  by 
playing  on  the  flageolet ;  if  a  sermon  were 
dull,  he  must  read  in  the  book  of  Tobit 
or  divert  his  mind  with  sly  advances  on 
the  nearest  women.  When  he  walked,  it 
must  be  with  a  book  in  his  pocket  to  be¬ 
guile  the  way  in  case  the  nightingales 
were  silent;  and  even  along  the  streets  of 
London,  with  so  many  pretty  faces  to  be 
spied  for  and  dignitaries  to  be  saluted, 
his  trail  was  marked  by  little  debts  “for 
wine,  pictures,  etc.,"  the  true  headmark 
of  a  life  intolerant  of  any  joyless  passage. 
He  had  a  kind  of  idealism  in  pleasure; 
like  the  princess  in  the  fairy  story,  he 
was  conscious  of  a  rose-leaf  out  of  place. 
Dearly  as  he  loved  to  talk,  he  could  not 
enjoy  nor  shine  in  a  conversation  when 
he  thought  himself  unsuitably  dressed. 
Dearly  as  he  loved  eating,  he  “knew  not 
how  to  eat  alone;"  pleasure  for  him  must 
heighten  pleasure;  and  the  eye  and  ear 
must  be  flattered  like  the  palate  ere  he 
avow  himself  content.— Stevenson,  Rob¬ 
ert  Louis,  1882,  Samuel  Pepys,  Familiar 
Studies  of  Men  and  Books. 

In  truth,  Elizabeth  had  reason  for  the 
display  of  temper.  Mr.  Pepys,  now  a 
great  man,  in  enlarging  his  scheme  of 
pleasure  gradually  expands  in  a  forbidden 
direction.  Always  sufficiently  apprecia¬ 
tive  of  a  pretty  woman,  his  interest  in  a 
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handsome  face  grows  with  his  opportuni¬ 
ties,  and  there  come  occasions  when  the 
jealousy  that  arises  in  Elizabeth's  heart 
is  not,  like  his  green-eyed  fits,  without 
foundation.  His  heart  is  always  faith¬ 
fully  hers,  but  his  eyes  note  beauty  in 
other  faces  than  her  own ;  and  the  man¬ 
ners  of  the  age  could  not,  in  her  opinion, 
excuse  his  predilection  for  kissing  every 
pretty  woman  he  might  meet.  .  . 

In  spite  of  the  remarkable  brain,  and 
the  even  more  noteworthy  honesty,  that 
made  him  the  important  personage  of  his 
group,  Samuel  Pepys  was  naught  but  the 
tailor’s  son,  after  all,  with  his  eyes 
turned  wholly  toward  the  goods  of  the 
world  and  the  attainment  thereof ,  and 
Elizabeth,  aside  from  her  French  clever¬ 
ness  and  her  beauty,  had  neither  dignity 
nor  nobility  to  aid  her  to  order  her  life  in  a 
difficult  age.  She  had  the  power  to  inspire 
in  her  husband  the  one  love  of  his  selfish 
heart ;  she  had  no  capacity  to  control  his 
roving  fancy.  Like  a  child  in  her  love  of 
frivolity,  she  was  likeachild  still  in  meeting 
misery.— Whiting,  Margaret  Christine, 
1890,  The  Wife  of  Mr.  Secretary  Pepys, 
Atlantic  Monthly,  vol.  66,  pp.  750,  751. 

Few  men  are  better  known  than  Samuel 
Pepys.— Firth,  C.  H.,  1894,  The  Early  Life 
of  Pepys,  Macmillans  Magazine,  vol.  69, 
p.  32. 

Amongst  the  games  in  which  Mr.  Sec¬ 
retary  Pepys  seems  to  have  found  special 
satisfaction,  tennis,  ninepins,  and  billiards 
hold  high  place;  but  these,  after  all, 
never  yielded  him  a  tithe  of  the  pure  en¬ 
joyment  that  he  derived  from  his  more  in¬ 
tellectual  pastimes,  reading  and  music. 
Pepys  was  a  genuine  musician ;  and  we 
get  the  impression  from  the  journal  that 
his  love  of  music  reached  the  proportions 
of  a  real  passion — the  only  passion,  in¬ 
deed,  of  his  life.  On  the  other  hand,  he 
was  not  a  systematic  scholar,  though  he 
devoured  books  with  avidity,  keeping  in 
touch  with  the  literary  output  of  his  day, 
and  at  least  tasting  ail  sorts  of  things, 
from  Cicero,  the  Hebrew  Grammar,  and 
Hooker’s  "‘Ecclesiastical  Polity,”  down¬ 
ward  to  Audley’s  ‘‘Way  to  be  Rich,”  and 
the  last-published  comedy  of  the  popular 
playwrights  of  his  time.  .  .  .  Pepys's 

passing  opinions  have  not  much  critical 
value. — Hudson,  William  Henry,  1897, 
Pepys  and  his  Diary ,  Idle  Hours  in  a 
Library,  pp.  100,  101. 


DIARY 

Of  very  great  interest  and  curiosity. 

.  .  Fortunately  for  the  public  part 

of  the  story,  the  author  was,  from  the 
very  beginning,  in  immediate  contact  with 
persons  in  high  office  and  about  court — 
and,  still  more  fortunately  for  the  private 
part,  seems  to  have  been  possessed  of  the 
most  extraordinary  activity,  and  the  most 
^discriminating,  insatiable,  and  miscel¬ 
laneous  curiosity,  that  ever  prompted  the 
researches,  or  supplied  the  pen,  of  a  daily 
chronicler.—  JEFFREY,  FkanciS  Lord, 
1825,  Pepys's  Memoirs,  Edinburgh  Review, 
vol.  43,  p.  26. 

If  quitting  the  broad  path  of  history  we 
seek  for  minute  information  concerning 
ancient  manners  and  customs,  the  pro¬ 
gress  of  arts  and  sciences,  and  the  vari¬ 
ous  branches  of  antiquity,  we  have  never 
seen  a  mine  so  rich  as  the  volumes  before 
us.  The  variety  of  Pepys’s  tastes  and 
pursuits  led  him  into  almost  every  depart¬ 
ment  of  life. — Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1826, 
Pepys's  Memoirs,  Quarterly  Review,  vol. 
33,  p.  308. 

It  is  an  advantage  to  have  the  observa¬ 
tions  of  a  common  mind,  strong  but 
coarse.  We  take  a  vulgar  man’s  account 
of  his  own  times,  written  probably  in  the 
same  spirit  as  household  expenses  are 
kept — for  reference,  and  for  his  own  eye 
alone.  That  eye  was  keen-sighted  to  foi¬ 
bles,  sins,  deceit,  worldliness,  and  to  every 
thing — its  own  interest  more  especially. 
We  value  our  diarist  for  being  of  so  little 
taste  as  to  tell  every  thing,  and  of  so 
slight  a  moral  perception  as  to  give  every¬ 
thing  the  hue  not  of  our  age,  but  of  his 
own.  We  value  him  that  he  tells  us 
things  as  they  were,  and  calls  them  by 
expressive  names.  He  is  the  photog¬ 
rapher  of  the  Court  of  Charles  the  Sec¬ 
ond.  His  pictures  are  ugly,  but  accurate. 
Welcome,  therefore,  in  his  full  bottomed 
wig,  his  long  worked  cambric  tie,  frilled 
at  the  end ;  welcome  in  his  official  robes, 
with  his  hand  on  a  chart,  a  pair  of  com¬ 
passes  beside  it, — with  his  violin  in  the 
gloom, — his  globe,  the  implement  of  his 
office,  at  his  side ;  welcome  with  his 
marked  eyebrows,  his  long,  narrow, 
shrewd  eyes,  his  vulgar  nose,  his  double 
chin,  and  full  cheeks;  welcome  with  his 
large,  sensible,  but  sensual  mouth — Sam¬ 
uel  Pepys,  as  Kneller,  in  vulgarity  a  kin¬ 
dred  spirit,  has  bequeathed  him  to  r 
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grateful  posterity.— Thompson,  Kather¬ 
ine  (Grace  Wiiarton),  1862,  The  Lit¬ 
erature  of  Society,  ,vol.  i,  p.  240. 

No  history  gives  us  so  clear  an  under¬ 
standing  of  the  moral  condition  of  aver¬ 
age  men  after  the  restoration  of  the 
Stuarts  as  the  unconscious  blabbings  of 
the  Puritan  tailor’s  son,  with  his  two  con¬ 
sciences,  as  it  were, — an  inward,  still 
sensitive  in  spots,  though  mostly  tough¬ 
ened  to  India-rubber,  and  good  rather  for 
rubbing  out  old  scores  than  retaining 
them,  and  an  outward,  alert,  and  ter- 
magantly  effective  in  Mrs.  Pepys.  -Low¬ 
ell,  James  Russell,  1871,  A  Great  Pub¬ 
lic  Character,  My  Study  Windows ,  p.  91. 

Milverton.  Let  us  take  five  or  six  of 
the  men  who  are  best  known  to  the  world. 
Now  they  shall  not  be  saints  or  martyrs; 
or  men  especially  renowned  for  goodness 
of  any  kind.  I  will  choose  them  only  from 
the  fact  that  they  happen  to  be  well 
known  to  us  not  their  lives  particularly, 
but  themselves.  .  .  .  The  men  I  will 

choose  are  Horace,  Dante,  Montaigne, 
Pepys,  Dr.  Johnson,  and  Rousseau. 

Ellesmere.  A  queer  collection.  How 
they  would  have  quarrelled  ! 

Milverton.  I  don't  know  about  that. 
All  1  contend  for  is,  that  there  is  much 
to  admire  and  like  in  each  of  these  men, 
however  great  their  faults  may  have  been. 

Sir  Arthur.  Pepys? 

Ellesmere .  The  best  chosen  of  all. 
Now,  there  is  a  book  I  have  read — his 
'‘Diary” — over  and  over  again.  I  give 
Milverton  great  credit  for  choosing  him. 
He  does  not  pretend  to  be  a  mass  of  vir¬ 
tue,  but,  after  all,  how  much  good  and 
worth  there  is  in  the  fellow.  I  look  upon 
that  “Diary”  of  his  as  the  truest  book 
ever  written.  Even  when  he  condescends 
to  conformity,  you  can  see  that  he  does 
not  take  in  himself,  or  wish  to  take  in 
any  reader,  if  that  “Diary”  was  ever  in¬ 
tended  to  be  read.  One  day  he  goes  in  a 
barge  with  the  King  and  the  Duke  of 
York.  “Good  Lord!”  he  says,  “what 
poor  stuff  they  did  talk.”  Then  recol¬ 
lecting  that,  as  an  official  man,  he  must 
not  even  to  himself,  run  down  his  official 
superiors,  he  adds,  “But,  God  be  praised, 
they  are  both  of  them  princes  of  marvel¬ 
lous  nobleness  and  spirit.” — Helps,  Sir 
Arthur,  1875,  Social  Pressure ,  pp.  162, 
163. 

The  importance  of  Pepy’s  ‘Diary,” 


historically  speaking,  may  be  summed  up 
by  saying  that  without  it  the  history  of  the 
court  of  Charles  II.  could  not  have  been 
written.  We  do  not,  it  is  true,  gain  from 
it  any  information  as  to  what  was  going 
on  in  the  country.  Utterly  destitute  of 
imagination  or  political  knowledge,  Pepys 
could  only  record  the  sights  and  the  gossip 
that  were  evident  to  all.  It  is  because 
he  did  record  these,  without  hesitation  or 
concealment,  that  from  his  “Diary”  we 
can  understand  the  brilliancy  and  wicked¬ 
ness  of  the  court,  as  well  as  the  social 
state  and  daily  life  of  the  bourgeois  class. 
— Airy,  Osmund,  1885,  Encyclopaedia 
Britannica,  vol.  xvili. 

It  is  scarcely  literature-  that  is  to  say, 
there  is  neither  art  nor  effort  at  construc¬ 
tion;  but  Pepys  has  extraordinary  pictur¬ 
esqueness  and  great  capacity  in  describing 
what  he  has  seen  in  the  best  and  briefest 
words.  Evelyn’s  diary  has  a  coldness,  a 
dignity,  in  its  ease,  that  suggest  that  he 
conceived  that  the  world  might  force  it 
into  publication.  Pepys  believed  himself 
absolutely  safe  behind  the  veil  of  his 
cipher,  and  he  made  no  effort  to  paint  the 
lily.— Gosse,  Edmund,  1888,  A  History 
of  Eighteenth  Century  Literature,  p.  97. 

And  it  is  delightful ;  it  is  so  true  and 
honest,  and  straightforward,  and  gossipy; 
and  it  throws  more  light  upon  the  every¬ 
day  life  in  London  in  those  days  of  the 
Restoration  than  all  the  other  books  ever 
written.— Mitchell,  Donald  G.,  1890, 
English  Lands  Letters  and  Kings ,  From 
Elizabeth  to  Anne,  p.  200. 

Honoured  Sir :  It  was  the  saying  of  a 
wise  man,  though  a  young  one,  that  we 
do  all  of  us  travel  through  life  with  a 
donkey.  You  kept  your  donkey  in  a 
stable  very  private.  The  charger  dwelt 
in  that  noted  “Diary”  of  yours,  a  journal 
written  in  cipher,  which  has  now  for 
many  years  been  transcribed  in  plain  hand, 
and  given  to  the  world.  Mr.  Pepys,  do 
not,  I  pray  you,  blush  so  fiery  a  red ;  not 
all  the  “Diary”  hath  yet  been  made  pub¬ 
lic,  and  the  world  is  still  a  stranger  to 
many  of  those  most  private  confidences 
between  your  donkey  and  yourself.  Mat¬ 
ters  there  be  which  I  could  mention,  an* 
I  would,  but  I  write  for  a  generation  in 
which  they  who  read  not  are  very  modest, 
and  will  raise  a  cry  against  you  and  me, 
if  I  keep  not  a  bridle  on  my  pen.  The 
record  of  a  whole  day  in  the  sad  story  of 
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Deb  is  omitted,  concerning  Knip  and 
Pierce,  and  a  certain  other  lady  (oh  fie,  Mr. 
Pepys!)  the  world  knows  no  more  than  the 
worthy  minister,  your  editor,  chose  to  tell 
it. — Lang,  Andrew,  1893,  A  Letter  to 
Samuel  Pepys ,  Esq.,  Scribner's  Magazine, 
vol.  14,  p.  354. 

In  spite  of  all  the  research  which  has 
brought  to  light  so  many  incidents  of  in¬ 
terest  in  the  life  of  Samuel  Pepys,  we 
cannot  but  feel  how  dry  these  facts  are 
when  placed  by  the  side  of  the  living  de¬ 
tails  of  the  “Diary.”  It  is  in  its  pages  that 
the  true  man  is  displayed,  and  it  has 
therefore  not  been  thought  necessary  here 
to  do  more  than  set  down  in  chronological 
order  such  facts  as  are  known  of  the  life 
outside  the  Diary.  Wheatley,  Henry 
B.,  1893,  ed.,  The  Diary  of  Samuel  Pepys, 
vol.  I,  p.  liii. 

There  is  possible  misapprehension  of 
Pepys’s  character,  which  may  be  removed 
by  argument,  if  it  is  anywhere  entertained. 
Pepys  is  so  little  reticent  about  his  fol¬ 
lies,  blunders,  and  misfortunes  that  he 
may  create  in  some  minds  the  impression 
that  he  was  a  booby  and  a  ridiculous  per¬ 
son.  The  “Diary”  in  truth,  with  all  its 
particularity  and  sincerity,  is  unjust  to 
its  author.  The  reader  has  to  remind 
himself  that  it  is  microscopic,  and  that 
to  get  a  just  view  of  Pepys  one  ought  not 
to  know  all  about  him.  It  may  be  difficult 
to  understand  where  there  was  room  for 
all  his  work,  in  the  perpetual  trade  of 
morning  draughts  and  suppers,  plays  in 
the  afternoon,  and  the  lute  and  the  the¬ 
orbo  in  the  evening.  But  the  secret  of 
the  “Diary,  **  if  there  be  a  secret  in  it,  is 
that  it  was  written  by  an  industrious  man 
of  business,  who  did  well  for  himself,  and 
worked  honestly  for  his  office. — Ker,  W. 
P.,  1894,  English.  Prose,  ed.  Craik,  vol.  m. 

Its  piquancy  is  not  due  to  its  expression 
of  uncommon  emotions,  but  precisely  to 
the  frankness  which  reveals  emotions,  all 
but  universal,  which  most  people  conceal 
from  themselves,  and  nearly  all  men  from 
others.  Boswell  not  only  felt  but  avowed 
similar  weaknesses.  Pepys  avowed  them, 
though  only  to  himself.  He  was  not  a 
hypocrite  in  cipher,  though  no  doubt  as 
reserved  as  his  neighbours  in  longhand. 
The  “unconscious  humour”  which  Lowell 
attributes  to  him  lies  in  the  coolness  of 
his  confession,  with  which  his  readers 
sympathise,  though  they  would  not  make 


similar  confessions  themselves.  It  seems 
to  be  highly  improbable  that  he  ever 
thought  of  publicity  for  his  diaries,  though 
he  may  have  kept  them  as  materials  lor 
an  autobiography  which  was  never  exe¬ 
cuted.— Stephen,  Leslie,  3895,  Diction¬ 
ary  of  National  Biography,  vol.  xliv. 

We  sympathize  with  Pepys  as  we  sym¬ 
pathize  with  Ulysses,  and  are  for  the  time 
much  more  anxious  about  the  liquidation 
of  his  tailor’s  bill,  or  the  adjustment  of 
his  misunderstandings  with  his  wife,  than 
“what  the  Swede  intends  or  what  the 
French.”  .  .  .  Xo  work  of  the  kind 

in  the  world’s  literature  can  for  a  moment 
be  compared  to  Pepys’s  “Diary.”  .  .  . 
The  “Diary,  ”  besides,  is  no  less  admirable 
as  a  delineation  of  the  macrocosm  than  of 
the  microcosm.  It  paints  the  official  and 
private  circles  in  which  the  author  moved, 
the  course  of  public  affairs,  the  humours 
of  social  life,  with  no  less  truth  and  frank¬ 
ness  than  it  reveals  the  author  himself. 
It  is  by  far  the  most  valuable  document 
extant  for  the  understanding  of  the  times ; 
better  than  all  the  histories  and  all  the 
comedies.  It  seems  an  unequalled  piece 
of  irony  that  the  supremo  piece  of  work¬ 
manship  in  its  way  and  the  most  lucid 
mirror  of  its  age  should  be  the  perform¬ 
ance  of  an  ordinary  citizen  who  had  not 
the  least  idea  that  he  was  doing  anything 
remarkable;  who  expected  celebrity,  if  he 
expected  it  at  all,  from  his  official  tasks 
and  scientific  recreations ;  who  shrouded 
his  work  in  shorthand  lest  the  world 
should  profit  by  it;  and  who  would  have 
been  dismayed  beyond  measure  if  he  had 
foreseen  that  it  would  be  published  after 
his  death. — Garnett,  Richard,  1895,  The 
Age  of  Drydcn,  pp.  399,  201,  202. 

If  ever  a  man  was  designed  to  keep  a 
diary,  it  was  I-’epys.  He  is  naive  and  com¬ 
municative  to  a  fault.  Seated  in  his  own 
confessional,  he  unbosoms  his  memory  and 
absolves  his  conscience.  .  .  .  This 

typical  bourgeois  of  his  day,  fussy  and 
pompous,  petty  and  busybodying,  regular 
in  his  irregularities  as  in  his  expenditure, 
thrifty,  vain,  and  passionately  inquisitive, 
would  retire  into  his  sanctum,  produce 
the  treasured  pages,  and  find  his  relief  in 
tho  truthful  industry  of  his  chronicle. 
For  truth  and  industry  are  among  his  re¬ 
deeming  features. — Sichel,  W.,  1899, 
Men  Who  Have  Kept  A  Diary,  Blackwood! s 
Magazine,  vol.  165,  p .  71. 
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John  Wallis 

1616-1703 

Mathematician,  born  at  Ashford,  Kent,  was  trained  at  Cambridge,  and  took  orders, 
but  in  1648  became  Savilian  professor  of  Geometry  at  Oxford.  He  sided  with  the 
parliament,  was  secretary  to  the  Westminster  Assembly,  but  strenuously  favoured  the 
Restoration.  Besides  the  Arithmetica  Infinitorum,  he  wrote  on  proportion,  mechanics, 
the  quadrature  of  the  circle  (against  Hobbes),  grammar,  logic,  theology,  and  the 
teaching  of  the  deaf  and  dumb,  and  edited  some  of  the  Greek  mathematicians.  He 
was  a  founder  of  the  Royal  Society.  His  collected  works  appeared  in  1791. — Patrick 
AND  Groome.  eds.,  1897,  Chambers's  Biographical  Dictionary,  p.  952. 


PERSONAL 

The  doctor  has  less  in  him  of  the  gallant 
man  than  Mr.  Hobbes;  and,  if  you  should 
see  him  with  his  university  cap  on  his 
head,  as  if  he  had  a  porte-fcuille  on,  cov¬ 
ered  with  black  cloth,  and  sewed  to  his 
calot,  you  would  be  as  much  inclined  to 
laugh  at  this  diverting  sight  as  you  would 
be  ready  to  entertain  the  excellency  and 
civility  of  my  friend  [Hobbes]  with  esteem 
and  affection.  .  .  .  What  I  have  said 

concerning  Dr.  Wallis  i3  not  intended  in 
the  least  to  derogate  from  the  praises  due 
to  one  of  the  greatest  mathematicians  in 
the  world.— Sorbiere,  Samuel,  1663? 
Journey  to  England ,  pp.  39,  41. 

Dr.  Wallis  was  a  man  of  most  admirable 
fine  parts,  and  great  industry,  whereby  in 
some  years  he  became  so  noted  for  his 
profound  skill  in  mathematics  that  he 
was  deservedly  accounted  the  greatest 
person  in  that  profession  of  any  in  his 
time.  He  was  withal  a  good  divine,  and 
no  mean  critic  in  the  Greek  and  Latin 
tongues. — IIearne,  Thomas,  1735?  Col¬ 
lections. 

GENERAL 

The  book,  next  to  the  elements,  which 
was  put  into  his  [Isaac  Newton’s]  hands 
was  Wallis’s  “Arithmetic  of  Infinities,” 
a  work  well  fitted  for  suggesting  new 
views  in  geometry  and  calling  into  activity 
the  powers  of  mathematical  invention. 
Wallis  had  effected  the  quadrature  of  all 
those  curves  in  which  the  value  of  one  of 
the  co-ordinates  can  be  expressed  in  terms 
of  the  other  without  involving  either 
fractional  or  negative  exponents.  Be¬ 
yond  this  point  neither  his  researches  nor 
those  of  any  other  geometer  had  yet 
reached,  and  from  this  point  the  discov¬ 
eries  of  Newton  began.  .  Wallis 

appears  to  have  been  the  first  writer  who, 
in  his  “ Mechanics,  ”  published  in  1669, 
founded  an  entire  system  of  statics  on  the 
principle  of  Galileo,  or  the  equality  of  the 


opposite  momenta.  —  Playfair,  John, 
1853,  Fourth  Dissertation,  Encyclopaedia 
Britannica. 

It  [“Treatise  of  Algebra”]  is  the  first 
work  in  which  a  copious  history  of  the 
subject  was  mixed  with  its  theory. — 
Knight,  Charles,  ed.,  1858,  English  Cy¬ 
clopaedia. 

Not  [“Institutio  Logic®”]  rising  above 
a  humble  mediocrity,  even  at  the  date  of 
its  composition. — Hamilton,  Sir  William, 
1860,  Lectures  on  Logic,  Leeturc  ii. 

The  author  of  many  works  of  great 
learning,  ingenuity,  and  profoundness  on 
algebra,  geometry,  and  mechanical  philos¬ 
ophy.  Among  the  practical  subjects  to 
which  he  devoted  himself  were  the  deci¬ 
phering  of  secret  writing,  and  the  teach¬ 
ing  of  persons  born  deaf  to  speak.  —  Craik, 
George  L.,  1861,  English  Literature,  vol.  it. 

In  mathematical  history  Wallis  ranks 
as  the  greatest  of  Newton’s  English  pre¬ 
cursors.  He  was  as  laborious  as  he  was 
original ;  and,  by  the  judicious  use  of  his 
powers  of  generalisation,  he  prepared  all 
the  subsequent  discoveries  of  that  age. 
The  principles  of  analogy  and  continuity 
were  introduced  by  him  into  mathematical 
science.  His  interpretation  of  negative 
exponents  and  unrestricted  employment 
of  fractional  exponents  greatly  widened 
the  range  of  the  higher  algebra.  Finally, 
he  invented  the  symbol  for  infinity,  oo. 
His  memory  for  figures  was  prodigious. 
He  often  whiled  away  sleepless  nights 
with  exercises  in  mental  arithmetic.  On 
one  occasion  he  extracted  the  square  root 
of  a  number  expressed  by  fifty-three 
figures,  and  dictated  the  result  to  twenty- 
seven  places  next  morning  to  a  stranger. 
It  proved  exact.  He  made  use  of  no  special 
technique  in  performing  such  feats,  work¬ 
ing  merely  by  common  rules  on  the  black¬ 
board  of  his  own  tenacious  mind. — Glerke, 
Miss  A.  M.,  1899,  Dietionary  of  National 
Biography,  vol.  LIX,  p.  144. 
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John  Locke 

1632-1704 

Bom,  at  Wrington,  Somerset,  29  Aug.  1632.  At  Westminster  School,  1646[?]-52. 
Matric.  Ch.  Ch.,  Oxford,  as  Junior  Student,  27  Nov.  1652;  B.A.,  14  Feb.  1656;  M.A., 
29  June  1658;  Greek  Lecturer,  1661;  Reader  in  Rhetoric,  1662;  Censor  of  Mora! 
Philosophy,  1663.  Student  at  Gray’s  Inn,  1656.  Incorporated  at  Cambridge,  1663. 
Sec.  to  Sir  Walter  Yane  on  embassy  to  Brandenburg,  Dec.  1665  to  Feb.  1666.  Settled 
again  at  Oxford  on  his  return  to  England.  F.R.S.,  23  Nov.  1668.  Studied  medicine, 
and  practised  as  physician.  B.  Med.,  Oxford,  6  Feb.  1675.  Resided  in  house  of  first 
Earl  of  Shaftesbury,  as  physician,  from  1667.  Visit  to  France,  Sept.  1672.  Sec.  of 
Presentations  to  Earl  of  Shaftesbury,  when  latter  became  Lord  Chancellor,  Nov.  1672. 
Sec.  to  Council  of  Trade,  Oct.  1673-75.  At  Montpellier,  for  health,  Dec.  1675  to 
March  1677.  In  Paris,  as  tutor  to  a  son  of  Sir  John  Banks,  May  1677  to  June  1678; 
at  Montpellier,  Oct.  to  Nov.  1678;  in  Paris,  Nov.  1678  to  April  1679.  Returned  to 
England.  Resided  chiefly  with  Earl  of  Shaftesbury,  1679-81 ;  at  Oxford,  1681-83. 
Being  suspected  of  treason,  retired  to  Holland,  autumn  of  1683.  Expelled  from 
studentship  at  Ch.  Ch.,  Oxford,  Nov.  1684.  In  Holland,  1683-89.  Returned  to 
England,  Feb.  1689.  Commissioner  of  Appeals,  1689  1704.  Lived  at  Westminster, 
1689-91 ;  removed  to  Oates,  High  Laver,  Essex,  1691.  Mem.  of  Council  of  Trade, 
May  1696  to  1700.  Lived  at  Oates,  boarding  in  household  of  Sir  Francis  Masham, 
1700-04.  Died  at  Oates,  28  Oct.  1704.  Buried  in  High  Laver  Churchyard.  Works: 
“Methode  nouvelle  de  dresser  les  Recueils,”  1686  (English  trans.,  called:  “A  New 
Method  of  Making  Commonplace  Books,”  1697);  “Epistola  de  Tolerantia,”  1689 
(English  trans.  by  W.  Popple,  same  year) ;  “A  Second  Letter  concerning  Toleration” 
(signed:  “Philanthropus”),  1690;  “A  Third  Letter”  (signed:  “Philanthropus”), 
1690;  “An  Essay  concerning  Humane  Understanding,”  1680;  “Two  Treatises  of 
Government”  (anon.),  1690;  “Five  Letters  concerning  the  Inspiration  of  the  Holy 
Scriptures”  (anon.;  attrib.  to  Locke),  1690;  “Some  Considerations  of  the  conse¬ 
quences  of  the  Lowering  of  Interest”  (anon.),  1692;  “Some  Thoughts  concerning 
Education”  (anou.),  1693;  “The  Reasonableness  of  Christianity”  (anon.),  1695; 
“Short  Observations  on  a  printed  paper  intituled,  ‘For  encouraging  the  Coining  of 
Silver  Money  in  England’”  (anon.),  1695;  “Further  Considerations  Concerning  Raising 
the  Value  of  Money,”  1695;  “Letter  to  the  .  .  .  Lord  Bishop  of  Worcester,” 

1697;  “Reply  to  the  Bishop  of  Worcester’s  Answer  to  his  Letter,”  1697;  “Reply 
to  the  Bishop’s  Answer  to  his  Second  Letter,”  1697;  “A  Commonplace  Book 
in  reference  to  the  Holy  Bible”  (anon.  ;  attrib.  to  Locke),  1697.  Posthumous :  “A 
Paraphrase  and  Notes  on  the  Epistle  of  St.  Paul  to  the  Galatians”  (6  pts.),  1705- 
1707;  “The  History  of  Our  Saviour”  (anon.  ;  attrib.  to  Locke),  1705;  “Select  Moral 
Books  of  the  Old  Testament  .  .  .  paraphrased”  (anon.  ;  attrib.  to  Locke),  1706 ; 
“A  Paraphrase  and  Notes  on  the  First  Epistle  ...  to  the  Corinthians”  (anon.), 
1706;  “Posthumous  Works,”  1706;  “Some  Familiar  Letters,”  1708;  “Remains,” 
1714;  “A  Collection  of  several  Pieces,”  1720;  “Elements  of  Natural  Philosophy” 
[1750?];  “Some  thoughts  on  the  conduct  of  the  Understanding,”  1762;  “Observa¬ 
tions  upon  the  Growth  and  Culture  of  Vines  and  Olives,”  1766;  “Discourses  translated 
from  Nicole’s ‘Essays/ ”  ed.  by  T.  Hancock,  1828;  “Original  Letters  of  Locke,  A. 
Sidney  and  Lord  Shaftesbury,”  ed.  by  T.  Forster,  1830.  He  edited:  ASsop’s “Fables,” 
1703.  Collected  Works:  in  3  vols.,  1714;  in  10  vols.,  1823.  Life:  by  H.  R.  Fox 
Bourne,  1876;  by  T.  Fowler,  1880.— Sharp,  R.  Farquharson.  1897,  A  Dictionary  of 
English  Authors,  p.  170. 


PERSONAL 
If  we  consider  his  genius  and  penetrat¬ 
ing  and  exact  judgment,  or  the  strictness 
of  his  morals,  has  scarce  any  superior, 
and  few  equals,  now  living. — Sydenham, 
Thomas,  1675,  Observationes  Medicce  circa 
Morborum  Acutorum  Historium  et  Cura- 
tionem. 


John  Locke  lives  very  quietly  with  us. 
and  not  a  word  ever  drops  from  his  mouth 
that  discovers  anything  of  his  heart 
within.  Now  his  master  is  fled,  I  suppose 
we  shall  have  him  altogether.  He  seems 
to  be  a  man  of  very  good  converse,  and 
that  we  have  of  him  with  content;  as  for 
what  else  he  is  he  keeps  it  to  himself,  and 
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therefore  troubles  not  us  with  it  nor  we 
him.— Prideaux,  Humphrey,  1682,  Letter 
to  John  Ellis,  Oct.  24,  Camden  Soc.  Pub. 

Mr.  Locke  being,  as  your  Lordship  is 
truly  informed,  a  person  who  was  much 
trusted  by  the  late  Earl  of  Shaftesbury, 
and  who  is  suspected  to  be  ill-affected  to 
the  Government,  I  have  for  divers  years 
had  an  eye  upon  him  ;  but  so  close  has  his 
guard  been  on  himself,  that  after  several 
strict  inquiries,  I  may  confidently  affirm 
there  is  not  any  one  in  the  college,  how¬ 
ever  familiar  with  him,  who  has  heard 
him  speak  a  word  either  against,  or  so 
much  as  concerning  the  Government ;  and 
although  very  frequently,  both  in  public 
and  in  private,  discourses  have  been  pur¬ 
posely  introduced,  to  the  disparagement 
of  his  master,  the  Lari  of  Shaftesbury, 
his  party,  and  designs,  he  could  never  bo 
provoked  to  take  any  notice,  or  discover 
in  word  or  look  the  least  concern  ;  so  that 
I  believe  there  is  not  in  the  world  such  a 
master  of  taciturnity  and  passion.— Fell, 
John,  1684,  Letter  to  Sunderland. 

To  the  Right  Reverend  Father  in  God, 
John ,  Lord  Bishop  of  Oxon,  Dean  of  Christ- 
Church ,  and  our  trusty  and  well-beloved 
the  Chapter  there. 

Right  Reverend  Father  in  God,  and 
trusty  and  well-beloved,  we  greet  you 
well.  Whereas  we  have  received  infor¬ 
mation  of  the  factious  and  disloyal  be¬ 
haviour  of  Locke,  one  of  the  students  of 
that  our  College;  we  have  thought  fit 
hereby  to  signify  our  will  and  pleasure  to 
you,  that  you  forthwith  remove  him  from 
his  said  student’s  place,  and  deprive  him  of 
all  the  rights  and  advantages  thereunto  be¬ 
longing,  for  which  this  shall  be  your  war¬ 
rant ;  and  so  we  bid  you  heartily  farewell. 
Given  at  our  Court  at  Whitehall,  11th  day 
of  November,  1684. — By  His  Majesty’s 
Command — Sunderland. 

Sir, — Being  of  opinion  that  you  en¬ 
deavoured  to  embroil  me  with  women  and 
by  other  means,  I  was  so  much  affected 
with  it,  as  that  when  one  told  me  you 
were  sickly  and  would  not  live,  I  answered 
'twere  better  if  you  were  dead.  I  desire 
you  to  forgive  me  this  uncharitableness. 
For  I  am  now  satisfied  that  what  you  have 
done  is  just,  and  I  beg  your  pardon  for 
my  having  hard  thoughts  of  you  for  it, 
and  for  representing  that  you  struck  at 
the  root  of  morality,  in  a  principle  you 
laid  down  in  your  book  of  ideas,  and 


designed  to  pursue  in  another  book,  and 
that  I  took  you  for  a  Hobbist.  I  beg  your 
pardon  also  for  saying  or  thinking  that 
there  was  a  design  to  sell  me  an  office,  or 
to  embroil  me.  I  am  your  most  humble 
and  unfortunate  servant. — Newton,  Isaac, 
1693,  Letter  to  John  Lock. 

Feby.  By  six  weeks’  lodging  to  Mrs. 
R.  Pawling  during  my  stay  in  London, 
36s.  By  a  breast  of  mutton,  Is.  Id.  By 
3£  yds.  grey  cloth.  55s.  By  5  yds.  silk, 
for  a  waistcoat,  at  6s.  “32s.  6d.  By  one 
pair  worsted  hose,  4s.  4d.  By  4£  coat 
buttons,  3s.  4d.  One  dozen  gold  breast 
buttons,  9s.  By  bread,  cheese,  oranges, 
and  butter,  2s.  6d.  By  cherrys  and  straw - 
berrys,  2s.  6d.  By  Rhenish  wine,  one 
quart,  2s.  6d.  By  six  tarts  and  three 
cheesecakes,  3s.  9d.  By  two  papers  of 
patches,  bought  in  London  for  ray  Lady 
Masham,  Is.  By  a  porter  for  a  basket  for 
E.  Masham,  8d.  By  Gooseberrys  and 
strawberrys,  8s.  2Jd.  By  milk,  5s.  9d. 
By  ten  weeks'  lodging  in  London,  from 
April  23  to  July  3,  £3.  By  three  weeks* 
lodging  in  London,  from  September  19  to 
October  9,  18s.  By  two  weeks’  lodging 
in  London,  Dec.  7  to  22,  12s.  By  post¬ 
ages,  from  Feb.  16  till  April  23,  33s.  By 
a  pair  of  worsted  stockings,  4s.  8d.  By 
a  box  of  sugar,  bought  for  Mrs.  Cudworth, 
23s.  lOd.  By  a  brasse  locke  for  my  Lady 
Masham,  6s.  6d.  By  Thomas  Baley  for  a 
peruke,  60s.  Oct.  7.  Paid  to  Awnsham 
Churchill,  bookseller. — By  Norris’s  “Let¬ 
ters,”  3c. ;  Burnett ’c  “Sc— nc,”  6d. ; 
“Assembly’s  Confession,”  2s.  3d.;  Gas¬ 
sendi’s  “  Astronomia,”  for  my  Lady  Mas¬ 
ham,  4s.  4d.— Locke,  John,  1694,  Book 
of  Accounts. 

I  began  a  course  of  chemistry  under  the 
noted  chemist  and  rosicrucian  Peter  Sthael 
of  Strasburg,  a  strict  Lutheran,  and  a 
great  hater  of  women.  The  club  con¬ 
sisted  of  ten,  whereof  were  Frank  Turner, 
now  Bishop  of  Ely,  Benjamin  Woodroof, 
now  canon  of  Christ  Church,  and  John 
Locke  of  the  same  house,  now  a  noted 
writer.  This  same  John  Locke  was  a  man 
of  a  turbulent  spirit,  clamorous,  and  never 
contented  ;  while  the  rest  of  our  club  took 
notes  from  the  mouth  of  their  master, 
who  sal  at  the  upper  end  of  a  long  table, 
the  said  Locke  scorned  to  do  this;  but 
was  for  ever  prating  and  troublesome. — 
Wood,  Anthony,  16957-1848,  Autobiog¬ 
raphy. 
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You  will  not,  perhaps,  dislike  to  know, 
that  the  last  scene  of  Mr.  Locke’s 
life  was  no  less  admirable  than  any 
thing  else  in  him.  All  the  faculties  of 
his  mind  were  perfect  to  the  last;  but 
his  weakness,  of  which  only  he  died,  made 
such  gradual  and  visible  advances,  that  few 
people,  1  think,  do  so  sensibly  see  death 
approach  them  as  he  did.  During  all 
which  time,  no  one  could  observe  the 
least  alteration  in  his  humour,  always 
chearful,  civil,  conversible,  to  the  last 
day,  thoughtful  of  all  the  concerns  of  his 
friends,  and  omitting  no  fit  occasion  of 
giving  Christian  advice  to  all  about  him. 
In  short,  his  death  was  like  his  life, — 
truly  pious,  yet  natural,  easy,  and  unaf¬ 
fected  ;  nor  can  time,  I  think,  ever  pro¬ 
duce  a  more  eminent  example  of  reason 
and  religion  than  he  was,  living  and  dy¬ 
ing. — Masham,  Lady  Esther,  1704?  Let¬ 
ter  to  Mr.  Laughton. 

He  knew  something  of  almost  every¬ 
thing  which  can  be  useful  to  mankind, 
and  was  thoroughly  master  of  all  that  he 
had  studied,  but  he  showed  his  superiority 
by  not  appearing  to  value  himself  in  any 
way  on  account  of  his  great  attainments. 
Nobody  assumed  less  the  airs  of  a  master, 
or  was  less  dogmatical,  and  he  was  never 
offended  when  any  one  did  not  agree  with 
his  opinions.  ...  He  considered 
civility  not  only  as  something  agreeable 
and  proper  to  gain  people’s  hearts,  but 
as  a  duty  of  Christianity,  which  ought  to 
be  more  insisted  on  than  it  commonly  is. 

.  His  conversation  was  very  agree¬ 
able  to  all  sorts  of  people,  and  even  to 
ladies ;  and  nobody  was  better  received 
than  he  was  among  people  of  the  highest 
rank.  .  .  .  Those  who  courted  the 

acquaintance  of  Mr.  Locke  to  collect 
what  might  be  learned  from  a  man  of  his 
understanding,  and  who  approached  him 
with  respect,  were  surprised  to  find  in 
him  not  only  the  manners  of  a  well-bred 
man,  but  also  all  the  attention  which  they 
could  expect.  ...  He  was  very 
charitable  to  the  poor,  provided  they  were 
not  the  idle  or  the  profligate,  who  did  not 
frequent  any  church,  or  who  spent  their 
Sundays  in  an  alehouse.  He  felt,  above 
all,  compassion  for  those  who,  after  hav¬ 
ing  worked  hard  in  their  youth,  sunk  into 
poverty  in  their  old  age.  He  said,  that  it 
was  not  sufficient  to  keep  them  from 
starving,  but  that  they  ought  to  be 


enabled  to  live  with  some  comfort.  He 
sought  opportunities  of  doing  good  to  de¬ 
serving  objects;  and  often  in  his  walks  he 
visited  the  poor  of  the  neighbourhood,  and 
gave  them  the  wherewithal  to  relieve 
their  wants,  or  to  buy  the  medicines  which 
he  prescribed  for  them  if  they  were  sick, 
and  had  no  medical  aid.  He  did  not  like 
anything  to  be  wasted;  which  was,  in  his 
opinion,  losing  the  treasure  of  which  God 
has  made  us  the  economists.  He  himself 
was  very  regular,  and  kept  exact  accounts 
of  every  thing.  .  .  .  lie  was  kind  to 

his  servants,  and  showed  them  with 
gentleness  how  he  wished  to  be  served. 
He  not  only  kept  strictly  a  secret  which 
had  been  confided  to  him,  but  he  never 
mentioned  anything  which  could  prove  in¬ 
jurious,  although  lie  had  not  been  enjoined 
to  secrecy  ;  nor  did  he  ever  wrong  a  friend 
by  any  sort  of  indiscretion  or  inadvertency. 
— Le  Clerc,  Jean,  1705,  Eloge  dc  M. 
Locke ,  Bibliothequc  Choisic. 

Mr.  Locke  had  a  great  knowledge  of 
the  world,  and  of  the  business  of  it.  Pru¬ 
dent  without  being  cunning;  he  won  peo¬ 
ple’s  esteem  by  his  probity,  and  was  al¬ 
ways  safe  from  the  attacks  of  a  false 
friend,  or  a  sordid  flatterer.  Averse  to  all 
mean  complaisance  ;  his  wisdom,  his  ex¬ 
perience,  his  gentle  and  obliging  manners, 
gained  him  the  respect  of  his  inferiours, 
the  esteem  of  his  equals,  the  friendship 
and  confidence  of  the  greatest  quality. 
Without  setting  up  for  a  teacher,  he  in¬ 
structed  others  by  his  own  conduct.  He 
was  at  first  pretty  much  disposed  to  give 
advice  to  such  of  his  friends  as  he  thought 
wanted  it;  but  at  length,  finding  that, 
“good  counsels  are  very  little  effectual  in 
making  people  more  prudent,”  he  grew 
much  more  reserved  in  that  particular.  I 
have  often  heard  him  say,  that  the  first 
time  he  heard  that  maxim,  he  thought  it 
very  strange ;  but  that  experience  had 
fully  convinced  him  of  the  truth  of  it. 

But  then  Mr.  Locke  was  very 
liberal  of  his  counsels,  when  they  were 
desired;  and  no  body  ever  consulted  him 
in  vain.  An  extreme  vivacity  of  mind, 
one  of  his  reigning  qualities,  in  which 
perhaps  he  never  had  an  equal ;  his  great 
experience,  and  the  sincere  desire  he  had 
of  being  serviceable  to  all  mankind ,  soon 
furnished  him  with  the  expedients,  which 
were  most  just  and  least  dangerous.  I 
say,  the  least  dangerous;  for  what  he 
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proposed  io  himself  before  all  things  was 
to  lead  those,  who  consulted  him,  into  no 
trouble.  .  .  .  Mr.  Locke,  above  all 

things,  loved  order.  .  .  .  Never  man 

employed  his  time  better  than  Mr.  Locke. 
— Coste,  PETER,  1705,  The  character  of 
Mr.  Locke,  Nouvelles  de  la  Rcpublique  dcs 
Letlrcs,  Feb. 

In  October  170-1,  his  disorder  greatly 
increased:  on  the  27th  of  that  month. 
Lady  Masham  not  finding  him  in  his  study 
as  usual,  went  to  his  bedside,  when  he 
told  her  that  the  fatigue  of  getting  up 
the  day  before  had  been  too  much  for  his 
strength,  and  that  he  never  expected  to 
rise  again  from  his  bed.  He  said  that  he 
had  now  finished  his  career  in  this  world, 
and  that  in  all  probability  he  should  not 
outlive  the  night,  certainly  not  to  be  able 
to  survive  beyond  the  next  day  or  two. 
After  taking  some  refreshments  he  said 
to  those  present  that  lie  wished  them  all 
happiness  after  he  was  gone.  To  Lady 
Masham,  who  remained  with  him,  he  said 
that  he  thanked  God  he  had  passed  a 
happy  life,  but  that  now  he  found  that  all 
was  vanity,  and  exhorted  her  to  consider 
this  world  only  as  a  preparation  for  a 
better  state  hereafter.  He  would  not 
suffer  her  to  sit  up  with  him,  saying,  that 
perhaps  he  might  be  able  to  sleep,  but  if 
any  change  should  happen,  he  would  send 
for  her.  Having  no  sleep  in  the  night,  he 
was  taken  out  of  bed  and  carried  into  his 
study,  where  he  slept  for  some  time  in  his 
chair ;  after  waking,  he  desired  to  be 
dressed,  and  then  heard  Lady  Masham 
read  the  Psalms  apparently  with  great 
attention,  until  perceiving  his  end  to  draw 
near,  he  stopped  her,  and  expired  a  very 
few  minutes  afterwards  about  three 
o’clock  in  the  afternoon  of  the  28th  Octo¬ 
ber,  in  his  73d  year. — King,  Lord,  1829- 
30,  The  Life  of  John  Locke ,  vol.  n,  p.  45. 

We  consider  Locke  as  one  of  the  best 
examples  of  the  Christian  character. 

We  admire  Locke  as  an  example 
of  the  manly  Christian  character ;  and  the 
union  of  vast  intellectual  strength  with 
calm  and  fervent  devotion,  so  beautifully 
displayed  in  his  life  and  writings,  shows 
what  our  religion  is  when  it  resides  in  a 
powerful  mind  and  an  open  heart.  In  the 
intercourse  of  the  world,  his  gentleness 
was  like  that  of  childhood  ;  his  object  was 
to  make  others  happy,  and  while  he  ex¬ 
erted  himself  for  this  purpose,  he  kept  a 


guard  over  his  manners  that  he  might  Dot 
give  pain  by  the  slightest  inattention ;  for 
he  well  knew,  that  there  are  many  who 
will  do  kindnesses  to  others,  but  will  not 
regard  the  little  things  on  which  the  com¬ 
fort  of  life  depends.  But  though  nothing 
could  exceed  his  mildness  in  familiar  con¬ 
versation,  which  made  friends  of  all  who 
ever  knew  him,  he  was  firm  as  a  rock  on 
every  point  of  duty,  and  no  fear  of  slander 
or  injury,  nor  even  of  exile  or  bondage, 
could  induce  him  to  refrain  from  express¬ 
ing  his  convictions,  or  retract  one  word 
which  he  had  deliberately  spoken  to  the 
world.  In  these  respects,  he  was  tried, 
and  not  found  wanting;  and  the  cause  of 
civil  and  religious  freedom  numbers  him 
among  those  noble  spirits,  who,  in  every 
age,  have  put  forth  their  gigantic 
strength  to  break  the  arm  of  the  oppres¬ 
sor  and  to  set  the  prisoner  free.-— Pea¬ 
body,  W.  B.  0.,  1832,  Locke' 8  Character 
and  Writings ,  Christian  Examiner,  vol. 
11,  pp.  381,  402. 

John  Locke  hated  tyranny  and  persecu¬ 
tion  as  a  philosopher;  but  his  intellect 
and  his  temper  preserved  him  from  the 
violence  of  a  partisan.  He  had  lived  on 
confidential  terms  with  Shaftesbury,  and 
had  thus  incurred  the  displeasure  of  the 
court.  Locke’s  prudence  had,  however, 
been  such  that  it  would  have  been  to  lit¬ 
tle  purpose  to  bring  him  even  before  the 
corrupt  and  partial  tribunals  of  that  age. 
In  one  point,  however,  he  was  vulnerable. 
He  was  a  student  of  Christ  Church  in  the 
University  of  Oxford.  It  was  determined  to 
drive  him  from  that  celebrated  college  the 
greatest  man  of  whom  it  could  ever  boast ; 
but  this  was  not  easy.  Locke  had,  at  Ox¬ 
ford,  abstained  from  expressing  any 
opinion  on  the  politics  of  the  day.  Spies 
had  been  set  about  him.  Doctors  of  divin¬ 
ity  and  masters  of  arts  had  not  been 
ashamed  to  perform  the  vilest  of  all  offices, 
that  of  watching  the  lips  of  a  companion 
in  order  to  report  his  words  to  his  ruin. 
The  conversation  in  the  hall  had  been 
purposely  turned  to  irritating  topics,  to 
the  Exclusion  Bill,  and  to  the  character 
of  the  Earl  of  Shaftesbury,  but  in  vain. 
Locke  never  broke  out,  never  dissembled, 
but  maintained  such  steady  silence  and 
composure  as  forced  the  tools  of  power 
to  own  with  vexation  that  never  man  was 
so  complete  a  master  of  his  tongue  and  of 
his  passions.  When  it  was  found  that 
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treachery  could  do  nothing,  arbitrary 
power  was  used.  After  vainly  trying  to 
inveigle  Locke  into  a  fault,  the  govern¬ 
ment  resolved  to  punish  him  without  one. 
Orders  came  from  Whitehall  that  he 
should  be  ejected,  and  those  orders  the 
dean  and  canons  made  haste  to  obey. 
Macaulay,  Thomas  Babington,  1843, 
John  Locke ,  Critical  and  Historical  Essays. 

He  was  pre-eminently  a  philosopher 
that  is,  a  lover  of  wisdom.  Whether,  till 
late  in  life  at  any  rate,  it  ever  occurred 
to  him  that  he  could  teach  much  to  the 
world  may  well  be  doubted.  For  a  long 
while  he  was  content  to  do  all  he  could 
in  teaching  himself.  With  that  object  he 
studied  all  that  Oxford  could  provide  for 
him;  all  that,  in  his  student’s  quarters 
at  Christ  Church,  in  the  society  of  friends 
outside  of  the  university,  and  in  the  more 
bustling  scenes  that  he  occasionally 
visited,  he  could  learn  of  the  ways  and 
thoughts  of  men,  and  the  best  means  of 
helping  them  to  lead  worthy  and  happy 
lives.  With  that  object  he  read  all  the 
books  that  came  in  his  way,  romances  and 
travel-books  as  well  as  abstruse  treatises 
of  every  sort,  and  applied  himself  with 
special  eagerness,  not  only  to  the  medical 
and  kindred  researches  that  were  directly 
connected  with  the  practical  work  to 
which  he  was  anxious  to  devote  his  life, 
but  also  to  every  other  scientific  pursuit 
that  he  deemed  useful  in  disclosing  the 
secrets  of  nature  and  promoting  the  wel¬ 
fare  of  mankind.  With  that  object,  also 
he  accustomed  himself  to  write  down  his 
thoughts  on  all  kinds  of  subjects,  not,  it 
would  seem,  with  the  design  of  giving 
them  to  the  world,  but  in  order  thus  to 
be  the  better  able  to  test  their  value,  and 
see  how  much  truth  was  in  them. — 
Bourne,  H.  R.  Fox,  1876,  Life  of  John 
Locke,  vol.  i,  p .  145. 

His  epitaph,  in  Latin,  was  written  by 
himself,  and  the  reader  may  be  curious 
to  see  it  in  English:  “Stay,  traveler: 
near  this  place  lies  JOHN  LOCKE.  If 
you  ask  what  sort  of  man  he  was,  the 
answer  is  that  he  was  contented  with  his 
modest  lot.  Bred  a  scholar,  he  used  his 
studies  to  contend  for  truth  alone.  This 
you  may  learn  from  his  writings,  which 
will  show  you  any  thing  else  that  may  be 
said  about  him  more  faithfully  than  the 
doubtful  eulogies  of  an  epitaph.  His  vir¬ 
tues,  if  he  had  any,  were  too  slight  for 


him  to  offer  them  to  his  own  credit  or  as 
an  example  to  you.  Let  his  vices  be 
buried  with  him.  Of  good  life  you  have 
an  example,  should  you  desire  it,  in  the 
Gospel ;  of  vice,  would  there  were  none 
any  where ;  of  mortality,  surely  (and  you 
may  profit  by  it)  you  have  one  here  and 
every  where.  That  he  was  born  on  the 
29th  of  August,  1632,  and  that  he  died  on 
the  28th  of  October,  in  the  year  of  our 
Lord  1704,  this  tablet,  which  itself  will 
quickly  perish,  is  a  record.  Murray- 
Nairne,  Charles,  John  Locke,  1876, 
Harper's  Magazine,  vol.  53,  p.  924. 

An  ancestral  connection  with  Locke 
was  not  a  source  of  pride  to  Southey;  he 
respected  neither  the  philosopher’s  poli¬ 
tics  nor  his  metaphysics  ;  still,  it  is  pleas¬ 
ant,  he  says,  to  hear  of  somebody  between 
one’s  self  and  Adam  who  has  left  a  name. 

Dowden,  Edward,  1880,  Southey,  Eng¬ 
lish  Men  of  Letters,  p.  108. 

We  are  too  apt,  I  think,  to  dismiss  this 
author  from  our  thoughts  as  a  man  full 
only  of  dreary  metaphysic  subtleties;  and 
support  the  belief  with  the  story  that  our 
Jonathan  Edwards  read  his  treatise  on  the 
“Human  Understanding”  with  great  de¬ 
light  at  the  age  of  fourteen.  Yet  Locke, 
although  a  man  of  the  keenest  and  rarest 
intellect— which  almost  ethcrialized  his 
looks — -was  possessed  of  a  wonderful  deal 
of  what  he  would  have  called  “hard, 
round-about  sense;”  indeed  it  would  be 
quite  possible  to  fill  a  whole  calendar  with 
bits  of  his  printed  talk  that  would  bo  as 
pitpat  and  common-sensical  as  anything 
in  “Boor  Richard’s  Almanac.”  More¬ 
over,  he  could,  on  occasions,  tell  a  neat 
and  droll  story,  which  would  set  the  “ta¬ 
ble  in  a  roar.” — Mitchell,  Donald  G., 
1890,  English  Lands  Letters  and  Kings, 
From  Elizabeth  to  Anne,  p.  249. 

So  ended  the  prudent,  moderate,  and 
tranquil  life,  pious  and  inquisitive,  which 
began  at  Wrington  and  Beluton  in  the 
stormy  years  of  Charles  I.  On  Tuesday, 
the  31st  of  October,  they  buried  him  on 
the  sunny  side  of  the  parish  church  of 
High  Laver,  where,  almost  two  centuries 
ago,  that  serene  and  pensive  face,  pale 
and  tinged  with  sadness,  which  Kneller 
has  made  familiar  to  us  all,  was  often 
seen.  A  few  chosen  friends,  including  the 
Masham  family,  King,  Collins,  and  Coste, 
and  neighbours  at  Oates,  seem  to  have 
formed  the  little  company  who  gathered 


JOHN  LOCKE 


523 


round  his  grave,  when  the  aged  rector 
read  the  beautiful  service  of  the  Church 
of  England,  on  that  autumn  day  in  Essex. 
The  lines  of  the  Latin  inscription  com¬ 
posed  by  himself,  lately  traced  with  diffi¬ 
culty  upon  the  stone,  suggest  the  pensive 
language  of  the  “Essay’'  about  human 
memory,  in  which  it  is  suggested  that 
“the  ideas  as  well  as  the  children  of  our 
youth  often  die  before  us,  and  our  minds 
thus  represent  to  us  those  tombs  to  which 
we  are  approaching,  where,  though  the 
brass  and  marble  remain,  yet  the  inscrip¬ 
tions  are  effaced  by  time,  and  the  imagery 
moulders  away. ”  Especially  in  that  re¬ 
mote  rural  scene,  the  tomb  of  Locke  may 
touch  the  imagination  of  the  wayfarer. 
According  to  tradition,  Sir  Isaac  Newton 
was  one  of  the  first  who  visited  it. — FRA¬ 
SER,  Alexander  Campbell,  1890,  Locke 
{Philosophical  Classics),  p.  271. 

LETTERS  ON  TOLERATION 

1G89-00 

How  far  are  we,  at  this  moment, 
from  adopting  these  admirable  principles ! 
and  with  what  absurd  confidence  do  the 
enemies  of  religious  liberty  appeal  to  the 
authority  of  Mr.  Locke  for  continuing 
those  restrictions  on  conscience  which  he 
so  deeply  lamented! — Mackintosh,  Sir 
James,  1821,  Stewart’s  Introduction  to  the 
Encyclopaedia,  Edinburgh  Review,  vol.  36, 
p.  230,  note. 

It  is  hard  to  say,  whether  mankind  are 
more  indebted  to  this  illustrious  person 
as  a  philosopher,  or  as  a  politician.  The 
publication  of  his  great  work  undoubtedly 
fixed  an  era  in  the  history  of  science  :  But 
his  writings,  and  his  personal  exertions 
in  favour  of  liberty,  and  more  especially 
of  religious  Toleration,  may  be  truly  said 
to  have  had  a  greater  effect  than  can  be 
ascribed  to  the  efforts  of  any  other  in¬ 
dividual  who  bore  a  part  in  the  transac¬ 
tions  of  that  important  period.  The  true 
doctrines  of  Toleration  were  first  promul¬ 
gated  by  him,  and  in  their  fullest  extent; 
for  he  maintained  the  whole  stretch  of 
the  principle,  that  opinion  is  not  a  mat¬ 
ter  cognizable  by  the  civil  magistrate, 
and  that  belief,  being  the  result  of 
reason,  is  wholly  independent  of  the  will, 
and  neither  the  subject  of  praise  nor  of 
blame,  far  less  the  object  of  punishment 
or  of  reward.-  -Brougham,  Henry  Lord, 
1829,  Lord  King's  Life  of  John  Locke, 
Edinburgh  Review,  vol.  50,  p.  28. 


A  complete  and  satisfactory  work. — 
Bickersteth,  Edward,  1844,  The  Chris¬ 
tian  Studen 

Locke's  position  is  given  in  the  “Let¬ 
ters  on  Toleration,’’  the  first  of  which 
sufficiently  indicates  his  position.  The 
others,  devoted  to  meeting  the  cavils  of 
an  antagonist,  consist  chiefly  of  incessant 
and  wearisome  repetitions  of  the  same 
arguments.  As  in  his  other  controver¬ 
sies,  Locke  has  no  mercy  upon  the  patience 
of  his  readers. — 'Stephen,  Leslie,  1876, 
History  of  English  Thought  in  the  Eighteenth 
Century,  vol.  n,  p.  145. 

The  authorship  of  the  “Letters  on  Tol¬ 
eration,”  though  it  could  hardly  fail  to 
be  pretty  generally  known,  was  first  dis¬ 
tinctly  acknowledged  by  Locke  in  tho 
codicil  to  his  will.  Limborch,  on  being 
hard  pressed,  had  divulged  it,  in  the 
spring  of  1690,  to  Guenellon  and  Veen, 
but  they  appear,  contrary  to  what  gener¬ 
ally  happens  in  such  cases,  to  have  kept 
the  secret  to  themselves.  Locke,  how¬ 
ever,  was  much  irritated  at  the  indiscre¬ 
tion  of  Limborch,  and  for  once  wrote  him 
an  angry  letter.  “If  you  had  entrusted 
me  with  a  secret  of  this  kind,  I  would  not 
have  divulged  it  to  relation,  or  friend,  or 
any  mortal  being,  under  any  circum¬ 
stances  whatsoever.  You  do  not  know 
the  trouble  into  which  you  have  brought 
me.”— Fowler,  Thomas,  1880  Locke 
( English  Men  of  Letters),  p.  60. 

ON  THE  HUMAN  UNDERSTANDING 
IGUO 

Were  it  fit  to  trouble  thee  with  the 
history  of  this  “Essay.”  I  should  tell  thee 
that  five  or  six  friends  meeting  at  my 
chamber,  and  discoursing  on  a  subject 
very  remote  from  this,  found  themselves 
quickly  at  a  stand,  by  the  difficulties  that 
arose  on  every  side.  After  we  had  a  while 
puzzled  ourselves,  without  coming  any 
nearer  a  resolution  of  those  doubts  which 
perplexed  us,  it  came  into  my  thoughts, 
that  we  took  a  wrong  course,  and  that, 
before  we  set  ourselves  upon  inquiries  of 
that  nature,  it  was  necessary  to  examine 
our  own  abilities,  and  see  what  objects 
our  understandings  were,  or  were  not, 
fitted  to  deal  with.  This  I  proposed  to  the 
company,  who  all  readily  assented;  and 
thereupon  it  was  agreed  that  this  should 
be  our  first  inquiry.  Some  hasty  and  undi¬ 
gested  thoughts,  on  a  subject  I  had  never 
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before  considered,  which  I  set  down 
against  our  next  meeting,  gave  the  first 
entrance  into  this  discourse  ;  which,  hav¬ 
ing  been  begun  by  chance,  was  continued 
by  entreaty ;  written  by  incoherent  par¬ 
cels,  and  after  long  intervals  of  neglect, 
returned  again  as  my  humour  or  occasions 
permitted  ;  and  at  last,  in  a  retirement, 
where  an  attendance  on  my  health  gave 
me  leisure,  it  was  brought  into  that  order 
thou  now  seest  it. — Locke,  John,  1690, 
An  Essay  Concerning  Human  Understand¬ 
ing,  Epistle  to  the  Reader. 

To  none  do  we  owe  for  a  greater  ad¬ 
vancement  in  this  part  of  philosophy, 
[logic]  than  to  the  incomparable  Mr. 
Locke,  who,  in  his  “Essay  of  Human 
Understanding,"  hath  rectified  more  re¬ 
ceived  mistakes,  and  delivered  more  pro¬ 
found  truths,  established  on  experience 
and  observation,  for  the  direction  of  man’s 
mind  in  the  prosecution  of  knowledge, 
which  I  think  may  be  properly  termed 
logic,  than  are  to  be  met  with  in  all  the 
volumes  of  the  ancients.  He  has  clearly 
overthrown  all  those  metaphysical  whim¬ 
sies  which  infected  men's  brains  with  a 
spice  of  madness,  whereby  they  feigned  a 
knowledge  where  they  had  none  by  mak¬ 
ing  a  noise  with  sounds  without  clear  and 
distinct  significations. — Molyneux,  Wil¬ 
liam,  1692,  Diopterica  Nova ,  Dedication. 

Which  may  as  well  qualify  for  busi¬ 
ness  and  the  world  as  for  the  sciences 
and  a  university.  No  one  has  done 
more  towards  the  recalling  of  philosophy 
from  barbarity  into  use  and  practice  of 
the  world,  and  into  the  company  of  the 
better  and  politer  sort,  who  might  well  be 
ashamed  of  it  in  its  other  dress.  No  one 
has  opened  a  better  or  clearer  way  to 
reasoning. — Cooper,  Anthony  Ashley 
(Earl  of  Shaftesbury),  1707-16,  Let¬ 
ters  to  a  Student  at  the  University. 

After  clearing  the  way  by  setting  aside 
the  whole  doctrine  of  innate  notions  and 
principles,  both  speculative  and  practical, 
the  author  traces  all  ideas  to  two  sources, 
sensation  and  reflection ;  treats  at  large 
of  the  nature  of  ideas  simple  and  complex  ; 
of  the  operation  of  the  human  understand¬ 
ing  in  forming,  distinguishing,  compound¬ 
ing,  and  associating  them ;  of  the  manner 
in  which  words  are  applied  as  representa¬ 
tions  of  ideas;  of  the  difficulties  and  ob¬ 
structions,  in  the  search  after  truth,  which 
arise  from  the  imperfections  of  these 


signs;  and  of  the  nature,  reality,  kinds, 
degrees,  casual  hindrances,  and  necessary 
limits  of  human  knowledge. — Brucker, 
Johann  Jakob,  1742-44,  Historia  Critica 
Philosophice,  tr.  Enfield. 

It  may  be  said  that  Locke  created  the 
science  of  Metaphysics,  in  somewhat  the 
same  way  as  Newton  created  Physics. 

.  To  understand  the  soul,  its  ideas 
and  its  affections,  he  did  not  study  books; 
they  would  have  misdirected  him;  he  was 
content  to  descend  within  himself,  and 
after  having,  so  to  speak,  contemplated 
himself  a  long  while,  he  presented  in  his 
“Essay"  the  mirror  in  which  he  had  seen 
himself.  In  one  word,  he  reduced  Meta¬ 
physics  to  that  which  it  ought  to  be,  viz. 
the  experimental  physics  of  the  mind. — 
D’Alembert,  Jean  le  Rond,  1751,  Dis¬ 
cours  Preliminaire  Encyclopedic. 

Perhaps  it  was  for  mankind  a  lucky 
mistake  (for  it  was  a  mistake)  which  Mr. 
Locke  made  when  he  called  his  book,  An 
Essay  on  Human  Understanding.  For  some 
part  of  the  inestimable  benefit  of  that  book 
has,  merely  on  account  of  its  title,  reached 
to  many  thousands  more  than,  I  fear,  it 
would  have  done,  had  he  called  it  (what 
it  is  merely)  A  Grammatical  Essay,  or  a 
Treatise  on  Words,  or  on  Language. — 
Tooke,  John  Horne,  1789  1815,  The  Di¬ 
versions  of  Parley,  note. 

The  endless  disputations  of  the  learned 
led  him  to  suspect  that  they  had  their 
origin  in  an  improper  use  of  words  and  a 
defective  use  of  conceptions;  which  he 
proposed  to  rectify  by  ascertaining  the 
grounds  and  extent  of  human  knowledge, 
through  investigation  of  the  properties  of 
the  human  understanding.  This  was  the 
origin  of  his  renowned  work  on  the  Hu¬ 
man  Understanding,  by  which  he  justly 
acquired  the  greatest  distinction  for  the 
modesty  and  tolerance  of  his  way  of  think¬ 
ing,  the  clearness  and  rectitude  of  his  un¬ 
derstanding,  evinced  in  the  course  of  a 
correspondence  with  the  most  accom¬ 
plished  men  of  his  day,  and  his  penetrat¬ 
ing  acuteness  and  manly  honesty.  He  so 
far  adopted  Bacon’s  principles  that  he 
pursued  the  method  of  experiment  and 
observation,  in  preference  to  that  of  specu¬ 
lation  ;  applying  it  principally  to  our 
inner  nature.  His  method  of  philosophiz¬ 
ing. has  many  advantages,  but  at  the  same 
time  some  great  defects;  especially  that 
of  avoiding  the  great  obstacles  and 
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difficulties  in  the  course  of  philosophical 
knowledge  instead  of  directly  sounding 
them  by  a  more  radical  and  a  deeper  re¬ 
search.  .  .  .  Locke’s  great  object  and 

merit,  was  the  investigation  of  the  origin, 
reality,  limits,  and  uses  of  knowledge. 

Locke  has  also  suggested  some 
admirable  ideas  on  Language,  and  the 
abuses  to  which  it  is  liable.  .  .  It 

was  the  object  of  Locke  to  liberate  phil¬ 
osophy  from  vain  disputations  and  un¬ 
profitable  niceties;  but  his  work  had  the 
effect  of  discouraging,  by  the  facility  and 
accommodating  character  of  its  method, 
more  profound  investigation  ;  at  the  same 
time  that  he  gave  a  popular  air  to  such 
inquiries,  diminishing  the  interest  they 
excited,  and  affording  advantages  to  Ec¬ 
lecticism  and  Materialism.  -Tennemann, 
William  Gottlieij,  1812,  A  Manual  of 
the  History  of  Philosophy,  tr.  Johnson,  ed. 
Morell,  pp.  325,  326,  327. 

Locke  met  with  general  acceptance, 
just  because  his  system  was  not  so  incon¬ 
sistent  with  the  recognized  moral  princi¬ 
ples  and  feelings  of  his  time;  and  the  ex¬ 
position  of  his  views,  though  prolix,  was 
yet  easy  of  comprehension— or,  at  least, 
seemed  so.— Schlegel,  Frederick,  1815- 
59,  Lectures  on  the  History  of  Literature. 

As  the  antagonists  chiefly  contemplated 
by  Mr.  Locke  were  the  followers  of  Des¬ 
cartes,  perhaps  the  only  proposition  for 
which  he  must  necessarily  be  held  to  con¬ 
tend  was,  that  the  mind  has  no  ideas  which 
do  not  arise  from  impressions  on  the 
senses,  or  from  reflections  on  our  own 
thoughts  and  feelings.  But  it  is  certain 
that  he  sometimes  appears  to  contend  for 
much  more  than  this  proposition  ;  that  he 
has  generally  been  understood  in  a  larger 
sense;  and  that,  thus  interpreted,  his  doc¬ 
trine  is  not  irreconcilable  to  those  phil¬ 
osophical  systems  with  which  he  has  been 
supposed  to  be  most  at  variance. — ^Mack¬ 
intosh,  Sir  James,  1821,  Stewart's  Intro¬ 
duction  to  the  Encyclopedia,  Edinburgh 
Review;  vol.  36,  p.  233. 

No  serious  work  is  less  read  than  that 
of  Locke.  I  very  much  doubt  whether 
there  be  a  single  person  in  Paris  who  has 
perused  from  beginning  to  end  the  “Essay 
on  the  Human  Understanding.”  It  is 
much  talked  of  and  quoted,  but  always 
upon  trust.  ...  In  most  other  books, 
even  of  little  value,  there  are  some  in¬ 
structive  or  amusing  passages,  but  in  the 


Essay  there  is  nothing  to  console  you;  it 
is  as  dreary  as  a  vast  Arabian  desert. 
Not  the  smallest  oasis,  not  a  single  inch 
of  verdure,  to  afford  the  weary  traveller 
a  temporary  refreshment.  .  .  .  The 

proper  title  of  the  work  is  not  “An  Essay 
on  the  Human  Understanding,”  but  “An 
Essay  on  the  Understanding  of  John 
Locke.”  It  is,  in  fact,  a  full  length  por¬ 
trait  of  the  author,  executed  to  the  life. 
We  recognise  at  the  first  glance  a  man  of 
natural  good  sense  and  honesty,  but  com¬ 
pletely  bewildered  and  led  astray  by  party 
spirit,  besides  being  absolutely  deficient 
in  power  of  thinking  and  in  the  most  or¬ 
dinary  philosophical  learning. 

The  icy  dulness  of  his  style  would  have 
destroyed,  in  a  great  measure,  the  effect 
of  his  detestable  doctrines;  but  it  was 
warmed  into  life  in  the  hot-houses  of 
Paris,  and  there  brought  forth  the  revo¬ 
lutionary  monster  that  has  devoured 
Europe.  Contempt  of  Locke  is  the  beginning 
of  wisdom—  Maistre,  Joseph,  1822,  Even¬ 
ings  at  St.  Pctcrsburgh. 

Locke  is  also  a  child  of  Descartes  :  he 
is  imbued  with  his  spirit  and  his  method; 
he  rejects  every  other  authority  than  that 
of  reason,  and  he  sets  out  from  the  an¬ 
alysis  of  consciousness;  but,  instead  of 
seeing  all  the  elements  which  it  compre¬ 
hends,  without  rejecting,  entirely,  the  in¬ 
terior  element,  liberty  and  intelligence, 
he  considers  more  particularly  the  exterior 
element,  he  is  above  all  struck  with  sen¬ 
sation.  The  philosophy  of  Locke  is  a 
branch  of  Cartesianism,  but  it  is  a  strag¬ 
gling  one,  like  Spinozism. — Cousin,  Vic¬ 
tor,  1828-29,  History  of  Modern  Philoso¬ 
phy,  tr.  Wight,  vol.  I,  p.  236. 

It  is  the  glory  of  Newton  and  Locke, 
to  have  directed  their  labors  at  once,  and 
with  all  the  necessary  zeal  and  persever¬ 
ance,  to  the  most  important  subjects  in 
physical  and  intellectual  science;  and  the 
splendorof  the  results  corresponded  with, 
or  even  surpassed,  all  that  might  have 
been  expected  from  the  excellence  of  the 
new  method,  and  the  extraordinary  talent 
of  those  who  made  the  application  of  it. 
It  does  not  belong  to  our  subject  to  in¬ 
sist  on  the  value  of  the  astonishing  dis¬ 
coveries  of  Newton.  The  efforts  of  Locke 
in  an  equally  or  still  more  interesting 
field,  were  hardly  less  successful,  although 
the  truths  he  has  made  known,  from  their 
entirely  abstract  character,  are  somewhat 


526 


JOHN  LOCKE 


less  fitted  to  attract  the  attention  and 
excite  the  imagination  of  the  world  at 
large.  ...  In  the  “Essay  on  the 
Human  Understanding,”  intellectual  sci¬ 
ence  appeared  for  the  first  time  in  a  clear 
and  intelligible  shape,  unmingled  with  the 
vain  and  visionary  fancies  which  had  pre¬ 
viously  disfigured  it,  and  accessible  to  the 
plain  good  sense  of  every  cultivated 
mind.  This  great  work  is,  and  will  prob¬ 
ably  always  remain,  the  text-book  of  the 
noblest  branch  of  human  learning.  What 
higher  honor  could  mortal  ambition  attain 
or  aspire  to,  than  that  of  achieving  it?  It 
is  not,  perhaps,  free  from  errors  ;  for  what 
work  of  the  same  extent  was  ever  fault¬ 
less?  But  of  the  exceptions  that  have 
been  taken  to  it,  the  most  considerable 
have  been  or  will  be  overruled  by  the 
great  tribunal  of  public  opinion ;  and 
those  that  are  better  founded,  are  of  too 
little  consequence  to  affect  its  general 
value.— Everett.  Alexander  Hill,  1829, 
History  of  Intellectual  Philosophy,  North 
American  Review,  vol.  29,  pp.  78,  79. 

It  is  perhaps  the  first,  and  still  the 
most  complete,  chart  of  the  human  mind 
which  has  been  laid  down,  the  most  ample 
repertory  of  truths  relating  to  our  intel¬ 
lectual  being,  and  the  one  book  which  we 
are  still  compelled  to  name  as  the  most 
important  in  metaphysical  science.  Locke 
had  not,  it  may  be  said,  the  luminous  per¬ 
spicuity  of  language  we  find  in  Descartes, 
and,  when  he  does  not  soar  too  high,  in 
Malebranche ;  but  he  had  more  judgment, 
more  caution,  more  patience,  more  free¬ 
dom  from  paradox,  and  from  the  sources 
of  paradox,  vanity,  and  love  of  system, 
than  either. — Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39, 
Introduction  to  the  Literature  of  Europe , 
pt.iv,  ch.  iii,  par.  105. 

Few  among  the  great  names  in  philoso¬ 
phy  have  met  with  a  harder  measure  of 
justice  from  the  present  generation  than 
Locke,  the  unquestioned  founder  of  the 
analytic  philosophy  of  mind,  but  whose 
doctrines  were  first  caricatured,  then, 
when  the  reaction  arrived,  cast  off  by  the 
prevailing  school  even  with  contumely, 
and  who  is  now  regarded  by  one  of  the 
conflicting  parties  in  philosophy  as  an 
apostle  of  heresy  and  sophistry;  while 
among  those  who  still  adhere  to  the  stand¬ 
ard  which  he  raised,  there  has  been  a  dis¬ 
position  in  later  times  to  sacrifice  his 
reputation  in  favor  of  Hobbes;  a  great 


writer  and  a  great  thinker  for  his  time, 
but  inferior  to  Locke  not  only  in  sober 
judgment  but  even  in  profundity  and 
original  genius.  Locke,  the  most  candid  of 
philosophers,  and  one  whose  speculations 
bear  on  every  subject  the  strongest  mark 
of  having  been  wrought  out  from  the 
materials  of  his  own  mind,  has  been  mis¬ 
taken  for  an  unworthy  plagiarist,  while 
Hobbes  has  been  extolled  as  having  an¬ 
ticipated  many  of  his  leading  doctrines. — 
Mill,  John  Stuart,  1843,  System  of  Logic. 

Reiterated  depreciation  had  somewhat 
defaced  his  image  in  my  mind.  The  time 
came  however  when,  for  the  purposes  of 
this  history,  I  had  to  read  the  “Essay  on 
Human  Understanding”  once  more,  care¬ 
fully,  pen  in  hand.  The  image  of  John 
Locke  was  again  revived  within  me;  this 
time  in  more  than  its  former  splendor. 
His  modesty,  honesty,  truthfulness,  and 
directness  I  had  never  doubted  ;  but  now 
the  vigor  and  originality  of  his  mind,  the 
raciness  of  his  colloquial  style,  the  patient 
analysis  by  which  he  has  laid  open  to  us 
such  vast  tracts  of  thought,  and  above  all, 
the  manliness  of  his  truly  practical  under¬ 
standing,  are  so  strongly  impressed  upon 
me,  that  I  feel  satisfied  the  best  answer  to 
his  critics  is  to  say,  “ Read  him.”  From 
communion  with  such  a  mind  as  his,  noth¬ 
ing  but  good  can  result.  He  suggests  as 
much  as  he  teaches.  Lewes,  George 
Henry,  1845  67,  Biographical  History  of 
Philosophy. 

Its  empiricism  is  clear  as  day.  The 
mind,  according  to  it,  is  in  itself  bare, 
and  only  a  mirror  of  the  outer  world, — a 
dark  space  which  passively  receives  the 
images  of  external  objects  ;  its  whole  con¬ 
tent  is  made  by  the  impressions  furnished 
it  by  material  things.  Nihil  est  in  in- 
tellectu,  quod  non  fuerit  in  sensu — is  the 
watchword  of  this  standpoint.  .  . 

It  is  true  that  Locke  was  not  always  logic¬ 
ally  consistent,  and  in  many  points  did 
not  thoroughly  carry  out  his  empiricism: 
but  we  can  clearly  see  that  the  road  which 
will  be  taken  in  the  farther  development 
of  this  direction,  will  result  in  a  thorough 
denial  of  the  ideal  factor. — Schwegler, 
Albert,  1848?  History  of  Philosophy  in 
Epitome,  tr.  Seelye. 

It  is  impossible  to  deny  that  the  im¬ 
mortal  “Essay”  is  disfigured  by  serious 
blemishes — by  some  errors,  and  many  in¬ 
consistencies  and  ambiguities.  The  latter 
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flowed  chiefly  from  that  figurative  and 
popular  style  which  is  yet  one  of  its  most 
attractive,  as  well  as  serviceable  features ; 
but  partly  also  from  the  desultory  manner 
in  which  the  “Essay”  was  composed,  and 
the  length  of  time  (nearly  twenty  years) 
occupied  in  its  completion.  This  allowed, 
it  is  true,  time  for  elaboration  ;  but  it  also 
allowed  time  for  the  “sleepy  nods”  which 
proverbially  overtake  a  man  in  a  ‘‘long 
work;”  and  for  those  variations  which 
are  sure  to  characterise  every  large  edi¬ 
fice  when  it  is  an  aggregate  of  accretions. 
Hence  the  apparent,  and  sometimes  real 
consistencies  and  ambiguities  of  expression 
which  are  found  in  Locke's  frequent  rep¬ 
etitions  of  the-same  or  similar  thoughts, 
and  which  have  made  it  possible  for  critics 
to  fight  so  long  even  over  the  fundamental 
principles  of  his  philosophy. — Rogers, 
Henry,  1854,  John  Locke,  Edinburgh  Re¬ 
view,  vol.  99,  p.  402. 

Locke  himself,  by  his  training  and 
associations,  would  naturally  occupy  the 
ground  of  mediation.  His  education  as  a 
physician,  his  sympathy  with  the  new 
physics  which  were  coming  into  notice, 
and  his  cool  and  tolerant  temper,  all  con¬ 
tributed  to  this  tendency.  The  temper  of 
his  times  was  practical  rather  than  specu¬ 
lative,  cautious  rather  than  adventurous, 
critical  and  analytic  rather  than  bold  and 
dogmatic.  The  Essay  on  the  human  under¬ 
standing  did  not  attain  the  form  in  which 
we  find  it,  till  the  sixth  edition.  The  first 
edition  contains  not  even  the  rudiment  of 
the  celebrated  chapter  on  the  Association 
of  Ideas,  which  subsequently  obtained  such 
extensive  currency  among  English  psy¬ 
chologists,  and  so  decided  an  influence 
over  English  speculation.  This  is  the 
more  surprising  if  we  consider  that 
Hobbes  distinctly  recognizes  the  law  of  as¬ 
sociation  and  attaches  to  it  great  import¬ 
ance.  In  the  first  edition  the  distinction 
between  desire  and  will — of  which  so 
much  was  subsequently  made,  is  not 
recognized  —  the  necessitarianism  of 
Hobbes  is  broadly  asserted,  and  liberty  is 
limited  to  the  power  of  acting. 

It  should  be  observed  also  that  the  essay 
is  more  logical  or  metaphysical  than 
psychological  in  its  aims.  Sir  Isaac  New¬ 
ton  terms  it  “your  book  of  ideas,”  in  a 
letter  of  apology  to  its  author.  The 
criticisms  upon  it  and  the  replies  which 
they  called  forth,  indicate  that  its  doctrine 


of  ideas  was  the  chief  feature  which 
attracted  the  public  attention.  If  we 
compare  the  essay  with  the  Tort  Royal 
Logic,  then  well  known  in  England,  and 
especially  if  we  view  attentively  Locke’s 
own  account  of  the  design  of  his  essay, 
we  shall  be  satisfied  that  he  did  not  so 
much  propose  to  give  a  complete  outline 
of  the  powers  of  man  as  to  analyze  the 
different  forms  of  human  knowledge  into 
their  ultimate  elements.  The  critics  and 
antagonists  of  Locke  all  confirm  this  view. 
They  criticize  and  assail  his  positions  on 
the  ground  of  their  supposed  inconsistency 
with  important  theological,  practical,  or 
scientific  truths  rather  than  in  respect  to 
their  psychological  validity.— Ueberweg, 
Friedrich,  1871,  History  of  Philosophy, 
tr.  Morris,  vol.  II,  pp.  363,  364. 

It  was  the  most  renowned  treatise  of 
its  time.  It  was  the  book  of  its  genera¬ 
tion.  Its  fame,  as  we  have  already  noted, 
was  not  confined  to  Great  Britain  and 
Ireland,  but  extended  to  France,  Germany, 
and  even  Italy.  Its  author  was  believed 
to  have  taken  a  new  departure  in  the 
study  of  mind.  His  doctrines  were  ac¬ 
cepted  as  the  truth  by  all  parties,  be¬ 
lievers  and  skeptics  alike.  He  was  the 
master  metaphysician;  and  we  have  found 
that  the  imperfection  of  his  work  lay  not 
in  his  method,  which  was  the  only  true 
one,  but  in  his  neglect  to  observe  it  stead¬ 
fastly  in  his  own  practice.- — Murray- 
Nairne,  Charles,  1876,  John  Locke, 
Harper's  Magazine,  vol.  53,  p.  920, 

Probably  intended  by  his  father  to  be 
a  theologian,  certainly  intending  himself 
to  be  a  physician,  and  deeply  imbued  all 
through  his  life  by  a  religious  spirit  while 
he  was  persistent  in  his  devotion  to  medi¬ 
cal  pursuits,  these  diverse,  though  not  in 
his  case  contrary,  influences  greatly 
affected  his  philosophical  studies.  It  was 
at  no  time  possible  for  him  to  believe 
that  he  could  find  out  everything,  or  even 
to  desire,  in  this  life,  to  do  so;  least  of 
all  did  he  desire,  or  was  it  possible  for 
him,  so  to  reject  all  that  he  could  not 
understand  as  to  lose  his  belief  in  God  or 
to  take  no  account  of  him  in  his  studies; 
he  only  thought  that  he  should  serve  God 
best  by  striving  to  find  out  what  powers 
of  intellect  he  had  endowed  men  with  and 
how  they  ought  to  use  them.  This  may 
have  been  to  a  certain  degree  a  bias,  and 
may  to  some  extent  have  led  him  towards 
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dogmatism ;  but  never  was  an  avowed 
theologian  more  free  from  either  fault. 

.  .  .  No  man  ever  strove  more,  or  did 

more,  to  bring  metaphysics  out  of  the 
desert  of  idle  speculation  or  the  dream¬ 
land  of  foolish  fancy  into  the  domain  of 
common-sense  and  every-day  life ;  and  no 
metaphysician  ever  concerned  himself 
more,  or  more  worthily,  with  the  practi¬ 
cal  business  of  his  own  time  and  country. 
—Bourne,  H.  R.  Fox.  1876,  Life  of  John 
Locke ,  vol.  ir,  pp.  525,  528. 

The  conditions  and  surrounding  that 
matured  Locke  are  distinctly  opposed  to 
those  which  produce  the  great  German 
thinkers.  It  is,  indeed,  especially  when 
compared  with  the  German  school  that 
Locke’s  genius  appears  most  striking. 
Both  have  travelled  on  the  long  and  diffi¬ 
cult  journey  after  truth.  Both  have  reaped 
the  gratitude  of  mankind.  But  their  paths 
diverged.  Locke  found  food  for  thought 
in  the  brilliant  yet  boisterous  age  which 
surrounded  him  at  the  courts  of  kings  and 
the  mansions  of  great  noblemen,  while  the 
master  minds  of  Germany  seem  to  have 
been  inspired  only  by  the  solitude  of  great 
universities  and  the  silence  of  great  libra¬ 
ries.  Locke  developed  the  “Essay  Con¬ 
cerning  Human  Understanding”  in  the 
excitement  and  turmoil  of  London  life 
amidst  a  marvellous  variety  of  active  pur¬ 
suits.  Kant  evolved  the  “Kritik  der 
Reinen  Vernunft”  in  the  solitudes  of  Kon- 
igsberg.  Kant  devoted  a  life  to  his  work, 
Locke  a  few  leisure  hours.  Locke  was 
the  amateur,  Kant  the  professional.  Yet 
the  amateur  can  scarce  be  mentioned  with 
less  gratitude  or  respect. — Rice,  A.  T., 
1877,  Contemporary  Literature ,  North 
American  Review,  vol.  124,  p.  138. 

Many  of  its  individual  doctrines,  doubt¬ 
less.  could  not  now  be  defended  against 
the  attacks  of  hostile  criticism,  and  some 
even  of  those  which  are  true  in  the  main, 
are  inadequate  or  one-sided.  But  its  ex¬ 
cellence  lies  in  its  tone,  its  language,  its 
method,  its  general  drift,  its  multiplicity 
of  topics,  the  direction  which  it  gave  to 
the  thoughts  and  studies  of  reflecting  men 
for  many  generations  subsequent  to  its 
appearance.  ...  He  may  almost  be 
said  to  have  recreated  that  philosophy. 
There  is  hardly  a  single  French  or  English 
writer  (and  we  may  add  Kant)  down  to 
the  time  of  Dugald  Stewart,  or  even  of 
CouBin,  Hamilton,  and  J.  S,  Mill,  who 


does  not  profess  either  to  develope 
Locke’s  system,  or  to  supplement,  or  to 
criticise  it.  Followers,  antagonists,  and 
critics  alike  seem  to  assume  on  the  part 
of  the  reader  a  knowledge  of  the  “Essay 
on  the  Human  Understanding,”  and  to 
make  that  the  starting-point  of  their  own 
speculations.  The  office  which  Bacon  as¬ 
signs  to  himself  with  reference  to  knowl¬ 
edge  generally  might  well  have  been 
claimed  by  Locke  with  reference  to  the 
science  of  mind.  Both  of  them  did  far 
more  than  merely  play  the  part  of  a  herald, 
but  of  both  alike  it  was  emphatically  true 
that  they  “rang  the  bell  to  call  the  other 
wits  together.  Fowler,  Thomas,  1880, 
Locke  ( English  Men  of  Letters),  pp.  148,150. 

It  is  an  earnest  appeal  in  favour  of  de¬ 
votion  to  the  attainment  of  truth,  and  an 
exposure  of  all  the  various  sources  of 
error,  moral  and  intellectual ;  more 
especially  prejudices  and  bias.  There  are 
not,  however,  many  references  to  book 
study;  and  such  as  we  find  are  chiefly 
directed  to  the  one  aim  of  painful  and 
laborious  examination,  first,  of  an  author’s 
meaning,  and  next  of  the  goodness  of  his 
arguments.  -Bain,  Alexander,  1884, 
Practical  Essays,  p.  209. 

He  received  £30  for  the  copyright, 
about  the  same  sum  as  Kant  received, 
ninety-one  years  after,  for  his  “Kritik  of 
Pure  Reason,” — the  philosophical  com¬ 
plement  to  the  “Essay.”  These  two  great 
works  are  the  fountains  of  the  philosophy 
of  our  epoch,  the  one  dominating  philo¬ 
sophical  thought  in  the  eighteenth,  and 
the  other,  partly  by  reaction,  in  the  nine¬ 
teenth  century. — Fraser,  Alexander 
Campbell,  1890,  Locke  ( Philosophical 
Classics),  p.  87. 

You  will  not  find  this  world  of  Locke 
an  exciting  one. — Royce,  Josiah,  1892, 
The  Spirit  of  Modern  Philosophy,  p.  85. 

Became  at  once  the  leading  philosopher 
of  his  time.  .  .  Locke’s  authority 

as  a  philosopher  was  unrivalled  in  Eng¬ 
land  during  the  first  half  of  the  eight¬ 
eenth  century,  and  retained  great  weight 
until  the  spread  of  Kantian  doctrines. 
His  masculine  common  sense,  his  mod¬ 
esty  and  love  of  truth  have  been  uni¬ 
versally  acknowledged ;  and  even  his 
want  of  thoroughness  and  of  logical 
consistency  enabled  him  to  reflect  more 
fully  the  spirit  of  a  period  of  com¬ 
promise.  His  spiritual  descendant,  J.  S. 
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Mill,  indicates  his  main  achievement  by 
calling  him  the  “unquestioned  founder  of 
the  analytic  philosophy  of  mind.”  By 
fixing  attention  upon  the  problem  of  the 
necessary  limits  of  thought  and  investiga¬ 
ting  the  origin  of  ideas,  his  writings  led 
to  the  characteristic  method  of  his  Eng¬ 
lish  successors,  who  substituted  a  scien¬ 
tific  psychology  for  a  transcendental  meta¬ 
physic.  Ilis  own  position,  however,  was 
not  consistent,  and  very  different  systems 
have  been  affiliated  upon  his  teaching. 
His  famous  attack  upon  “innate  ideas” 
expressed  his  most  characteristic  ten¬ 
dency,  and  was  generally  regarded  as  vic¬ 
torious ;  but  critics  have  not  agreed  as  to 
what  is  precisely  meant  by  “innate 
ideas,”  and  Hamilton,  for  example,  main¬ 
tains  that  if  Locke  and  Descartes,  at 
whom  he  chiefly  aimed,  had  both  expressed 
themselves  clearly,  they  would  have  been 
consistent  with  each  other  and  with  the 
truth.  Hume’s  scepticism  was  the  most 
famous  application  of  Locke’s  method ; 
but  Reid  and  his  follower  Dugald  Stew¬ 
art,  while  holding  that  the  theory  of 
“ideas”  accepted  by  Locke  would  logic¬ 
ally  lead  to  Hume,  still  hold  that  a  sound 
philosophy  can  be  constructed  upon 
Locke's  method,  and  regard  him  as  one  of 
the  great  teachers.  In  France,  Locke's 
name  is  said  to  have  been  first  made  popu¬ 
lar  by  Fontenelle.  He  was  enthusiastically 
admired  by  Voltaire  and  by  d’Alembert, 
Diderot,  Helvetius,  and  their  contempo¬ 
raries.  Condillac,  his  most  conspicuous 
disciple  in  philosophy,  gave  to  his  teach¬ 
ing  the  exclusively  sensational  turn  which 
Locke  would  have  apparently  disavowed. 
— Stephen,  Leslie,  1893,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography,  vol.  xxxiv,  pp.  32,  35. 

Notwithstanding  its  enormous  influence, 
the  “Essay”  contains  very  little  in  the 
way  of  definite  solution  of  philosophical 
problems.  The  results  attained  by  Hobbes 
and  by  Berkeley  are  as  much  more  definite 
than  Locke’s  as  their  literary  style  is 
superior  to  his.  The  place  of  Locke  in 
English  philosophy  is  like  that  of  Kant  in 
German  philosophy.  He  takes  up  the 
‘problem  of  “criticism  of  knowledge,  ”  and 
determines  the  questions  that  his  succes¬ 
sors  shall  put  to  themselves.  Berkeley  is 
directly  dependent  on  Locke  for  his  start¬ 
ing-point,  as  Hume  is  in  turn  on  Berkeley 
and  Locke. — Whittaker,  T.,  1895,  So¬ 
cial  England,  ed.  Traill,  vol.  iv,  p.  564. 


ON  EDUCATION 

Education  in  England  has  been  in 
danger  of  being  hurt  by  two  of  its  great¬ 
est  men,  Milton  and  Locke.  Milton’s  plan 
is  impracticable,  and  I  suppose  has  never 
been  tried.  Locke’s,  1  fancy,  has  been 
tried  often  enough,  but  is  very  imperfect: 
it  gives  too  much  to  one  side,  and  too 
little  to  the  other;  it  gives  too  little  to 
literature. — Johnson,  Samuel,  1778,  Life 
by  Boswell. 

He  has  uttered,  to  say  the  least,  more 
good  sense  on  the  subject  than  will  be 
found  in  any  preceding  writer.  Locke  was 
not  like  the  pedants  of  his  own  or  other 
ages,  who  think  that  to  pour  their  wordy 
book-learning  into  the  memory  is  the  true 
discipline  of  childhood.  .  .  .  Much 

has  been  written,  and  often  well,  since 
the  days  of  Locke:  but  he  is  the  chief 
source  from  which  it  lias  been  ultimately 
derived ;  and,  though  the  1  ‘ Emile”  is  more 
attractive  in  manner,  it  may  be  doubtful 
whether  it  is  as  rational  and  practicable 
as  the  “Treatise  on  Education.”  If  they 
have  both  the  same  defect,  that  their 
authors  wanted  sufficient  observation  of 
children,  it  is  certain  that  the  caution  and 
sound  judgment  of  Locke  have  rescued 
him  better  from  error.  There  are,  in¬ 
deed,  from  this  or  from  other  causes, 
several  passages  in  the  “Treatise  on  Edu¬ 
cation”  to  which  we  cannot  give  an  un¬ 
hesitating  assent.  Locke  appears  to  have 
somewhat  exaggerated  the  efficacy  of  ed¬ 
ucation.  This  is  an  error  on  the  right 
side  in  a  work  that  aims  at  persuasion  in 
a  practical  matter ;  but  we  are  now  look¬ 
ing  at  theoretical  truth  alone.  Hallam, 
Henry,  1837  39,  Introduction  to  the  Liter¬ 
ature  of  Europe,  pt.  iv,  ch.  iv,  pars.  54,  55. 

When  an  English  University  established 
an  examination  for  future  teachers,  the 
“special  subjects”  first  set  were  “Locke 
and  Dr.  Arnold.”  The  selection  seems 
to  me  a  very  happy  one.  Arnold  greatly 
affected  the  spirit  and  even  the  organi¬ 
zation  of  our  public  schools  at  a  time  when 
the  old  schools  were  about  to  have  new 
life  infused  into  them,  and  when  new 
schools  were  to  be  started  on  the  model 
of  the  old.  He  is  perhaps  the  greatest 
educator  of  the  English  type,  i.  e.,  the 
greatest  educator  who  had  accepted  the 
system  handed  down  to  him  and  tried  to 
make  the  best  of  it.  Locke  on  the  other 
hand,  whose  reputation  is  more  European 
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than  English,  belongs  rather  to  the  con¬ 
tinental  type.  Like  his  disciple  Rousseau 
and  like  Rousseau's  disciples  the  French 
Revolutionists,  Locke  refused  the  tra¬ 
ditional  system  and  appealed  from  tradi¬ 
tion  and  authority  to  reason.  We  English 
revere  Arnold,  but  so  long  as  the  history 
of  education  continues  to  be  written,  as 
it  has  been  written  hitherto,  on  the  Con¬ 
tinent,  the  only  Englishman  celebrated  in 
it  will  be  as  now  not  the  great  school¬ 
master  but  the  great  philosopher. — Quick, 
Robert  Herbert,  1868-90,  Essays  on 
Educational  Reformers ,  p.  219. 

The  great  defect  of  this  tractate  (but 
its  brevity  makes  the  defect  of  less  im¬ 
portance)  is  its  singular  want  of  method. 
In  fact,  it  appears  never  to  have  undergone 
revision.  The  author  seems  to  throw  to¬ 
gether  his  remarks  and  precepts  without 
any  attempt  at  order,  and  he  never  misses 
any  opportunity  of  repeating  his  attacks 
on  what  he  evidently  regarded  as  being, 
in  his  own  time,  the  main  hindrances  to 
the  acquisition  of  a  sound  understanding 
— prejudice  and  pedantry.  But  in  just¬ 
ness  of  observation,  incisiveness  of 
anguage,  and  profound  acquaintance 
vith  the  workings  of  the  human  mind, 
there  are  many  passages  which  will  bear 
comparison  with  anything  he  has  written. 

.  .  .  Except  for  the  inveterate  and 

growing  custom  of  confining  works  em¬ 
ployed  in  education  to  such  as  can  be 
easily  lectured  on  and  easily  examined  in, 
it  is  difficult  to  understand  why  this 
“student’s  guide,”  so  brief,  and  abound¬ 
ing  in  such  valuable  cautions  and  sugges¬ 
tions,  should  have  so  nearly  fallen  into 
desuetude.— Fowler,  Thomas,  1880,  Locke 
{English  Men.  of  Letters ),  pp.  177,  178. 

One  of  the  most  attractive  traits  in 
Locke’s  character  wa3  his  sympathy  with 
children.  One  feels  that,  childless  though 
he  was,  yet  in  writing  these  counsels  con¬ 
cerning  their  proper  education,  he  is  per¬ 
forming  a  labor  of  love.  The  work  is  re¬ 
markable  for  the  due  and  catholic  regard 
evinced  for  every  means  of  education 
necessary  for  a  perfect  manhood,  in  body 
as  well  as  in  knowledge  and  character. 
But  there  is  in  it  no  false  sentimentalism. 
The  truest  love  is  the  firmest. — Morris, 
George  S.,  1880,  British  Thought  and, 
Thinkers ,  p.  199. 

Virtue,  practical  worldly  wisdom,  good¬ 
breeding,  and  last,  “though  this  may  seem 


strange  in  the  mouth  of  a  bookish  man,” 
learning,  as  something  which  may  bo 
easily  and  incidentally  had  “into  the  bar¬ 
gain,”  are  the  objects  of  education  in  the 
order  of  their  importance.  To  this  ex¬ 
tent  character  is  the  product  of  education, 
as  knowledge  is  of  experience,  so  that 
here  again  Locke  is  most  modern  and 
most  German.— Hall,  Granville  Stan¬ 
ley,  1881,  Aspects  of  German  Culture,  p. 
126. 

The  ideas  on  education  first  mooted  in 
an  irregular  and  jesting  manner  by  Ra¬ 
belais,  then  developed  and  made  current 
in  good  society  by  Montaigne,  were 
popularised  in  England  by  Locke,  and 
through  him  exercised  a  mighty  influence 
over  Europe  in  the  fimile  of  Rousseau. 
Although  Locke's  “Thoughts  on  Educa¬ 
tion”  are  probably  little  read  in  the 
present  day,  they  have  had  a  powerful 
effect  on  the  attitude  of  English  society 
toward  education,  and,  consciously  or 
unconsciously,  they  determine  the  charac¬ 
ter  of  our  most  characteristic  educational 
institution,  the  English  public  school. 
These  schools,  on  their  intellectual  sides 
the  creation  of  John  Sturm  and  the  Jesu¬ 
its,  have  been  deeply  penetrated  by  the 
spirit  of  naturalism,  but  we  imagine  that 
few  of  those  who  defend  the  fresh  air  and 
healthy  exercise,  the  self-government  and 
the  savoirfaire  which  our  public  schools 
provide  with  such  success,  have  any  idea 
that  the  principles  which  they  support 
from  prejudice  have  their  origin  in  the 
theories  of  two  such  philosophers  as 
Locke  and  Rousseau. — Browning,  Oscar, 
1881,  An  Introduction  to  the  History  of 
Educational  Theories ,  p.  102. 

Of  all  Locke’s  works,  “Some  Thoughts 
Concerning  Education”  is  perhaps  the 
most  universally  approved,  and  it  is  in 
truth  a  golden  treatise,  the  very  incarna¬ 
tion  of  good  sense  and  right  feeling;  and 
more  useful  in  its  own  time  than  it  can  be 
now  that  the  errors  which  Locke  especially 
assailed  have  become  contrary,  instead  of 
congenial,  to  the  general  spirit  of  the 
age.  The  prevailing  tone,  the  confidence 
in  human  nature  rightly  treated,  the  ab¬ 
horrence  of  the  merely  arbitrary  and 
despotic,  render  the  work  an  epoch  in  the 
history  of  culture,  and,  compared  with 
the  coarse  maxims  of  a  Defoe,  or  even 
the  “Whole  Duty  of  Man’s”  exclusive 
reliance  upon  authority,  show  how  greatly 
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Locke  was  beyond  his  contemporaries  in 
enlightenment  and  the  genuine  spirit  of 
humanity.  The  insight  and  penetration 
into  children’s  characters  are  surprising 
in  a  man  who  had  no  children  of  his  own, 
or  much  direct  concern  with  the  educa¬ 
tion  of  the  children  of  others.  They 
prove  that  Locke  must  have  been  a  most 
careful  and  accurate  observer.  If  there 
is  a  fault  in  the  treatise,  it  is  that  the 
range  of  view  is  not  always  sufficiently 
wide,  and  that  tho  author’s  precepts  are 
too  exclusively  propounded  with  refer¬ 
ence  to  the  individual,  and  too  little  with 
a  view  to  the  general  advantage  of  so¬ 
ciety.— Garnett,  Richard,  1895,  The 
Age  of  Dryden,  p.  1G3. 

ON  GOVERNMENT 

For  my  own  part,  I  must  confess,  that, 
in  these  latter  chapters  of  Locke  on  Gov¬ 
ernment,  I  see,  what  sometimes  appears 
in  his  other  writings,  that  the  influence  of 
temporary  circumstances  on  a  mind  a  lit¬ 
tle  too  susceptible  of  passion  and  resent¬ 
ment,  had  prevented  that  calm  and  patient 
examination  of  all  the  bearings  of  this  ex¬ 
tensive  subject  which  true  philosophy  re¬ 
quires.  -Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39,  In¬ 
troduction  to  the  Literature  of  Europe ,  pt. 
iv,  ck.  iv,  par.  100. 

In  1669  a  Constitution  for  the  Carolinas 
was  framed  by  the  celebrated  John  Locke ; 
and  so  widely  different  is  practical  states¬ 
manship  from  profound  philosophy,  that 
it  was  found  altogether  unmanageable, 
grounded  on  principles  extremely  illiberal 
and  wholly  inconsistent  with  its  author’s 
theoretical  love  of  freedom.  It  was  uni¬ 
versally  disliked  and  vehemently  opposed  ; 
nor  did  the  colony,  according  to  the  com¬ 
mon  tradition,  ever  enjoy  a  day  of  peace 
or  happiness  under  it,  till  in  1693  it  was 
abandoned  and  the  old  government  re¬ 
stored —Brougham,  Henry  Lord,  1840- 
44,  Political  Philosophy ,  pt.  iii. 

Hobbes  seems  to  have  been  one  of  the 
first  who  had  any  thing  like  a  distinct 
perception  of  the  real  source  of  wealth. 

.  .  .  Locke,  however,  had  a  much 

clearer  apprehension  of  this  doctrine.  His 
“Essay  on  Civil  Government,”  published 
in  1689,  is,  in  fact,  the  earliest  work  in 
which  the  true  sources  of  wealth  are  dis¬ 
tinctly  pointed  out.  .  .  .  Locke  has 

here  all  but  completely  established  the 
fundamental  principle  which  lies  at  the 


bottom  of  the  science  of  wealth.  .  .  . 

But  though  Locke  gave,  in  the  passage 
referred  to  above,  a  far  more  distinct  and 
comprehensive  statement  of  the  funda¬ 
mental  principle  that  labour  is  the  grand 
source  of  value,  and  consequently  of 
wealth,  than  is  to  be  found  even  in  the 
“Wealth  of  Nations,”  it  was  but  little  at¬ 
tended  to  either  by  his  contemporaries  or 
by  subsequent  inquirers.  Locke  was  not 
himself  aware  of  the  vast  importance  of 
the  principle  he  had  developed  ;  and  three- 
quarters  of  a  century  elapsed  before  it  be¬ 
gan  to  be  generally  perceived  that  an  in¬ 
quiry  into  the  means  by  which  labour 
might  be  rendered  most  efficient  was  the 
object  of  that  portion  of  political  economy 
which  treats  of  the  production  of  wealth. 
— McCulloch,  John  Ramsay,  1845,  Liter¬ 
ature  of  Political  Economy. 

John  Locke  hated  tyranny  and  persecu¬ 
tion  as  a  philosopher;  but  his  intellect 
and  his  temper  preserved  him  from  the 
violence  of  a  partisan. — Macaulay, 
Thomas  Babington,  1849-55,  History  of 
England. 

Locke’s  work  on  Civil  Government  con¬ 
tains  incidental  arguments,  subordinate 
to  its  philosophical  principles,  some  of 
which  are  of  great  merit.  It  contains  the 
earliest  recognition  of  the  true  sources 
of  wealth  and  value.  Locke  was  among 
the  first  to  see  distinctly  that  gold  and 
silver  are  not  real  wealth ;  that  a  State 
unprovided  with  either,  if  well  supplied 
with  food  and  other  useful  articles,  would 
be  wealthy;  while  it  must  perish,  how¬ 
ever  abundant  its  supply  of  the  precious 
metals,  so  long  as  it  could  not  exchange 
them  for  the  means  of  subsistence.  He 
enlarges  upon  the  dependence  of  wealth 
on  labour,  and  of  human  labour  on  in¬ 
dividual  freedom,  and  touches  principles 
which  are  at  the  root  of  modern  socialism. 

.  .  .  Locke’s  appeals  to  ethical  prin¬ 

ciples  in  the  “Treatise  on  Government” 
usually  presuppose  that  they  are  founded 
in  the  reason  or  nature  of  things,  inde¬ 
pendently  of  utilitarian  considerations,  al¬ 
though  he  is  always  ready  to  reinforce 
moral  rules  by  considerations  of  pleasure 
and  pain  as  the  motive  to  action.  In 
treating  of  natural  law  he  is  some 
points  in  advance  of  Grotius  and  Puffen- 
dorf. — Fraser,  -Alexander  Campbell, 
1890,  Locke  ( Philosophical  Classics),  pp. 
101,  102. 
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COMMENTARIES 

It  contains  [“On  St.  Paul”]  much  im¬ 
portant  truth  and  some  very  considerable 
errors.  Locke  read  St.  Paul  with  great 
attention,  and  yet  missed  his  meaning  on 
some  leading  subjects.  His  ideas  of  the 
person  of  Christ,  of  the  doctrine  of  justifi¬ 
cation  by  faith,  and  the  character  and 
privileges  of  the  Christian  Church,  are 
grossly  erroneous.  But,  apart  from  his 
theological  errors,  his  work  possesses 
very  considerable  merit.  He  set  the  ex¬ 
ample,  in  English,  of  a  style  of  criticizing 
the  New  Testament  which  was  afterwards 
followed  by  Pierce  and  Benson,  who,  in  a 
series  of  similar  works,  completed  the 
epistolary  part  of  the  New  Covenant. 
Orme,  William,  1824,  Bibliotheca  Biblica. 

Locke  himself  is  far  from  being  a 
scriptural  writer.  .  .  ■  .  He  concurred 

with  the  Arrainians,  and  was  intimate 
with  their  leaders  in  Holland. 

Whatever  desire  of  peace  and  union  among 
Christians  may  have  actuated  him,  we 
cannot  but  consider  that  his  influence  has 
been  decidedly  prejudicial  to  the  pure 
gospel  of  Christ.  .  .  .  We  cannot 

acquit  him  of  a  tendency  to  Socinian 
principles.  His  works  must  therefore  be 
read  with  caution. — Bickersteth,  Ed¬ 
ward,  1844,  The  Christian  Student. 

It  is  needless  to  remark  that  these  com¬ 
mentaries  are  distinguished  by  sound, 
clear  sense,  and  by  a  manifest  spirit  of 
candour  and  fairness.  They  are  often 
quoted  with  approbation  by  commentators 
of  the  last  century.  But  in  the  present 
more  advanced  state  of  grammatical  and 
historical  criticism,  they  are  likely  to  re¬ 
main,  as  they  noware,  the  least  consulted 
of  all  his  works. — Fowler,  Thomas,  1880, 
Locke  ( English  Men  of  Letters) ,  p.  166. 

GENERAL 

I  will  forbear  to  speak  of  the  valuable¬ 
ness  of  his  works.  The  general  esteem 
they  have  attained,  and  will  preserve,  as 
long  as  good  sense  and  virtue  are  left  in 
the  world ;  the  service  they  have  been  of 
to  England  in  particular,  and  universally 
to  all  that  set  themselves  seriously  to  the 
search  of  truth,  and  the  study  of  Christi¬ 
anity,  are  their  best  eulogium.  The  love 
of  truth  is  visible  in  every  part  of  them. 
This  is  allowed  by  all  that  have  read  them. 
For  even  they,  who  have  not  relished 
some  of  Mr.  Locke’s  opinions,  have  done 


him  the  justice  to  confess,  that  the 
manner,  in  which  he  defends  them,  shows 
he  advanced  nothing  that  he  was  not  sin¬ 
cerely  convinced  of  himself. — Coste, 
PETER,  1705,  The  Character  of  Mr.  Locke , 
Nouvellesde  la  Republujue  dcs  Lcltres ,  Feb. 

After  all,  we  must  admit  that  anybody 
who  has  read  Locke,  or  rather  who  is  his 
own  Locke,  must  find  the  Platos  mere  fine 
talkers,  and  nothing  more.  In  point  of 
philosophy  a  chapter  of  1  ,ocke  or  Clarke  is, 
compared  with  the  babble  of  antiquity, 
what  Newton’s  optics  are  compared  with 
those  of  Descartes.  -Voltaire,  Francois 
Marie  Arouet,  1736,  Correspondence. 

The  clearness  of  Mr.  Locke’s  head  ren¬ 
ders  his  language  perspicuous,  the  learn¬ 
ing  of  Stillingfleet’s  clouds  his.  This  is 
an  instance  of  the  superiority  of  good 
sense  over  learning,  towards  the  improve¬ 
ment  of  every  language.  ^Goldsmith, 
Oliver,  1759,  The  Bee,  No.  8,  Nov.  24. 

Every  rational  admirer  of  Mr.  Locke 
will  acknowledge,  that  if  his  learning  had 
been  equal  to  his  good  sense  and  manly 
spirit,  his  works  would  have  been  still 
more  creditable  to  himself,  and  more  use¬ 
ful  to  mankind.  -Beattie,  James,  1776- 
9,  Essay  on  the  Usefulness  of  Classical 
Learning,  p.  496. 

Perspicuous  and  pure,  but  almost  with¬ 
out  any  ornament  whatever.  —Blair, 
Hugh,  1783,  Lectures  on  Rhetoric  and 
Belles-Lettres,  Lecture  xviii,  p.  202. 

Locke  was  a  man  of  an  uncommonly 
clear  and  masculine  understanding,  and 
greatly  superior  to  many  of  his  most  dis¬ 
tinguished  contemporaries,  who,  instead 
of  being  contented  to  trace  facts  and 
phenomena  as  he  has  done,  idly  bewildered 
themselves  in  the  invention  of  fanciful 
theories.  His  work  forms  too  memorable 
an  epoch  in  the  annals  of  literature,  not 
to  render  it  improper  that  it  should  be 
omitted  even  in  this  slight  essay  towards 
a  history  of  the  English  language. — God¬ 
win,  William,  1797,  Of  English  Style, 
The  Enquirer,  p.  429. 

Perhaps  no  writer  can  be  named,  of 
ancient  or  of  modern  times,  to  whom 
mankind  are  under  more  extensive  obliga¬ 
tions  than  Mr.  Locke.  By  his  “  Essay  on 
Human  Understanding”  he  effected  what 
may  well  be  called,  a  complete  revolution 
of  opinion  in  metaphysics.  Metaphysics, 
which  had  so  long  and  so  justly  lain  under 
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the  reproach  of  bewildering  the  under¬ 
standing  in  a  maze  of  words,  destitute  of 
real  meaning — metaphysics,  which  had  so 
long  discoursed  in  an  unintelligible  jargon, 
became  in  the  hands  of  Mr.  Locke  a  most 
interesting  and  important  branch  of  true 
philosophy.  By  his  Treatises  on  Govern¬ 
ment  and  Toleration,  he  fixed  the  civil 
and  religious  rights  of  mankind  upon  a 
firm  and  immovable  basis:  and  in  his 
theological  works  he  exhibited  the  Reason¬ 
ableness  of  Christianity,  and  the  solidity 
of  the  evidence  on  which  our  holy  religion 
is  founded,  in  a  clear,  perspicuous,  and 
convincing  point  of  view.  -Belsiiam,  W., 
1799,  Essays ,  vol.  I,  p.  17. 

The  affectation  of  passing  for  an  orig¬ 
inal  thinker  glares  strongly  and  ridicu¬ 
lously  in  Mr.  Locke.  Who  sees  not  that 
a  great  part  of  his  Essay  on  Man  is  taken 
from  Hobbes?  and  almost  everything  in 
his  Letters  on  Toleration  from  Bayle? 
Yet  he  nowhere  makes  the  least  acknowl¬ 
edgment  of  his  obligations  to  either  of 
those  writers.  They  were  both  of  them 
indeed  writers  of  ill  fame.  But  was  that 
a  reason  for  his  taking  no  notice  of  them? 
He  might  have  distinguished  between 
their  good  and  ill  deserts.  -Hurd,  Rich¬ 
ard,  1808?  Commonplace  Book,  ed.  Kilvert, 
p.  242. 

The  studies  to  which  Mr.  Stewart  has 
devoted  himself  have  lately  fallen  out  of 
favour  with  the  English  public ;  and  the 
nation  which  once  placed  the  name  of 
Locke  immediately  under  those  of  Shak- 
speare  and  of  Newton,  and  has  since  re¬ 
paid  the  metaphysical  labours  of  Berkeley 
and  of  Hume  with  such  just  celebrity, 
seems  now  to  be  almost  without  zeal  or  cu¬ 
riosity  as  to  the  progress  of  the  Philosophy 
of  Mind.  -Jeffrey,  Francis  Lord,  1810- 
44,  Contributions  to  the  Edinburgh  Re¬ 
view,  vol.  m,  p.  373. 

Locke  himself,  indeed,  was  a  good 
Christian ;  but  this  is  only  one  instance 
more  that  he  who  first  opens  a  new  line  of 
thought  very  seldom  pursues  it  so  far  as 
to  perceive  even  its  most  inevitable  con¬ 
sequences.  If  we  adopt  his  principles, 
we  must  inevitably  renounce  all  other 
thoughts,  and  limit  ourselves  to  the  feel¬ 
ing,  the  experience,  and  the  enjoyment  of 
the  senses :  and  those  who  in  later  times 
have  openly  professed  these  notions,  al¬ 
though  they  called  themselves  independ¬ 
ent  philosophers,  were  in  truth  only  the 


disciples  of  Locke. — Schlegel,  Freder¬ 
ick,  1815-59,  Lectures  on  the.  History  of 
Literature. 

Few  books  have  contributed  more  than 
Mr.  Locke's  Essay  to  rectify  prejudice; 
to  undermine  established  errors  ;  to  diffuse 
a  just  mode  of  thinking ;  to  excite  a  fear¬ 
less  spirit  of  inquiry,  and  yet  to  contain 
it  within  the  boundaries  which  Nature  has 
prescribed  to  the  human  understanding. 

.  .  .  His  writings  have  diffused  through¬ 
out  the  civilized  world,  the  love  of  civil 
liberty  and  the  spirit  of  toleration  and 
charity  in  religious  differences,  with  the 
disposition  to  reject  whatever  is  obscure, 
fantastic,  or  hypothetical  in  speculation, 
— to  reduce  verbal  disputes  to  their 
proper  value, — to  abandon  problems  which 
admit  of  nosolution, — to  distrust  what¬ 
ever  cannot  clearly  be  expressed, — to 
render  theory  the  simple  expression  of 
facts, — and  to  prefer  those  studies  which 
most  directly  contribute  to  human  happi¬ 
ness.  If  Bacon  first  discovered  the  rules 
by  which  knowledge  is  improved.  Locke 
has  most  contributed  to  make  mankind  at 
large  observe  them.  ...  If  Locke 
made  few  discoveries,  Socrates  made  none  : 
yet  both  did  more  for  the  improvement  of 
the  understanding,  and  not  less  for  the 
progress  of  knowledge,  than  the  authors 
of  the  most  brilliant  discoveries.  Mr. 
Locke  will  ever  be  regarded  as  one  of  the 
great  ornaments  of  the  English  nation; 
and  the  most  distant  posterity  will  speak 
of  him  in  the  language  addressed  to  him 
by  the  poet,  “0  Decus  Angliacae  certe,  0 
Lux  altera  gentis!" — Mackintosh,  Sir 
James,  1821,  Stewart’s  Introduction  to  the 
Encyclopedia,  Edinburgh  Review ,  vol.  36, 
pp.  242,  243. 

In  regard  to  style,  it  is  generally  agreed 
that  the  prose  of  Locke  is  the  best  of  his 
times;  and  it  requires  no  great  knowledge 
of  the  English  to  perceive  in  it  the  man¬ 
ners  of  a  man  who  has  lived  in  the  best 
society,  and  who  expresses  his  thoughts 
without  pedantry,  in  the  most  clear,  most 
simple,  and  most  familiar  terms.  .  .  . 

1  need  not  tell  you  that  the  eminent  char¬ 
acteristic  of  this  style  is  clearness. — 
Cousin,  Victor,  1826-41,  History  of 
Modern  Philosophy,  tr.  Wight,  vol.  II,  p. 
171. 

Locke,  himself  a  clear,  humble -minded, 
patient,  reverent,  nay,  religious  man, 
had  paved  the  way  for  banishing  religion 
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from  the  world.  Mind,  by  being  modelled 
in  men’s  imaginations  into  a  shape,  a 
visibility;  and  reasoned  of  as  if  it  had 
been  Borne  composite,  divisible  and  reunit¬ 
able  substance,  some  finer  chemical  salt, 
or  curious  piece  of  logical  joinery — began 
to  lose  its  immaterial,  mysterious,  divine, 
though  invisible  character  ;  it  was  tacitly 
figured  as  something  that  might,  were 
our  organs  fine  enough,  be  seen.  Yet,  who 
had  ever  seen  it?  Who  could  ever  see  it? 
Thus  by  degrees  it  passed  into  doubt,  a 
relation,  some  faint  possibility;  and  at 
last  into  a  highly  probable  nonentity. — 
Carlyle,  Thomas,  1828,  Goethe. 

In  his  language  Locke  is,  of  all  philoso¬ 
phers,  the  most  figurative,  ambiguous, 
vacillating,  various,  and  even  contradict¬ 
ory; — as  has  been  noticed  by  Reid  and 
Stewart,  and  Brown  himself,  -indeed, 
we  believe,  by  every  author,  who  has  had 
occasion  to  comment  on  this  philosopher. 
The  opinions  of  such  a  writer  are  not, 
therefore,  to  be  assumed  from  isolated 
and  casual  expressions,  which  themselves 
require  to  be  interpreted  on  the  general 
analogy  of  his  system.— Hamilton,  Sir 
William,  1830,  Reid  and  Brown,  Edin¬ 
burgh  Review ,  vol.  52,  p.  189. 

From  1792  to  1800  1  seldom  heard 
Locke  mentioned  in  England  :  his  system, 
it  was  3aid,  had  become  obsolete,  and  he 
was  regarded  as  weak  in  ideology. — 
Chateaubriand,  Franqois  Ren£,  Vicomte 
de,  1837,  Sketches  of  English,  Literature. 

In  our  own  country,  in  like  manner,  the 
immortal  Locke,  under  James  II.,  was  a 
student  persecuted  and  silent:  the  world 
received  no  benefit  from  the  labours  of 
his  thoughts.  But  the  lapse  of  a  few 
years  and  the  renewal  of  a  free  form  of 
government  saw  him  cherished  and  ad¬ 
mired  ;  saw  him  give  to  mankind  his 
“Treatise  on  Government,”  his  “Reason¬ 
ableness  of  Christianity,  ”  his  “Essay  on 
Toleration,”  his  “Essay  on  the  Human 
Mind,”  and  contribute  more,  perhaps, 
than  any  individual  who  can  be  mentioned, 
to  the  best  interests  of  his  fellow- 
creatures,  by  contributing  to  remove 
obscurity  from  the  mind,  servility  from 
the  heart,  and  dogmatism  from  the  under¬ 
standing. — Smyth,  William,  1840,  Lec¬ 
tures  on  the  History  of  the  French  Revolu¬ 
tion,  Lecture  iii. 

One  of  the  wisest  of  Englishmen. 
.  .  .  That  Locke  never  read  Hobbes 


may  seem  incredible,  but  is,  we  are  con¬ 
vinced,  the  truth.  It  is  one  among  many 
examples  of  how  few  were  the  books  he 
had  read.  He  never  alludes  to  Hobbes  in 
any  way  that  can  be  interpreted  into 
having  read  him.  Twice  only,  we  believe, 
does  he  allude  to  him,  and  then  so  dis¬ 
tantly,  and  with  such  impropriety,  as  to 
be  almost  convincing  with  respect  to  his 
ignorance.  ...  It  is  strange  that 
any  man  should  have  read  Locke,  and 
questioned  his  originality.  There  is 
scarcely  a  writer  we  could  name  whose 
works  bear  such  an  indisputable  impress 
of  his  having  “raised  himself  above  the 
almsbasket,  and  not  content  to  live  lazily 
on  scraps  of  begged  opinions,  sethis  own 
thoughts  to  work  to  find  and  follow 
truth.”  It  is  still  more  strange  that  any 
man  should  have  read  Locke  and  ques¬ 
tioned  his  power.  That  patient  sagacity 
which,  above  all  things,  distinguishes  a 
philosopher,  is  more  remarkable  in  Locke 
than  almost  any  writer.  He  was  also 
largely  endowed  with  good  sense;  a  qual¬ 
ity,  Gibbon  remarks,  which  is  rarer  than 
genius.  In  these  two  qualities,  and  in 
his  homely  racy  masculine  style,  we  see 
the  type  of  the  English  mind,  when  at  its 
best.— Lewes,  George  IIenry,  1845-47, 
Biographical  History  of  Philosophy. 

His  reputation  has  been  great,  but  his 
wrongs  have  been  as  memorable  as  his 
celebrity.  ...  He  was  an  honest 
man,  and  great  alike  in  integrity  and 
power.  His  moral  courage  was  calm,  self- 
sustained.  and  of  the  highest  order.  It 
sometimes  disposed  him  almost  to  rash¬ 
ness.  Nevertheless,  his  wisdom  in  most 
things  was  greater  than  commonly  falls 
to  the  lot  even  of  the  wise.  He  was  a 
sincere  lover  of  truth  and  of  humanity. 
If  we  except  Lord  Bacon,  no  single  mind 
in  modern  times  has  exercised  so  power¬ 
ful  an  influence  on  the  progress  of  philoso¬ 
phy. — Vaughan,  R.,  1847,  Locke  and  his 
Critics ,  British  Quarterly  Review,  vol.  5, 
p.  337. 

His  style  and  language  are  everywhere 
clear,  simple,  and  idiomatic  to  the  highest 
degree ;  not  always  quite  elegant,  it  is 
true,  but  invariably  addressing  itself 
directly  to  the  understanding  of  a  plain, 
cautious,  and  intelligent  reader.  It  should 
be  distinctly  remembered  that  Locke  is  the 
steady  and  professed  enemy  of  all  scholas¬ 
tic  and  learned  phraseology ;  and  perhaps 
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the  very  skill  with  which  he  has  popular¬ 
ised  his  difficult  and  important  subject 
may  have  tended  to  diminish  our  sense  of 
the  obligations  which  science  owes  to  his 
name :  he  has  himself  often  furnished  us 
with  arms  which  we  have  become  so 
dextrous  in  using,  that  we  forget  they 
were  not  of  our  own  invention  —a  fate 
which  awaits  almost  all  who  have  simpli¬ 
fied  human  knowledge — Shaw,  Thomas  B., 
1847,  Outlines  of  English  Literature,  p. 
201. 

Though,  like  the  other  greater  lumi¬ 
naries  of  philosophy  and  science,  Locke  has 
shone  on  with  tolerably  uniform  lustre, 
he  has  had,  like  most  of  them,  his  periods, 
if  not  of  waxing  and  waning,  yet  of  bright¬ 
er  effulgence  or  transient  obscuration,  lie 
seems  to  us  labouring  under  some  such 
partial  eclipse  at  present.  In  the  reaction 
against  the  sensational  schools  of  the  last 
century— in  itself  a  happy  revolution — he 
has  been  in  sume  danger  of  having  his 
merits  underrated  from  his  presumed  con¬ 
nexion  with  the  extravagancies  of  those 
schools.  .  .  .  The  principal  char¬ 

acteristics  of  the  genius  of  Locke  are 
visible  at  once  to  the  reader  in  almost 
every  page.  No  author  has  impressed  the 
image  of  his  own  mind  more  indelibly  on 
his  works,  or  given  them  a  character  of 
more  perfect  originality.  Hence,  in  part, 
and  in  great  part,  the  continued  popular¬ 
ity  they  possess,  and  the  delightand  profit 
with  which  they  are  perused  ;  delight  and 
profit,  as  usual,  often  greater  than  can  be 
reaped  from  writings  less  marked  indeed 
by  defects,  and  even  by  errors,  but  tamer 
in  character,  and  less  stimulating  to  the 
mind  of  the  student.  .  .  .  As  to  the 

learning  of  Locke,  it  has,  like  that  of 
Shakspeare,  been  most  variously  esti¬ 
mated.  While  some  would  make  him 
almost  ignorant  of  what  his  predecessors 
had  written,  and  such  a  very  Troglodyte 
in  metaphysics  that  he  was  not  properly 
acquainted  even  with  such  writers  as 
Descartes  or  Hobbes, — others  are  of 
opinion  (with  Stillingfleet)  that  he  is  under 
vast  but  unconscious  obligations  to  them. 
The  truth  lies,  as  usual,  between  the  ex¬ 
treme  estimates.  To  suppose  that  a  mind 
so  inquisitive  and  powerful  as  Locke’s 
should  not  have  been  tolerably  conversant 
with  the  principal  productions  of  philoso¬ 
phers,  is  extravagant ;  to  suppose  that  a 
mind  so  original  and  independent  should 


be  a  servile  imitator,  is  equally  so.  If 
any  man  ever  thought  for  himself,  it  was 
Locke.  He  avows  it  everywhere,  that  he 
had  faithfully  endeavoured  to  trace  the 
origin  and  analyse  the  composition  .  of 
thought  in  his  own  mind,  totally  careless 
what  might  or  might  not  be  the  opinions 
of  others.  His  whole  work  bears  the 
marks  of  this;  and  if  he  has  erred,  it  is 
in  not  having  sufficiently  and  carefully 
examined  the  opinions  of  others. — -Rogers, 
Henry,  1854,  John  Locke,  Edinburgh  Re¬ 
view,  vol.  99,  pp.  384,  385,  390. 

Locke  was  in  religion  the  avowed  dis¬ 
ciple  of  Chillingworth,  and  in  politics  the 
highest  representative  of  the  principles  of 
Harrington;  and  it  was  on  the  double 
ground  of  the  sanctity  of  an.  honest  con¬ 
viction,  and  of  the  danger  of  enlarging 
the  province  of  the  civil  magistrate,  that 
he  defended  toleration  against  the  theo¬ 
logians  of  Oxford.  Lecky,  William  Ed¬ 
ward  Hartpole,  1865,  Spirit  of  Rational¬ 
ism  in  Europe. 

Newton  attained  at  most  an  incomplete 
idea  of  space,  and  was  only  a  mathema¬ 
tician.  Locke,  almost  as  poor,  gropes 
about,  hesitates,  does  little  more  than 
guess,  doubt,  start  an  opinion  to  advance 
and  withdraw  it  by  turns,  not  seeing  its 
far-off  consequences,  nor,  above  all,  ex¬ 
hausting  anything.  In  short,  he  forbids 
himself  lofty  questions,  and  is  very  much 
inclined  to  forbid  them  to  us.  He  has 
written  a  book  to  inquire  what  objects  are 
within  our  reach,  or  above  our  compre¬ 
hension.  He  seeks  for  our  limitations;  he 
soon  finds  them,  and  troubles  himself  no 
further. — Taine,  H.  A.,  1871,  History  of 
English  Literature,  tr.  Van  Laun,  vol.  II, 
bk.  iii,  eh.  iii,  p.  70. 

The  doubt  which  Voltaire  praised  in 
Locke  had  nothing  to  do  with  that  shiver¬ 
ing  mood  which  receives  overmuch  poetic 
praise  in  our  day,  as  the  honest  doubt 
that  has  more  faith  than  half  your  creeds. 
There  was  no  question  of  the  sentimental 
juvenilities  of  children  crying  for  light. 
It  was  by  no  means  religious  doubt,  but 
philosophic;  and  it  affected  only  the 
possibilities  of  ontological  knowledge, 
leaving  the  grounds  of  faith  on  the  one 
hand,  and  practical  conduct  on  the  other, 
exactly  where  they  were.  His  intense 
feeling  for  actualities  would  draw  Voltaire 
irresistibly  to  the  writer  who,  in  his  judg¬ 
ment,  closed  the  gates  of  the  dreamland 
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of  metaphysics,  and  banished  the  vaulting 
ambition  of  El  priori  certainties,  which  led 
nowhere  and  assured  nothing.— Morley, 
John,  1872,  Voltaire,  p.  65. 

The  intellectual  ruler  of  the  eighteenth 
century.  .  .  .  Locke’s  candour  breathes 
in  every  line  of  his  work.  He  has  an  un¬ 
mistakable  right  to  his  place  in  that  roll- 
call  of  eminent  believers  which  is  to  this 
day  thundered  from  pulpits  against  the 
pride  of  the  infidel.  No  child  or  clergy¬ 
man  of  the  present  time  could  accept  the 
plenary  inspiration  of  the  Scriptures 
with  a  simpler  faith  than  this  intel¬ 
lectual  progenitor  of  the  whole  genera¬ 
tion  of  eighteenth-century  iconoclasts— 
the  teacher  of  Toland  and  Collins,  the 
legitimate  precursor  of  Hume  and  of  Con¬ 
dillac,  the  philosopher  before  whom  Vol¬ 
taire  is  never  tired  of  prostrating  himself 
with  unwonted  reverence.  There  is  no 
sign  of  a  consciousness  that  biblical  criti¬ 
cism  may  turn  out  to  be  a  destructive 
agent,  and  scarcely  of  a  consciousness 
that  it  exists.  Like  Chiilingworth,  whose 
congenial  intellect  excites  his  admiration, 
he  accepts  the  authority  at  once  of  reason 
and  of  the  Bible  ;  and  never  suspects  that 
there  will  be  any  difficulty  in  serving  the 
two  masters. — Stephen,  Leslie,  1876, 
History  of  English  Thought  in  the  Eighteenth 
Century ,  vol.  i,  pp.  86,  94. 

His  style  is  slovenly  but  clear:  that  is 
to  say,  there  is  no  possibility  of  mistak¬ 
ing  his  meaning.  The  meaning  in  his  case 
being  the  result  of  important  and  forcible 
thought,  his  directness  of  expression  has 
gained  him  credit  as  a  writer  which  is  not 
strictly  deserved. — Saintsbury,  George, 
1886,  Specimens  of  English  Prose  Style,  p. 
110. 

Setting  apart  the  extraordinary  merits 
of  Locke’s  contributions  to  thought,  as  a 
mere  writer  he  may  be  said  to  exhibit  the 
prose  of  the  Restoration  in  its  most  hum¬ 
drum  form.  We  have  now  progressed  too 
far  into  the  new  period  to  expect  to  find 
the  faults  of  the  old  lumbering  and  stately 
prose,  nor  are  these  in  the  slightest  de¬ 
gree  the  faults  of  Locke.  But  his  style  is 
prolix,  dull,  and  without  elevation; he  ex¬ 
presses  himself  with  perfect  clearness  in¬ 
deed,  but  without  variety  or  charm  of  any 
kind.  He  seems  to  have  a  contempt  for 
all  the  arts  of  literature,  and  passes  on 
from  sentence  to  sentence,  like  a  man 
talking  aloud  in  his  study,  and  intent  only 


on  making  the  matter  in  hand  perfectly 
clear  to  himself.— Gosse,  Edmund,  1888, 
A  History  of  Eighteenth  Century  Liter¬ 
ature,  p.  96. 

Perhaps  no  philosopher  since  Aristotle 
has  represented  the  spirit  and  opinions  of 
an  age  so  completely  as  Locke  represents 
philosophy  and  all  that  depends  upon 
philosophic  thought,  in  the  eighteenth 
century— especially  in  Britain  and  France. 
Reaction  against  his  real  or  supposed 
opinions,  and  therefore  indirectly  due  to 
his  influence,  is  not  less  marked  in  the 
later  intellectual  history  of  Europo, 
wherever  the  influence  of  Leibniz,  and 
then  of  Kant  and  of  Hegel  has  extended ; 
in  Britain  the  reaction  is  marked  in  Cole¬ 
ridge.  what  strikes  one  about 

Locke  and  his  fortunes,  besides  the  large 
place  which  he  fills  in  the  history  of 
modern  opinion — religious  and  political  as 
well  as  metaphysical — is  the  difficulty  of 
interpreting  his  philosophy  without  read¬ 
ing  into  it  the  history  of  the  man  and  his 
surroundings,  and  also  the  abundance  of 
imperfectly  used  materials  for  this  pur¬ 
pose  which  exist. — Fraser,  Alexander 
Campbell,  1890,  Locke  ( Philosophical 
Classics),  pp.  v,  vi. 

Can  hardly  be  classed  otherwise  than 
as  a  mercantilist,  and  must  even  be  writ¬ 
ten  down  as  a  systematic  upholder  of  the 
errors  of  that  system.  Nevertheless,  in 
respect  of  certain  theories  in  detail, — 
such  as  property,  which  he  bases  upon 
work  done,  and  money,  the  debasing  of 
which  he  loudly  condemned  in  spite  of 
Lowndes  and  Barbon, — he  has  claims  to 
originality  and  soundness. — Cossa,  Luigi, 
1891-93,  An  Introduction  to  the  Study  of 
Political  Economy,  p.  241. 

It  would  be  absurd  to  say  that  Locke’s 
style  is  nervous,  or  original,  or  instinct 
with  any  impulse  of  feeling,  or  stimulated 
by  any  current  of  imagination.  But  it  is 
almost  always  correct;  it  flows  evenly 
and  smoothly,  and  has  dignity  and  even 
grace,  if  it  lacks  variety  and  force.  .  .  . 
If  Locke  is  never  original  in  his  style,  and 
never  shows  the  force  and  vigour  of  one 
who  speaks  straight  to  the  deeper  instincts 
of  human  nature,  we  must  still  accord  to 
him  the  praise  of  regularity,  of  dignity, 
of  scrupulous  accuracy  in  diction,  up  to 
the  measure  of  logical  accuracy  to  which 
his  thought  attained. — Craik,  Henry, 
1894,  English  Prose,  vol.  ill,  p.  179. 
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Born,  at  Hunstanton,  17  Dec.  1616.  Probably  educated  at  Cambridge.  To  Scot¬ 
land  with  army  of  Charles  I.,  1639.  Sentenced,  by  House  of  Commons,  to  death  for 
share  in  Royalist  plot,  28  Dec.  1644.  Imprisoned  till  spring  of  1648,  when  he 
escaped  from  Newgate  with  connivance  of  Governor.  At  first  went  to  Kent,  carrying 
on  Royalist  propaganda;  but  soon  withdrew  to  Holland.  Returned  to  England,  Aug. 
1653.  Active  political  pamphleteer.  Appointed  Surveyor  of  the  Imprimery,  15  Aug. 
1663.  Married  Mary  Doleman.  Edited  “The  Kingdom’s  Intelligencer,”  and  “The 
News,”  each  weekly,  Aug.  1663  to  Jan.  1666.  Edited  (and  wrote)  “The  Observator,” 
April  1681  to  March  1687.  M.  P.  for  Winchester,  March  1685.  Arrested  on  political 
charge  3  March  1696.  Imprisoned  till  May  1696.  Died,  in  London,  11  Dec.  1704. 
Buried  in  the  church  of  St.  Giles-in-the-Fields.  Works :  His  literary  works  (exclusive 
of  a  largo  number  of  controversial  pamphlets  and  such  works  as  “The  Gentleman 
Pothecary, ”  1678,  and  “Love  Letters  between  a  Nobleman  and  his  Sister,”  posth., 
1734)  consist  of  the  following  translations:  F.  de  Quevedo  Villegas’  “Visions,”  1667; 
Cardinal  Bona’s  “Guide  to  Eternity,”  1672;  M.  d’  Alcoforado’s  “Five  Love  Letters 
from  a  Nun  to  a  Cavalier,”  1678 ;  “Tully’s  Offices,”  1680;  “Twenty  Select  Colloquies 
of  Erasmus, ”  1680;  “The  Spanish  Decameron,”  1687;  “The Fables  of  .4£sop, ”  1692 ; 
Seneca’s  “Morals,”  1693;  Terence’s  “Comedies,”  1698;  “Tacitus,”  1698;  Flavius 
Josephus’  Works,  1702. —Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English 
Authors,  p .  167. 

In  1663  he  published  a  pamphlet  entitled,  “Considerations  and  Proposals  in  order 
to  the  Regulation  of  the  Press ;  together  with  Diverse  Instances  of  Treasonous  and 
Seditious  Pamphlets,  proving  the  necessity  thereof.”  This  got  him  the  post  of 
Licenser,  in  succession  to  Sir  John  Birkenhead,  and  also  “all  the  sole  privilege  of 
printing  and  publishing  all  narratives,  advertisements,  Mercuries,  intelligencers, 
diurnals,  and  other  books  of  public  intelligence.”  He  began  business  at  the  end  of 
August,  1663,  with  “The  Public  Intelligencer.”  ...  In  November,  1665,  when 
the  plague  in  London  had  driven  the  Court  to  Oxford,  appeared  No.  1  of  “The  Oxford 
Gazette.”  When  the  Court  returned  to  London,  it  appeared,  on  the  5th  of  February, 
1666,  as  “The  London  Gazette,”  under  which  name  it  still  exists.  It  was  placed  at 
once  under  Sir  Joseph  Williamson,  Under-Secretary  of  State  (from  whom  Addison  had 
his  Christian  name),  and  his  deputy  writer  of  it  was,  for  the  first  five  years,  Charles 
Perrot,  M.  A.,  of  Oriel.  L’Estrange  set  up,  in  November,  1675,  the  first  commercial 
journal,  “The  City  Mercury,”  and  in  1679  an  “Observator,”  in  defence  of  the  king’s 
party.  In  April,  1680,  the  first  literary  journal  appeared,  as  a  weekly  or  fortnightly 
catalogue  of  new  books,  the  “Mercurius  Librarius. ” — Morley,  Henry,  1879,  A 


Manual  of  English  Literature,  ed.  Tyler,  pp. 

PERSONAL 

A  man  of  fine  conversation,  I  think,  but 
I  am  sure  most  courtly  and  full  of  compli¬ 
ments. — Pepys,  Samuel,  1664,  Diary, 
Dec.  17. 

A  man  of  a  good  wit,  and  a  fancy  very 
luxuriant,  and  of  an  enterprising  nature. 
—Clarendon,  Lord  (Edward  Hyde), 
1674?  History  of  the  Rebellion  and  Civil 
Wars  in  England,  vol.  IV. 

A  gentleman  whom  I  had  long  known, 
and  a  person  of  excellent  parts  abating 
some  affectations. — Evelyn,  John,  1685, 
Diary,  May  7. 

Sir  Roger  was  but  ill-rewarded  by  the 
Tories,  for  having  been  their  champion; 
the  latter  part  of  his  life  was  clouded 


486,  487. 

with  poverty,  and  though  he  descended  in 
peace  to  the  grave,  free  from  political 
turmoils,  yet  as  he  was  bowed  down  with 
age  and  distress,  he  cannot  be  said  to 
have  died  in  comfort.  He  had  seen  much 
of  the  world,  examined  many  characters, 
experienced  the  vicissitudes  of  fortune, 
and  was  as  well  instructed  as  any  man  that 
ever  lived,  in  the  important  lesson  of 
human  life,  viz.  That  all  things  are  van¬ 
ity. — Cibber,  Tiieophilus,  1753,  Lives  of 
the  Poets,  vol.  iv,  p.  302. 

L’Estrange  had  many  domestic  difficul¬ 
ties.  His  wife  gambled ;  he  had  always 
suffered  pecuniary  difficulties.  His  grand¬ 
nephew,  he  admits,  did  him  “many  charit¬ 
able  offices,”  and  ho  received  frequent 
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presents  from  admirers  personally  un¬ 
known  to  him  in  acknowledgement  of  his 
public  services.  Pope's  sneer  in  a  letter 
to  Swift,  that  the  tory  party  “never  gave 
him  sixpence  to  keep  him  from  starving’’ 
dose  not  seem  wholly  justifiable.  But  he 
had  to  depend  for  his  livelihood  mainly  on 
his  pen,  and  the  hackwork  that  he  did  for 
the  booksellers  as  a  translator  only 
brought  him  a  precarious  income.  -Lee, 
SIDNEY,  1893,  Dictionary  of  National 
Biography,  vol.  XXXIII,  p.  126. 

GENERAL 
He  with  watchful  eye 

Observes  and  shoots  their  treasons  ns  they  fly, 
Their  weekly  frauds  his  keen  replies  detect, 
He  undeceives  more  fast  than  they  infect. 

— Tate,  Nahum,  1682,  Absalom  and  Achi- 
tophcl ,  pt.  ii. 

Those  who  shall  consider  the  number 
and  greatness  of  his  books,  will  admire  he 
should  ever  write  so  many ;  and  those 
who  have  read  them,  considering  the  skill 
and  method  they  are  written  in,  will  ad¬ 
mire  he  should  write  so  well.  Nor  is  he 
ess  happy  in  verse  than  in  prose,  which 
or  elegance  of  language,  and  quickness 
of  invention,  deservedly  entitles  him  to 
the  honour  of  a  poet. — Winstanley, 
William,  1687,  Lives  of  the  Most  Famous 
English  Poets. 

He  was  certainly  a  very  great  master 
of  the  English  tongue. — Boyer,  Abel, 
1703-13,  Annals  of  the  Reign  of  Queen 
Anne,  vol.  Ill,  p.  243. 

The  chief  manager  of  all  those  angry 
writings  was  one  Sir  Roger  L’Estrange, 
a  man  who  had  lived  in  all  the  late  times, 
and  was  furnished  with  many  passages  and 
an  unexhausted  copiousness  in  writing: 
so  that  for  four  years  he  published  three 
or  four  sheets  a  week  under  the  title  of 
the  “Observator,”  all  tending  to  defame 
the  contrary  party,  and  to  make  the 
clergy  apprehend  that  their  ruin  was  de¬ 
signed. — Burnet,  Gilbert,  1715-34,  His¬ 
tory  of  My  Own  Time. 

Sir  Roger’s  works  indeed  are  often  cal¬ 
culated  for  the  meanest  capacities,  aDd 
the  phrase  is  consequently  low;  but  a 
man  must  be  greatly  under  the  influence 
of  prejudice,  who  can  discover  no  genius 
in  his  writings  :  nor  an  intimate  acquaint¬ 
ance  with  the  state  of  parties,  human  life, 
and  manners.— Cibber,  Theophilus,  1753, 
Lives  of  the  Poets,  vol.  IV,  p.  302. 


L’Estrange,  who  was  by  no  means  so 
bad  a  writer  as  some  have  represented 
him,  was  sunk  in  party  faction,  and  hav¬ 
ing  generally  the  worst  side  of  the  argu¬ 
ment,  often  had  recourse  to  scolding, 
pertness,  and  consequently  a  vulgarity 
that  discovers  itself  even  in  his  more 
liberal  compositions,  lie  was  the  first 
writer  who  regularly  enlisted  himself 
under  the  banners  of  a  party  for  pay,  and 
fought  for  it  through  right  and  wrong 
for  upwards  of  forty  literary  campaigns. 
This  intrepidity  gained  him  the  esteem  of 
Cromwell  himself,  and  the  papers  he  wrote 
even  just  before  the  revolution,  almost 
with  the  rope  about  his  neck,  have  his 
usual  characters  of  impudence  and  per¬ 
severance.  That  lie  was  a  standard-writer 
cannot  be  disowned,  because  a  great  many 
very  eminent  authors  formed  their  style 
by  his.  But  his  standard  was  far  from 
being  a  just  one  ;  though,  when  party  con¬ 
siderations  are  set  aside,  he  certainly 
was  possessed  of  elegance,  ease,  and  per¬ 
spicuity.  -Goldsmith,  Oliver,  1759,  The 
Bee,  No.  8,  Nov.  24. 

llis  Esop’s  “Fables”  was  more  a  new  work 
than  a  translation.  The  most  valuable  of 
his  books  is  his  translation  of  Josephus, 
which,  though  in  a  better  style  than  most 
of  his  writings,  has  been  very  justly 
censured.  He  was  one  of  the  great  cor¬ 
rupters  of  our  language,  by  excluding 
vowels  and  other  letters  not  commonly 
pronounced,  and  introducing  pert  and 
affected  phrases. — Granger,  James,  1769- 
1824,  Biographical  History  of  England ,  vol. 
V,  p.  270. 

Sir  Roger  L’Estrange  among  his  rivals 
was  esteemed  as  the  most  perfect  model 
of  political  writing.  He  was  a  strong 
party-writer  on  the  government  side,  for 
Charles  the  Second,  and  the  compositions 
of  the  author  seem  to  us  coarse,  yet  they 
contain  much  idiomatic  expression.  His 
jEsop’s  Fables  are  a  curious  specimen  of 
familiar  style.  Queen  Mary  showed  a  due 
contempt  of  him  after  the  Revolution,  by 
this  anagram : — 

Roger  L’Estrange, 

Lye  strange  Roger  ! 

—Disraeli,  Isaac,  1791-1824,  Origin  of 
Newspapers,  Curiosities  of  Literature,  p. 
230. 

The  pattern  of  bad  writing  in  this  re¬ 
spect  was  Sir  Roger  L’Estrange :  his 
./Esop’s  Fables  will  present  every  thing 
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that  is  hostile  to  Rood  taste  ;  yet,  by  a 
certain  wit  and  readiness  in  raillery, 
L’Estrange  was  a  popular  writer,  and  may 
even  now  be  read,  perhaps,  with  some 
amusement. — IIallam.  Henry,  1837-39, 
Introduction  to  the  Literature  of  Europe,  pi. 
iv,  ch.  vii,  par.  32. 

"Eminent  writer  in  the  17th  century,” 
who  eminently  displays  the  worse  char¬ 
acteristics  of  that  period  of  our  literature. 
—Coleridge,  Sara,  1847,  ed.,  Biographia 
Literaria,  by  Samuel  Taylor  Coleridge ,  eh. 
xvii,  note. 

L’Estrange  was  by  no  means  deficient 
in  readiness  and  shrewdness;  and  his  dic¬ 
tion,  though  coarse,  and  disfigured  by  a 
mean  and  flippant  jargon  which  then 
passed  for  wit  in  the  green-room  and  the 
tavern,  was  not  without  keenness  and 
vigour.  But  his  nature,  at  once  ferocious 
and  ignoble,  showed  itself  in  every  line 
that  he  penned.— Macaulay,  Thomas 
Babington,  1849,  History  of  England, 
vol.  i. 

All  the  translations  [Quevedo]  I  have  seen 
are  bad.  The  best  is  that  of  L'Estrange, 
or  at  least  the  most  spirited  ;  but  still 
L’Estrange  is  not  always  faithful  when  he 
knew  the  meaning,  and  he  is  sometimes 
unfaithful  from  ignorance.  Indeed,  the 
great  popularity  of  his  translations  was 
probably  owing,  in  some  degree,  to  the 
additions  he  boldly  made  to  his  text,  and 
the  frequent  accommodations  he  hazarded 
of  its  jests  to  the  scandal  and  tastes  of 
his  times  by  allusions  entirely  English  and 
local.— Ticknor,  George,  1849-55,  His¬ 
tory  of  Spanish  Literature ,  vol.  II,  p.  271, 
note. 

He  excelled  in  the  coarse  derision  and 
invective — the  rough  give-and-take  of  the 
time ;  so  much  so,  that  he  has  been,  ab¬ 
surdly  enough,  accused  of  corrupting  the 
English  language.  He  earned  the  hatred 
of  lovers  of  freedom  by  his  opposition  to 
the  emancipation  of  the  press  (which  was 
accomplished  in  1694),  and  by  his  rude 
exercise  of  authority  while  he  was  him¬ 
self  censor ;  but  these  offences  may  fairly 
enough  be  considered  the  accidents  of  his 
time  and  his  position. — Minto,  William 
1872-80,  Manual  of  English  Prose  Liter¬ 
ature,  p.  339. 

As  a  controversialist,  L’Estrange  was 
bold,  lively,  and  vigorous,  but  coarse,  im¬ 
pudent,  abusive,  and  by  no  means  a 
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scrupulous  regarder  of  truth. — Cham¬ 
bers,  Robert,  1876,  Cyclopaedia  of  Eng¬ 
lish  Literature,  cd.  Carrulhers. 

L’Estrange  has  been  accused  of  cor¬ 
rupting  the  language,  and  certainly  he 
was  not  in  the  habit  of  inquiring  too 
closely  into  the  parentage  or  the  associa¬ 
tions  of  any  term  that  seemed  to  him 
either  striking  or  appropriate.  But  in 
literature  we  are  to  judge  by  results,  and 
here  the  result  is  plainly  a  style  so  idio¬ 
matic,  so  pungent,  and  so  telling  as  com¬ 
pletely  to  justify  his  audacity.  The  flat¬ 
nosed,  hunch-backed,  blubber-lipped,  big- 
bellied,  baker-legged  >Esop;  the  wife  of 
Xanthus,  horribly  bold,  meddling  and  ex¬ 
pensive,  easily  put  off  the  hooks  and  hard 
to  be  pleased  again;  the  kite  who  comes 
powdering  down  on  the  frogs  and  mice ; 
the  lark  who  goes  out  progging  for  food 
for  little  ones;  the  snake  lazing  at  his 
length  in  the  gleam  of  the  sun;  the 
weasel  who  tried  what  she  could  do  with 
her  wits  when  she  could  live  no  longer 
upon  the  square ; — these  and  a  thousand 
other  vivid  and  surprising  turns  of  phrase 
must  delight  all  but  the  purist  as  surely 
as  they  demonstrate  the  possibility  of  a 
literary  employment  of  "slang”  which, 
if  attempted  by  any  but  an  artist,  would 
result  in  nothing  save  imbecility,  vulgar¬ 
ity,  and  nonsense. — Millar,  J.  H.,  1893, 
English  Prose,  ed.  Craik,  vol.  II,  p.  589. 

He  has  a  permanent  place  in  history 
as  the  first  "able  editor,”  who  not  only 
made  his  journal  the  vehicle  for  political 
discussions,  and  availed  himself  of  regular 
news-letters,  but  employed  a  regular  staff 
of  assistants  to  collect  news. 
L’Estrange’s  prose  style  is  bad,  but  he  was 
the  author  of  several  useful  translations. 

.  .  .  He  was  a  courtly  and  well-bred  man, 
of  considerable  culture,  and  would  be  men¬ 
tioned  with  more  respect  if  he  had  not 
exercised  a  function  detestable  to  the  en¬ 
tire  republic  of  letters.  Dr.  Johnson  re¬ 
garded  him  as  the  first  writer  upon  record 
who  regularly  enlisted  himself  under  the 
banners  of  a  party  for  pay,  and  fought 
for  it  through  right  and  wrong.  This  is 
probably  correct  as  a  mere  statement  of 
fact,  but  unjust  if  it  was  intended  to  im¬ 
ply  any  doubt  of  the  purity  of  L’Estrange’s 
motives  in  serving  the  high  monarchial 
party,  or  of  the  sincerity  of  his  advocacy 
of  it3  principles. — Garnett,  Richard, 
1895,  The  Age  of  Dryden,  pp.  174,  175. 
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Thomas  Brown 

1663-1704 

Tom  Brown,  “of  facetious  memory"  in  Addison’s  phrase,  was  born  at  Shifnal, 
Shropshire,  in  1663.  His  studies  at  Christ  Church,  Oxford,  were  most  probably  cut 
short  by  his  irregularities,  but  are  remembered  by  his  clever  extempore  adaptation  of 
Martial’s  epigram,  “Non  amo  te,  Sabidi “I  do  not  love  thee,  Dr.  Fell.”  After  a 
few  years  of  teaching  at  Kingston-on-Thames,  he  settled  in  London,  where  he  made 
an  uncertain  living  by  writing  satirical  poems  and  pamphlets,  many  of  them  remark¬ 
able  more  for  their  scurrility  than  their  wit.  He  is  principally  interesting  now  as  the 
assailant  of  Dryden,  Sherlock,  Durfey,  Sir  Richard  Blackmore,  &c.  He  lived  a  shifty 
and  disreputable  life,  and  dying  16th  June  1704,  was  buried  in  the  Westminster 
cloisters  near  his  friend.  Mrs.  Afra  Behn. — Patrick  AND  GROOME.  eds.,  1897,  Cham¬ 


bers's  Biographical  Dictionary,  p.  139. 

PERSONAL 

Thomas  Brown, 

Author  of  “The  London  Spy*,” 
Born  1663,  Died  1704. 

— Inscription  on  Tomb,  Westminster  Abbey. 

Lazy,  low-minded,  dissolute,  and  clever. 
— Morley,  Henry,  1873,  First  Sketch  of 
English  Literature,  p.  703. 

He  was  educated  at  Newport  school,  in 
the  same  county,  whence  he  proceeded  in 
1678  to  Christ  Church,  Oxford.  Here 
his  irregular  habits  brought  him  into 
trouble.  The  story  goes  that  the  dean  of 
Christ  Church,  Dr.  Fell,  threatened  to 
expel  him,  but,  on  receipt  of  a  submissive 
letter,  promised  to  forgive  him  if  he  would 
translate  extempore  the  epigram  of  Martial 
(i.  32),  “Non  amo  te,  Sabidi,”  &c.,  which 
Brown  promptly  rendered  by — 

I  do  not  love  thee,  Dr.  Fell, 

The  reason  why  I  cannot  tell; 

Bat  this  I  know,  and  know  fall  well, 

I  do  not  love  thee,  Dr.  Fell. 

Brown  afterwards  made  amends  by  writ¬ 
ing  the  doctor’s  epitaph.  .  .  .  Tom 

Brown’s  life  was  as  licentious  as  his 
writings.  Much  of  his  time  was  spent  in 
a  low  tavern  in  Gower’s  Row  in  the 
Minories.  His  knowledge  of  London  was 
certainly  “extensive  and  peculiar,”  and 
his  humorous  sketches  of  low  life  are  both 
entertaining  and  valuable. — Bullen,  A. 
H.,  1886,  Dictionary  of  National  Biogra¬ 
phy,  vol.  VII,  pp.  29,  30. 

GENERAL 

Some  of  our  authors  indeed,  when  they 
would  be  more  satirical  than  ordinary, 
omit  only  the  vowels  of  a  great  man’s 
name,  and  fall  most  unmercifully  upon  all 
the  consonants.  This  way  of  writing  was 
first  of  all  introduced  by  T-ra  B — wn,  of 


facetious  memory. — Addison,  Joseph, 
1714,  The  Spectator ,  No.  567,  July  14. 

Most  of  the  anonymous  pieces  which 
happened  to  please  the  town,  were  fathered 
upon  him.  This,  though  in  reality  an  in¬ 
jury  to  him,  is  yet  a  proof  of  the  univer¬ 
sality  of  his  reputation,  when  whatever 
pleased  from  an  unknown  hand  was 
ascribed  to  him ;  but  by  these  means  he 
was  reputed  the  writer  of  many  things 
unworthy  of  him.  In  poetry  he  was  not 
the  author  of  any  long  piece,  for  he  was 
quite  unambitious  of  reputation  of  that 
kind.  They  are  generally  Odes,  Satires, 
and  Epigrams,  and  are  certainly  not  the 
best  part  of  his  works.  His  Translations 
in  Prose  are  many,  and  of  various  kinds. 
His  stile  is  strong  and  masculine ;  and  if 
he  was  not  so  nice  in  the  choice  of  his 
authors,  as  might  be  expected  from  a 
man  of  his  taste,  he  must  be  excused  ;  for 
he  performed  his  translations  as  a  task, 
prescribed  him  by  the  Booksellers,  from 
whom  he  derived  his  chief  support.  It 
was  the  misfortune  of  our  author  to 
appear  on  the  stage  of  the  world,  when 
fears,  and  jealousies  had  soured  the  tem¬ 
pers  of  men,  and  politics,  and  polemics, 
had  almost  driven  mirth  and  good  nature 
out  of  the  nation  :  so  that  the  careless  gay 
humour,  and  negligent  cheerful  wit, 
which  in  former  days  of  tranquility,  would 
have  recommended  him  to  the  conversa¬ 
tion  of  princes,  was,  in  a  gloomy  period, 
lost  upon  a  people  incapable  of  relishing 
genuine  humour. — Cibber,  Theophilus, 
1753,  Lives  of  the  English  Poets,  vol.  in, 
p.  207. 

Brown  was  a  man  not  deficient  in  liter¬ 
ature,  nor  destitute  of  fancy;  but  he 
seems  to  have  thought  it  the  pinnacle  of 
excellence  to  be  a  merry  fellow;  and 
therefore  laid  out  his  powers  upon  small 
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jests  and  gross  buffoonery,  so  that  his  per¬ 
formances  have  little  intrinsic  value,  and 
were  read  only  while  they  were  recom¬ 
mended  by  the  novelty  of  the  event 
that  occasioned  them. — Johnson,  Samuel, 
1779-81,  Dryden,  Lives  of  the  English 
Pods. 

The  wits  laughed,  but  did  not  give  him 
reason  to  laugh  also.  His  conversation  of 
Mr.  Bays,  related  in  dialogue,  raised  his 
character  with  the  public,  as  a  man  of 
Bense,  wit,  and  humour.  This  was  fol¬ 
lowed  by  other  dialogues,  odes,  satires, 
letters,  epigrams,  and  translations  with¬ 
out  number;  for  Tom’s  tavern  bills  were 
long,  and  he  lived  solely  by  his  pen, 
which,  as  well  as  his  tongue,  ever  made 
more  enemies  than  friends :  a  buffoon  in 
company,  his  raillery  was  neither  delicate 
nor  decent.  He  loved  low  abuse,  and 
scattered  it  everywhere  with  a  liberal 
hand :  the  clergy  came  in  for  more  than 
their  share  of  it. — -Noble,  Mark,  1806, 
Biographical  History  of  England,  vol.  I. 

1  would  fain  believe,  to  speak  from  a 
mere  glance  into  these  volumes,  that  the 
Meridian  of  London  is  improved  since  Mr. 
Brown’s  days:  and  sorry  to  learn  that 
this  “vulgar  writer’s”  works  are  not 
likely  just  yet  to  visit 

“The  waters  of  Oblivion's  lake.” 

The  author  appears  to  have  possessed,  be¬ 
sides  an  acquaintance  with  French,  Italian, 
and  Spapish,  some  classical  lore,  and  to 
have  employed  it  in  working  up  the  alloy 
and  baser  portions  of  ancient  wit  into 
modern  shapes.  “And  if  he  was  not  so 
nice  in  the  choice  of  his  authors,”  says 
Dr.  Drake,  “as  might  be  expected  from 
a  man  of  his  taste,  he  must  be  excused  ; 
because,  doing  those  things  for  his  sub¬ 


sistence,  he  did  not  consult  his  own  liking 
so  much  as  hi3  booksellers’,  taking  such 
as  they  have  offered  the  best  price  for.” 
Poor  man!  he  had  better  have  tried  to 
dig,  and  ought  to  have  been  less  ashamed 
to  beg,  than  to  follow  in  the  track  of 
those  who,  though  they  do  not  call  evil 
good,  yet  stimulate  under  pretence  of 
satirizing  it. — Coleridge,  Sara,  1847, 
ed.  Biographia  Liter  aria,  by  Samuel  Taylor 
Coleridge,  ch.  xvii,  note. 

What,  Tom  Brown  “of  facetious  mem¬ 
ory!”  Tom  Brown,  the  witty,  the  learned, 
the  convivial !  Tom  Brown,  the  topmost 
of  topshelfers,  the  wittiest  of  witsnappers, 
the  most  humoursome  of  humourists! — 
he  who  stood  literary  sponsor  for  Tom 
Moore's  “Twopenny  Post-Bag,  ”  even  as 
older  Democritus  did  for  Robert  Burton’s 
“Anatomy” — who,  I  thought,  was  as 
well  known  to  the  youngest  book-luney  as 
to  the  veteran  Dibdinite  and  Heberian, — 
to  the  humblest  bookster  who  displays 
his  ragged  wares  on  a  hand-barrow  as  to 
the  bibliopolic  successors  of  Rodd  and 
Lilly — Tom  Brown  “an  unknown  worthy!” 

.  .  .  Whose  writings  are  not  only 

characterized  by  a  large  amount  of  wit 
and  learning,  but  are  now  especially  val¬ 
uable  for  the  vivid  picture  which  they 
afford  of  the  habits  and  the  customs,  the 
amusements  and  the  pleasures,  the  morals 
and  the  manners  of  the  period  at  which 
they  were  written. — Bates,  William, 
1880,  Notes  and  Queries,  6th  Series,  vol.  I, 
p.  316. 

Tom  Brown  hardly  deserves  a  place  in 
my  anthology ;  but  I  have  found  room  for 
one  copy  of  verses — a  clever  imitation  of 
one  of  Martial’s  epigrams. — Bullen,  A. 
H.,  1895,  ed.  Musa  Prolerva,p.  xii. 


John  Ray 

1628-1705 

John  Ray  was  the  chief  botanist  of  the  time.  He  was  a  blacksmith’s  son,  born  in 
1628  at  Black  Notley,  near  Braintree,  Essex.  He  was  sent  from  Braintree  School  to 
Cambridge,  where  he  obtained  a  fellowship  of  Trinity;  in  1651  was  Greek  Lecturer  of 
his  college,  and  afterwards  Mathematical  Reader.  In  1660  he  published  a  Latin  Cata¬ 
logue  of  Plants  growing  about  Cambridge,  and  then  made  a  botanical  tour  through 
Great  Britain.  His  Latin  “Catalogue  of  the  Plants  of  England  and  the  Adjacent 
Isles”  first  appeared  in  1670.  Ray  took  orders  at  the  Restoration,  but  refused  sub¬ 
scription,  and  resigned.  In  1663  he  spent  three  years  with  a  pupil,  Mr.  F.  Wil¬ 
loughby,  on  the  Continent,  and  published  an  account  of  his  travels  in  1673,  as  “Obser¬ 
vations  made  in  a  Journey  through  Part  of  the  Low  Countries,  Germany,  Italy,  and 
France,  with  a  Catalogue  of  Plants  not  Natives  of  England.”  Ray  married  in  1673, 
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a  lady  twenty-four  years  younger  than  himself ;  educated  the  children  of  his  friend 
Mr.  Willoughby,  who  had  died  in  1672;  and  finally,  in  1679,  he  settled  in  his  native 
place,  and  lived  there  till  his  death,  in  1705.  Among  his  chief  books  was  “A  Collec¬ 
tion  of  English  Proverbs,  with  Short  Annotations,”  first  published  in  1670;  and  in 
the  reign  of  William  III.  he  produced,  in  1691,  “The  Wisdom  of  God  Manifested  in 
the  Creation in  1692,  “Miscellaneous  Discourses  concerning  the  Dissolution  and 
Changes  of  the  World  ;”  in  1693,  “Three  Physico-Theological  Discourses  concerning 


Chaos,  the  Deluge,  and  the  Dissolution  of  . 
to  a  Holy  Life.”  Morley,  Henry,  1873 

PERSONAL 

Bear  Sir, — The  best  of  friends.  These 
are  to  take  a  final  leave  of  you  as  to  this 
world.  I  look  upon  myself  as  a  dying 
man.  God  requite  your  kindness  ex¬ 
pressed  any  ways  towards  me  an  hundred¬ 
fold, — bless  you  with  a  confluence  of  all 
good  things  in  this  world,  and  eternal  life 
and  happiness  hereafter, — grant  us  an 
happy  meeting  in  heaven.  I  am,  Sir, 
eternally  yours.  -Ray,  John,  1704,  Letter 
to  Sir  Hans  Sloanc,  Jan.  7. 

Mr.  Ray  was  a  man  of  excellent  natural 
parts,  and  had  a  singular  vivacity  in  his 
style,  whether  he  wrote  in  English  or 
Latin,  which  was  equally  easy  to  him  ;  all 
which  (notwithstanding  his  great  age,  and 
the  debility  and  infirmities  of  his  body) 
he  retained,  even  to  his  dying  day ;  of 
which  he  gave  good  proof  in  some  of  his 
letters,  written  manifestly  with  a  dying 
hand.  In  a  word,  in  his  dealings,  no  man 
more  strictly  just;  in  his  conversation* 
no  man  more  humble,  courteous,  and 
affable;  towards  God,  no  man  more  de¬ 
vout  ;  and  towards  the  poor  and  distressed, 
no  man  more  compassionate  and  charit¬ 
able,  according  to  his  abilities. — Derham, 
William,  1760,  Select  Remains  of  the 
Learned  John  Ray ,  Life. 

He  found  the  highest  wisdom  to  con¬ 
sist  in  the  cordial  reception  of  the  revealed 
will  of  God,  and  in  unfeigned  subjection 
to  it. — Orme,  William,  1824,  Bibliotheca 
Biblica,  p.  368. 

In  the  likeness  of  Ray  the  phrenologist 
will  look  in  vain  for  indications  of  those 
intellectual  faculties  which  are  displayed 
in  his  writings.  The  forehead  is  con¬ 
tracted  in  all  its  dimensions;  so  as  to 
form  a  direct  contrast  to  that  of  Cuvier, 
another  naturalist  of  equal  industry  and 
zeal,  but  perhaps  of  not  more  comprehen¬ 
sive  mind. — Macgillivray,  W.,  1834, 
Lives  of  Eminent  Zoologists,  p.  182. 

Ray  died  rich  in  honours,  but  not  rich 
in  money,  as  he  had  to  give  up  his  living 


..-World;”  and  in  1700,  “A  Persuasive 
,  First  Sketch  of  English  Literature ,  p.  760. 
in  the  Church  for  conscience’s  sake  and 
conform  as  a  layman.  lie  was  singularly 
charitable  in  his  opinions  to  others;  and 
as  his  work  has  lasted  until  the  present 
day,  and  has  influenced  the  progress  of 
natural  history,  England  may  well  be 
proud  of  the  blacksmith’s  son.  -DUNCAN, 
P.  Martin,  1882,  Heroes  of  Science,  p.  46. 

GENERAL 

Of  this  inestimable  writer,  whose  works 
do  honour  to  our  nation,  as  a  late  disciple 
of  the  great  Swedish  naturalist  justly  ob¬ 
serves,  I  cannot  help  saying  further,  that 
no  writer  till  his  time  ever  advanced  all 
the  branches  of  natural  history  so  much 
as  that  sagacious,  diligent,  English  ob¬ 
server,  whose  systematical  spirit  threw  a 
light  on  everything  he  undertook,  and 
contributed  not  a  little  to  those  great 
and  wonderful  improvements  which  have 
since  been  introduced. — Stillingfleet, 
Benjamin,  1755-61,  Calendar  of  Flora. 

Our  countryman,  the  excellent  Mr.  Ray, 
is  the  only  describer  that  conveys  some 
precise  idea  in  every  term  or  word,  main¬ 
taining  his  superiority  over  his  followers 
and  imitators,  in  spite  of  the  advantage 
of  fresh  discoveries,  and  modern  informa¬ 
tion. — White,  Gilbert,  1789,  Natural 
History  of  Selborne ,  pt.  ii,  Letter  x. 

Mr.  Ray  had  the  singular  happiness  of 
devoting  fifty  years  of  his  life  to  the  cul¬ 
tivation  of  the  sciences  he  loved.  Incited 
by  the  most  ardent  genius,  which  over¬ 
came  innumerable  difficulties  and  dis¬ 
couragements,  his  labours  were,  in  the 
end,  crowned  with  success  before  almost 
unequalled.  He  totally  reformed  the 
studies  of  botany  and  zoology  ;  he  raised 
them  to  the  dignity  of  a  science,  and 
placed  them  in  an  advantageous  point  of 
view;  and,  by  his  own  investigations, 
added  more  real  improvement  to  them  in 
England  than  any  of  his  predecessors. 
The  extent  of  his  improvements  in  science 
procured  him  the  admiration  of  his  con¬ 
temporaries,  and  have  justly  transmitted 
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his  name  to  posterity,  among  those  who 
have  done  honour  to  their  age  and  coun¬ 
try.—  Pulteney,  Richard,  1790,  Histori¬ 
cal  and  Biographical  Sketches  of  the  Prog¬ 
ress  of  Botany  in  England. 

The  distinctive  character  of  Ray’s  works 
consists  in  the  clearness  of  his  methods, 
which  were  not  only  more  rigorous  than 
those  of  any  of  his  predecessors,  but 
applied  with  great  uniformity  and  pre¬ 
cision.  The  divisions  which  he  introduced 
into  the  classes  of  quadrupeds  and  birds 
have  been  followed  bv  English  naturalists 
even  to  the  present  day;  and  wo  find 
evident  traces  of  Ray’s  arrangement  of 
birds  in  Linnjeus,  Rrisson,  BufFon,  and  all 
authors  who  have  written  upon  this  class 
of  animals.  .  .  .  These  labours,  how¬ 

ever,  in  nearly  all  branches  of  natural 
history,  vast  as  they  appear  to  the  im¬ 
agination,  did  not  distract  Ray  from  his 
earlier  theological  studies.  In  his  treatise 
entitled  “The  Wisdom  of  God  manifested 
in  the  Works  of  the  Creation,”  he  has 
well  shown  how  these  studies  could  be 
combined.  ...  All  his  works  on 
natural  history  arc  in  Latin ;  they  are 
composed  in  an  unaffected  style,  and  are 
less  cumbered  than  those  of  his  successors 
with  a  multitude  of  new  terms,  so  burden¬ 
some  to  the  memory. — Cuvier,  George, 
Baron  and  Tiiouars,  Aurert  Ditetit, 
1832?  Biographic  Universclle,  tr.  Busk. 

His  merits  have  been  duly  appreciated, 
both  by  foreigners  and  his  own  country¬ 
men  ;  and  although,  in  the  last  century, 
they  seemed  in  danger  of  falling  into 
oblivion,  amid  the  blaze  of  the  numerous 
discoveries  and  improvements  then  made, 
they  are,  at  the  present  day,  brought 
more  prominently  into  view,  when  men 
have  begun  to  compare  systems,  and  to 
shake  off  the  influence  of  party-spirit.  An 
interesting  commemoration  of  him  was 
made  in  London  on  the  29th  November 
1828.  A  genus  of  plants  was  dedicated 
to  his  memory  by  Plumier,  under  the  name 
of  Jan  Raia,  which  Linnaeus  changed  into 
Rajania,  and  Smith  into  Raiana. — Mac- 
gillivray,  W..  1834,  Lives  of  Eminent 
Zoologists ,  p.  179. 

Among  the  original  works  of  Ray,  we 
may  select  the  “Synopsis  Methodica  An- 
imalium  Quadrupedum  et  Serpentini  Gen¬ 
eris,”  published  in  1693.  This  book 
makes  an  epoch  in  zoology,  not  for  the 
additions  of  new  species  it  contains,  since 


there  are  few  wholly  such,  but  as  the  first 
classification  of  animals  that  can  be 
reckoned  both  general  and  grounded  in 
nature.  He  divides  them  into  those  with 
blood  and  without  blood.  The  former  are 
such  as  breathe  through  lungs,  and  such 
as  breathe  through  gills.  Of  the  former 
of  these,  some  have  a  heart  with  two 
ventricles ;  some  have  one  only.  And, 
among  the  former  class  of  these,  some 
are  viviparous,  some  oviparous.  We  thus 
come  to  the  proper  distinction  of  mam¬ 
malia.  But,  in  compliance  with  vulgar 
prejudice,  Ray  did  not  include  the 
cetacea  in  the  same  class  with  quadrupeds, 
though  well  aware  that  they  properly  be¬ 
longed  to  it ;  and  left  them  as  an  order  of 
fishes.  Quadrupeds  he  was  the  first  to 
divide  into  ungulate  and  unguiculate, 
hoofed  and  clawed ;  having  himself  in¬ 
vented  the  Latin  words.  .  .  .  Ray 

was  the  first  zoologist  who  made  use  of 
comparative  anatomy. — Hallam,  Henry, 
1837-39,  Introduction  to  the  Literature  of 
Europe,  pt.  iv,  ch.  viii,  pars.  16,  17. 

The  extent  of  the  influence  of  the  genius 
of  Ray  on  the  science  of  natural  history 
is  far  greater  than  can  be  estimated  by 
the  number  or  size  of  the  volumes  which 
he  wrote,  and  is  to  be  traced  to  his  habit 
of  acute  observation  of  facts  and  the 
logical  accuracy  with  which  he  arranged 
them.  He  made  his  knowledge  of  the 
structure  and  physiology  of  plants  sub¬ 
servient  to  a  great  plan  for  their  arrange¬ 
ment,  and  this  plan,  when  carefully  ex¬ 
amined,  will  be  found  to  contain  the 
fundamental  principles  of  all  the  more 
recent  scientific  systems  in  natural  his¬ 
tory,  and  to  have  laid  the  foundation  of 
the  views  of  a  natural  classification  of  the 
vegetable  kingdom  put  forward  in  later 
times.— Lankester,  Edwin,  1846,  ed. 
Memorials  of  John  Ray ,  Preface,  p.  viii. 

Ray,  who  first  supplied  materials  for 
the  argument  for  natural  religion,  drawn 
from  final  causes.— Farrar,  Adam 
Storey,  1862,  A  Critical  History  of  Free 
Thought,  Lecture  viii,  note. 

’Though  he  was  not  quite  clear  as  re¬ 
gards  the  distinction,  which  we  now  ex¬ 
press  by  the  words  dicotyledonous  and 
monocotyledonous  embryo,  yet  he  may 
claim  the  great  merit  of  having  founded 
the  natural  system  in  part  upon  this 
difference  in  the  formation  of  the  embryo. 
He  displays  more  conspicuously  than  any 
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systematist  before  Jussieu  the  power  of 
perceiving  the  larger  groups  of  relation¬ 
ship  in  the  vegetable  kingdom, and  of  defin¬ 
ing  them  by  certain  marks ;  these  marks, 
moreover,  he  determines  noton  a  priori 
grounds,  but  from  acknowledged  affin¬ 
ities;  but  it  is  only  in  the  great  divisions 
of  his  system  that  he  is  thus  true  to  the 
right  course;  in  the  details  he  commits 
many  and  grievous  offences  against  his  own 
method.— Sachs,  Julius  von,  1875-90, 
History  of  Botany,  tr .  Garnsey,  rev.  Bal¬ 
four,  p.  69. 

Wrote  chiefly  in  Latin,  but  composed 
his  treatise  on  “The  Wisdom  of  God  in 
the  Creation”  in  his  mother-tongue.  The 
anthropomorphism  of  this  earnest,  lucid, 
and  ingenious  book,  the  prototype  of 
Paley’s,  is  a  defect  hardly  to  be  avoided 
in  an  age  when  the  Deity  was  almost 
universally  conceived  as  an  artificer  ;  and 
yet  Ray  comes  very  near  indeed  to  the 
conception  of  a  power  imminent  in  Nature. 
His  style  is  limpid  and  persuasive;  his 
easoning  cogent ;  his  good  sense  is  ap- 
arent  in  his  discussion  of  spontaneous 
ineration  and  the  stories  related  in  its 
ipport,  although  the  caution  and  modesty 
of  his  temper  sometimes  incline  him  to 
defer  too  much  to  authority.  He  has  no 
mercy,  for  example,  on  frogs  rained  from 
the  sky,  but  will  not,  in  the  face  of  the 


testimony  of  eye-witnesses,  carry  scepti¬ 
cism  to  the  point  of  disputing  that  they 
may  have  been  occasionally  found  immured 
in  the  middle  of  stones. — Garnett,  Rich¬ 
ard,  1895,  The  Age  of  Dryden,  p.  228. 

Though  the  purity  of  Ray’s  Latin  has 
formed  the  topic  of  many  encomia,  Ray's 
English  style  is  perhaps  hardly  sufficiently 
distinguished  to  secure  for  him  any  great 
position  in  general  literature.  Ilis  merits 
as  a  writer  on  other  topics  than  natural 
science  are  those  of  the  man  of  science 
who  amasses  materials  with  painstaking 
care  and  critical  capacity.  John  Locke, 
speaking  of  his  “Travels”  (1673),  men¬ 
tions  Ray’s  brief  yet  ingenious  descrip¬ 
tions  of  everything  that  he  saw,  and 
his  enlargement  upon  everything  that  was 
curious  and  rare ;  but  it  is  only  at  the 
present  day,  since  the  rise  of  the  scien¬ 
tific  study  of  dialect  and  folklore,  that 
the  value  of  some  of  his  collections,  such 
as  those  of  proverbs  and  rare  words,  is 
fully  realised  Contrary  to  what  has  been 
sometimes  said  of  him,  Ray  was  never  a 
mere  compiler.  He  well  knew  how  to 
adopt  and  combine  the  results  of  others 
with  his  own  investigations,  but  he  never 
blindly  copied  the  statements  of  others, 
while  he  always  acknowledged  his  obliga¬ 
tions.  Boulger,  G.  S.,  1896,  Dictionary 
of  National  Biography ,  vol.  xlvii,  p.  343. 


John  Howe 

1630-1705 

John  Howe,  Puritan  divine,  was  born  17th  May  1630  at  Loughborough.  He  studied 
at  Cambridge  and  Oxford,  and,  after  preaching  for  some  time  at  Winwick  and  Great 
Torrington,  he  was  appointed  domestic  chaplain  to  Cromwell  in  1656.  In  1659  he  re¬ 
turned  to  Torrington,  but  the  Act  of  Uniformity  ejected  him  in  1662,  and  he  wandered 
about  preaching  in  secret  till  1671.  In  1668  he  published  “The  Blessedness  of  the 
Righteous,”  in  1671  became  domestic  chaplain  to  Lord  Massereene,  of  Antrim  Castle 
in  Ireland.  Here  he  wrote  his  “Vanity  of  Man  as  Mortal,”  and  began  his  greatest 
work,  “The  Good  Man  the  Living  Temple  of  God”  (1676  1702).  In  1676  he  became 
pastor  of  the  dissenting  congregation  in  Silver  Street,  London.  In  1685  he  travelled 
with  Lord  Wharton  on  the  Continent,  and  settled  at  Utrecht,  till  in  1687  the  Declara¬ 
tion  of  Indulgence  recalled  him  to  England.  He  died  in  London,  2d  April  1705.  He 
was  a  profound  thinker,  and  gifted  with  great  practical  sagacity.  His  own  convic¬ 
tions  were  very  decided,  yet  he  had  large  toleration  for  the  opinions  of  others.  His 
writings  are  marred  by  a  poor  style  and  innumerable  digressions.  See  Life  by  Calamy 
prefixed  to  his  works  (1724),  and  that  by  Henry  Rogers  (1836;  new  ed.  1879). — 
Patrick  and  Groome,  eds.,  1897,  Chambers's  Biographical  Dictionary ,  p.  507. 

PERSONAL.  blessing  on  the  work  of  the  day;  and 

He  told  me  it  was  upon  these  occasions  afterwards  read  and  expounded  a  chapter 


his  common  way  to  begin  about  nine  in 
the  morning,  with  a  prayer  for  about  a 
quarter  of  an  hour,  in  which  he  begged  a 


or  psalm,  in  which  he  spent  about  three 
quarters  of  an  hour,  then  prayed  for  an 
hour,  preached  for  another  hour,  and 
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prayed  for  half-an-hour.  After  this  he 
retired  arul  took  some  little  refreshment 
for  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour  or  more 
(the  people  singing  all  tho  while),  and 
then  came  again  into  the  pulpit,  prayed 
for  another  hour,  and  gave  them  another 
sermon  of  about  an  hour’s  length,  and  so 
concluded  the  service  of  the  day  at  about 
four  o’clock  in  the  evening,  with  about 
half-an-hour  or  more  in  prayer. —  Calamy, 
Edmund,  1724,  cd.  I  Porta  of  John  llowc. 
Memoir. 

It  is  pleasant  to  contemplate  such  a 
man  as  Howe  amid  the  fierce  passions  and 
rude  and  often  petty  conflicts  of  his  age. 
He  could  not  but  bear  their  dint,  living, 
as  he  did,  in  the  very  midst  of  them ;  but 
they  touch  him  as  little  as  possible.  His 
countenance  shows  the  traces  of  a  refined 
and  elevated  nature,  and  of  the  same 
largeness  and  tenderness  of  soul  that 
mark  his  writings.  It  would  bo  difficult 
to  conceive  a  more  noble,  spiritual,  or 
gentle  set  of  features.  A  native  dignity 
of  manner  and  character  shine  in  them. 
The  court  of  Cromwell  may  not  seem  the 
most  fitting  nursery  of  such  a  nature ; 
but  the  presence  of  one  who,  like  Howe, 
combined  earnestness  with  refinement, 
and  all  the  glow  of  the  Puritan  religious 
feeling  with  a  chastened  taste  and  a 
radiancy  of  imagination,  is  enough  to 
show  that  we  are  not  to  judge  this  court 
according  to  any  mere  vulgar  estimate. 
It  must  have  been  a  pure  and  high  atmos¬ 
phere  in  which  Howe  moved  freely  and 
exercised  influence.  One  who  lived  so 
much  above  the  world,  and  on  whose 
spirit  dwelt  so  familiarly  the  awe  and 
grandeur  of  the  Unseen,  would  be  a  con¬ 
stant  monitor,  both  of  high  principle  and 
duty,  in  circumstances  sufficient  to  try 
the  one  and  seduce  from  the  other. — 
Tulloch,  John,  1861,  English  Puritanism 
and  Its  Leaders,  p.  285. 

Here  is  a  life  of  true  nobility,  a  simple 
unostentatious  adherence  to  truth  and 
principle,  a  brave  endurance  of  the  count¬ 
less  troubles  into  which  the  lover  of  truth 
is  led.  There  is  a  purity  of  motive,  a 
directness  of  aim,  a  width  of  understand¬ 
ing,  an  inclusive  charity  in  the  man.  The 
scandal  of  an  unsympathetic  age  can  find 
nothing  to  say  against  him;  the  reverence 
and  love  of  the  friends  who  knew  him  can¬ 
not  say  enough  in  his  praise.  If  it  should 
be  possible  to  draw  the  portrait  with  any 


fidelity,  and  to  present  the  subject  of  it, 
not  merely  as  a  writer  or  a  theologian, 
but  as  a  man,  a  warm  and  living  heart,  a 
large  and  enterprising  brain,  the  author 
would  incur  the  benediction  of  many  peo¬ 
ple  in  the  present  day  for  introducing 
them  to  so  attractive  a  person. — Horton, 
Robert  F.,  1895,  John  Howe  ( Leaders  of 
Religion ),  p.  2. 

GENERAL 

One  of  the  most  learned  and  polite 
writers  among  the  dissenters.  His  read¬ 
ing  in  divinity  was  very  extensive:  he 
was  a  good  Orientalist,  and  understood 
several  of  themodern  languages.  .  .  .  His 
“Blessedness  of  the  Righteous”  was  the 
most  generally-esteemed  of  his  perform¬ 
ances.  He  was  an  admired  preacher,  but 
was  sometimes  too  profound  for  ordinary 
capacities.  There  is  an  uncommon  depth 
of  thought  in  several  of  his  works. — * 
Granger,  James,  1769-1824,  Biograph¬ 
ical  History  of  England ,  vol.  v,  p.  66. 

For  depth  and  originality  of  thought, 
John  Howe  has  never  been  surpassed  by 
any  theological  writer  whatever.  His 
principles  were  strictly  evangelical,  and 
his  spirit  eminently  catholic  and  devout. 
His  “Living  Temple,”  especially,  is  a  mas¬ 
terpiece  of  profound  argumentation.  .  .  . 
His  best  pieces  are  “The  Blessedness  of 
the  Righteous,”  “Delighting  in  God,” 
“Enmity  and  Reconciliation,”  “Redeem¬ 
er’s  Tears,  and  Dominion.”  Some  “Fu¬ 
neral  Sermons,”  and  part  of  his  “Living 
Temple,  ’  ’  are  most  excellent. — Williams, 
Edward,  1800,  The  Christian  Preacher. 

“The  Blessedness  of  the  Righteous”  is  a 
first-rate  performance,  and  contains  avast 
extent  of  thought,  of  learning,  but  espe¬ 
cially  of  piety.  .  .  His  “Delighting 

in  God”  is  one  of  the  purest  treatises  of 
practical  theology  to  be  found  in  the 
English  language.  .  .  .  Perhaps  it 

may  be  considered  as  no  unfair  test 
of  intellectual  and  spiritual  excellence 
that  a  person  can  relish  the  writ¬ 
ings  of  John  Howe:  if  he  does  not,  he 
may  have  reason  to  suspect  that  some¬ 
thing  in  the  head  or  heart  is  w-rong.  A 
young  minister  who  wishes  to  attain  em¬ 
inence  in  his  profession,  if  he  has  not  the 
works  of  John  Howe,  and  can  procure 
them  in  no  other  way,  should  sell  his  coat 
and  buy  them;  and,  if  that  will  not  suffice, 
let  him  sell  his  bed  and  lie  on  the  floor; 
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and  if  he  spend  his  days  in  reading  them 
he  will  not  complain  that  he  lies  hard  at 
night. — Bogue  and  Bennett,  1809,  His¬ 
tory  of  the  Dissenters. 

Possessed  of  the  learning  of  Cudworth, 
the  evangelical  piety  of  Owen,  and  the 
fervour  of  Baxter,  with  a  mind  of  larger 
dimensions  than  what  belonged  to  any  of 
these  distinguished  individuals,  every  thing 
which  fell  from  his  pen  is  worthy  of  im¬ 
mortality.  He  delights  while  he  instructs, 
and  impresses  while  he  enlightens.  His 
“Living  Temple,”  “The  Blessedness  of 
the  Righteous,”  “Of  Delighting  in  God,” 
“The  Redeemer’s  Tears,”  are  among  the 
finest  productions  of  uninspired  genius, 
and  must  be  read  with  high  gratification 
by  every  Christian.  His  style  is  occasion¬ 
ally  rugged  and  inharmonious;  but  the 
sentiment  will  richly  repay  the  trifling 
annoyance  of  its  harsh  and  involved 
structure. — Orme,  William,  1824,  Bib¬ 
liotheca  Biblica. 

None  can  peruse  his  writings  without 
feeling  that  his  mind  was  habitually  filled 
with  the  contemplation  of  that  peculiar 
but  truly  divine  character,  that  compre¬ 
hensiveness  and  all-pervading  excellence, 
die  ultimate  development  of  which,  in 
those  who  embrace  Christianity,  is  the 
design  of  the  mysteries  it  reveals,  and  of 
all  the  powerful  motives  by  which  it 
prompts  to  action. — Rogers,  Henry, 
1836,  Life  of  Howe . 

A  very  extraordinary,  original,  sublime, 
and  splendid  writer,  but  sometimes  ob¬ 
scure  and  heavy.  Few  writers  will  more 
strengthen  and  enlarge  the  reader’s  mind  ; 
but  he  is  deficient  in  evangelical  state¬ 
ment  and  simplicity. — Bickersteth,  Ed¬ 
ward,  1844,  The  Christian  Student. 

Few,  if  any,  uninspired  men  have 
equalled  him  in  what  may  be  called  a 
philosophic  knowledge  of  Christianity, 
understanding  thereby  an  extensive  and 


harmonized  acquaintance  with  the  facts 
it  embraces,  derived  from  a  diligent  and 
impartial  examination  of  the  divine  testi¬ 
mony  which  reveals  it. — Urwick,  W., 
184G,  The  Redeemer's  Tears,  Life  of  John 
Howe,  p.  xlviii. 

Though  excelled  by  Baxter  as  a  pulpit 
orator,  and  by  Owen  in  exegetical  in¬ 
genuity  and  in  almost  every  department 
of  theological  learning,  llowe  compares 
favorably  with  either  as  a  sagacious  and 
profound  thinker,  while  he  was  more 
successful  in  combining  religious  earnest¬ 
ness  and  fervor  of  conviction  with  large- 
hearted  tolerance  and  cultured  breadth  of 
view.  His  style,  moreover,  though  not 
altogether  free  from  the  literary  faults 
which  may  almost  be  called  characteristic 
of  Puritanism,  has  often  a  stately  yet 
graceful  flow  which  the  modern  reader 
will  look  for  in  vain  in  most  of  Howe’s 
theological  contemporaries.  Baynes, 
Thomas  Spencer,  erf.,  1881,  Encyclopaedia 
Britannica,  ninth  erf.,  vol.  xii. 

His  writings  show  an  original  mind,  con¬ 
templative  rather  than  profound,  with  con¬ 
siderable  powerof  discrimination, and  some 
warmth  of  fancy.  His  spirit  is  superior 
to  his  style;  his  diction  rarely  rises  to  the 
elevation  of  his  thought;  his  sentences 
are  negligent,  and  his  punctuation  seems 
devised  for  the  ruin  of  perspicuity.  He 
shines  at  his  best  in  his  consolatory  letters 
.  .  .  which  are  full  of  pathos  and  calm 
wisdom. — Gordon,  Alexander,  1891,  Dic¬ 
tionary  of  National  Biography ,  vol.  XXVUI, 

p.  88. 

He  formed  his  own  system  of  divinity, 
and  wrote  many  works,  practical  and 
polemical,  marked  by  depth,  solidity,  and 
eloquent  expression.  His  abilities  and 
character  won  for  him  the  high  esteem  of 
good  men  in  all  parties. — Sanderson, 
Edgar,  1893,  History  of  England  and  the 
British  Empire ,  p.  648. 


John  Evelyn 

1620-1706 

Bom  at  Wotton,  31  Oct.  1620.  From  age  of  five  lived  in  household  of  his  grand¬ 
mother,  at  Lewes.  Educated  at  Southover  Free  School.  Admitted  to  Middle  Temple 
as  student,  13  Feb.  1637.  Fellow  Commoner  of  Balliol  Coll.,  Oxford,  10  May,  1638. 
Took  no  degree.  Took  chambers  in  Temple,  1640.  In  Holland,  July  to  Oct.,  1641. 
In  Civil  War  joined  King's  army,  Nov.  1642,  but  was  not  received,  and  returned  to 
Wotton.  In  France,  Nov.  1643  to  Oct.  1644;  in  Italy,  Oct.  1644  to  April  1646;  re¬ 
turned  through  Switzerland  to  Paris;  married  Mary  Browne  there,  27  June,  1647. 
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Returned  to  England,  Sept.  1647,  without  his  wife.  Returned  to  Paris,  1  Aug.  1649. 
Visit  to  England,  1650.  Returned  to  England  to  live,  Feb.  1652;  his  wife  returned, 
June  1652;  they  settled  at  Sayes  Court,  Deptford.  Inaugurated  scheme  of  Royal  So¬ 
ciety;  first  meeting  held,  dan.  1661;  elected  fellow  and  member  of  Council.  On 
various  Metropolitan  Commissions,  1662.  On  commission  for  care  of  prisoners  and 
wounded  in  Dutch  War,  16-14.  Hon.  D.C.L.,  Oxford,  1669.  Member  of  Council  of 
foreign  plantations,  28  Feb.  1671.  Commissioner  for  Privy  Seal,  Dec.  1685  to  March 
1687.  Sec.  to  Royal  Soc.,  Dec.  1772  to  Dec.  1773.  Left  Sayes  Court  and  settled 
with  brother  at  Wotton,  May  1694.  Treasurer  of  Greenwich  Hospital,  1695  to  Aug. 
1703.  Inherited  Wotton  estate  from  his  brother,  Oct.  1699.  Died  there,  27  Feb. 
1706;  buried  in  Wotton  Church.  Works:  “Of  Liberty  and  Servitude,"  1649;  “The 
State  of  France  .  .  .  in  the  ninth  year  of  .  .  .  Lewis  XIII.,”  (under  initials  : 

J.  E.),  1652;  “A  Character  of  England"  (anon.),  1659;  “Apology  for  the  Royal 
Party"  (anon.),  1659:  “The  Late  Newes  from  Brussels  Unmasked"  (anon.), 
1660;  “A  Poem  upon  His  Majesty’s  Coronation,"  1661;  ‘‘Encounter  be¬ 
tween  the  French  and  Spanish  Ambassadors,"  1661;  ‘ ‘Fumifugium,"  1661; 
“  Tyrannus"  (anon.),  1661;  “Sculptura,"  1662;  “Sylva,”  1664;  “  Kalendarium 
Hortense, ’’  1664;  “Public  Employment,  and  an  Active  Life,  preferred  to  Soli¬ 
tude,"  1667;  “The  three  late  famous  Imposters"  (under  initials:  J.  E.),  1669; 
“Navigation  and  Commerce,"  1674;  “A  Philosophical  Discourse  of  Earth,"  1676; 
“The  Whole  Body  of  Antient  and  Modern  Architecture,"  1680;  “Mundus  Muliebris" 
(anon.),  1690;  “Mundus  Foppensis"  (anon.),  1691 ;  “Numismata,"  1697;  “Acetaria" 
(anon.),  1699.  Posthumous:  “Diary,"  ed.  by  W.  Bray  as  “Memoirs  .  .  .  of  John 
Evelyn, "  2  vols.,  1818;  “Life  of  Mrs.  Godolphin,"  ed.  by  Bp.  Wilberforce,  1847; 
“History  of  Religion,  ”  ed.  by  R.  M.  Evanson,  1850.  He  translated:  Lucretius,  Bk.  I., 
1656;  “The  French  Gardener,"  1658;  “The  Golden  Book"  of  St.  Chrysostom,  1659; 
Naude’s  “Instructions  concerning  the  erection  of  a  Library,"  1661:  Pt.  II.  of  “The 
Mystery  of  Jesuitism, "  1658;  Freart  de  Chambray’s  “Parallel  of  Ancient  Architecture 
with  Modern,"  1664,  and  “Idea  of  the  Perfection  of  Painting,”  1668;  La  Quintinie’s 
“The  Compleat  Gardener,"  1698.  He  edited:  translation,  by  his  son  John,  of  Rene 
Rapin’s  “Of  Gardens,"  1673.  Life:  by  H.  B.  Wheatley,  in  1879  edn.  of  “Diary."— 
Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors ,  p .  95. 

PERSONAL  And  in  her  Mind  the  wisest  Books. 

By  water  to  Deptford,  and  there  made  oh-  who  would  chimge  those  8o(t’  yet  BoUd 


a  visit  to  Mr.  Evelyn,  who,  among  other 
things,  showed  me  most  excellent  paint¬ 
ing  in  little,  in  distemper,  in  Indian 
incke,  watercolours,  graveing,  and,  above 
all,  the  whole  secret  of  mezzo- tinto,  and 
the  manner  of  it,  which  is  very  pretty, 
and  good  things  done  with  it. 

In  fine,  a  most  excellent  person  he  is,  and 
must  be  allowed  a  little  for  a  little  con¬ 
ceitedness  ;  but  he  may  well  be  so,  being 
a  man  so  much  above  others. — Pbpys, 
Samuel,  1665,  Diary ,  November  5. 

Happy  art  thou,  whom  God  does  bless 
With  the  full  Choice  of  thine  own  Happiness ; 
And  happier  yet,  because  thou’rt  blest 
With  Prudence,  how  to  choose  the  best; 

In  Books  and  Gardens  thou  hast  plac’d  aright 
(Things  which  thou  well  dost  understand ; 
And  both  dost  make  with  thy  laborious  Hand) 
Thy  noble,  innocent  Delight: 

And  in  thy  virtuous  Wife,  where  thou'ogain 
dost  meet 

Both  Pleasures  more  refin’d  and  sweet; 
The  fairest  Garden  in  her  Looks, 


Joys, 

For  empty  Shows  and  senseless  Noise  ; 

And  all  which  rank  Ambition  breeds, 
Which  seem  such  beauteous  FJow’rs,  and  are 
snch  pois’nous  Weeds? 

— Cowley,  Abraham,  1667?  The  Garden , 
to  J .  Evelyn ,  Esquire. 

If  Mr.  Evelyn  had  not  been  an  artist 
himself,  as  I  think  I  can  prove  he  was,  I 
should  yet  have  found  it  difficult  to  deny 
myself  the  pleasure  of  alloting  him  a  place 
among  the  arts  he  loved,  promoted, 
patronised,  and  it  would  be  but  justice  to 
inscribe  his  name  with  due  panegyric  in 
these  records,  as  I  have  once  or  twice 
taken  the  liberty  to  criticize  him.  But 
they  are  trifling  blemishes  compared  with 
his  amiable  virtues  and  beneficence ;  and 
it  may  yet  be  remarked  that  the  worst  I 
have  said  of  him  is,  that  he  knew  more 
than  he  always  communicated.  It  is  no 
unwelcome  satire  to  say,  that  a  man’s  in¬ 
telligence  and  philosophy  is  inexhaustible. 
I  mean  not  to  write  his  life,  which  may 
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be  found  detailed  in  the  new  edition  of  his 
“Sculptura,”  in  “Collins’s  Baronetage,” 
in  the  “General  Dictionary,”  and  in  the 
new  “Biographical  Dictionary;”  but  I 
must  observe  that  his  life,  which  was  ex¬ 
tended  to  eighty-six  years,  was  a  course 
of  inquiry,  study,  curiosity,  instruction, 
and  benevolence.  The  works  of  the 
Creator,  and  the  mimic  labours  of  the 
creature,  were  all  objects  of  his  pursuit. 
He  unfolded  the  perfection  of  the  one, 
and  assisted  the  imperfection  of  the  other. 
— Walpole,  Horace,  1762-86,  Anecdotes 
of  Painting  in  England ,  Catalogue  of  En¬ 
gravers. 

llis  manners  we  may  presume  to  have 
been  most  agreeable:  for  his  company 
was  sought  by  the  greatest  men,  not 
merely  by  inviting  him  to  their  own 
tables,  but  by  their  repeated  visits  to  him 
at  his  own  house ;  and  this  was  equally 
the  case  with  regard  to  the  ladies,  of 
many  of  whom  he  speaks  in  the  highest 
style  of  admiration,  affection  and  respect. 
He  was  master  of  the  French,  Italian,  and 
Spanish  languages.  That  he  had  read  a 
;reatdeal  is  manifest;  but  at  what  time 
he  found  opportunities  for  study,  it  is  not 
easy  to  say.—  Bray,  William,  1818,  erf. 
Diary  and  Correspondence  of  John  Evelyn, 
Introduction,  vol.  I,  p.  xi. 

No  change  of  fashion,  no  alteration  of 
taste,  no  revolutions  of  science,  have  im¬ 
paired  or  can  impair  his  celebrity.  Satire, 
from  which  nothing  is  sacred,  scarcely 
attempted  to  touch  him  while  living;  and 
the  acrimony  of  political  and  religious 
hatred,  though  it  spares  not  even  the 
dead,  has  never  assailed  his  memory. — 
SOUTHEY,  Robert,  1818,  Evelyn's  Memoirs, 
Quarterly  Review ,  vol.  19,  p.  53. 

Evelyn  was  at  least  the  Sir  Joseph 
Banks  of  his  times.  I  have  before  had 
occasion  to  notice  his  intimacy  with  the 
leading  families  of  rank,  which  appears 
little,  if  at  all,  to  have  spoilt  his  natural 
frankness  of  manner,  and  sincerity  of 
character. — Dibdin,  Thomas  Frognall, 
1824,  The  Library  Companion. 

I  would  also,  if  you  have  no  objection, 
and  without  doing  injustice  to  a  valuable, 
but  I  think  hitherto  over-estimated  char¬ 
acter,  propose  to  show  Evelyn  in  a  new 
light,  as  a  regular  town  and  court  gossip, 
going  among  people  (for  curiosity’s  sake) 
whose  society  he  affected  to  think  a  con¬ 
tamination,  bowing  (for  he  must  have 


bowed)  in  the  levees  of  the  King's  mis¬ 
tresses,  and  getting  himself  invited  to 
dinner  on  purpose  to  meet  Blood,  of  whose 
villainous  countenance  he  has  given  an 
admirable  description. — Hunt,  Leigh, 
1844,  Letter  to  Macvey  Napier ,  Corre¬ 
spondence,  vol.  ii,  p.  34. 

Amid  all  the  demoralisation  of  White¬ 
hall,  Evelyn  appears  never  to  have  waived 
his  higher  duties  for  the  sake  of  mere 
sublunary  considerations, — never  to  have 
forgotten  his  responsibility  as  a  Christian. 
It  is  difficult  to  imagine  how  he  could 
reconcile  the  nicety  of  his  principles  to 
the  impurity  of  what  he  saw'  and  heard; 
but  so  it  was.  We  know'  that  some  men 
do  live  in  the  world,  without  being  of  the 
world ;  and  Evelyn  may  have  felt  that,  to 
carry  out  schemes  for  the  public  benefit, 
court  favour  must  be  maintained.  He 
seems,  also,  to  have  felt  for  the  Stuarts 
that  personal  liking  with  which  even  the 
most  reprehensible  of  that  family  inspired 
their  followers.  .  .  .  Evelyns  name 

is  perhaps  dearer  to  England  than  that  of 
any  other  of  our  countrymen  w'ho  have 
been  engaged  in  civil  employments,  if  we 
except  Shakspeare.  He  lived  and  died 
among  his  people,  showing  how  erroneous 
is  the  idea  that  to  be  religious,  or  studi¬ 
ous,  or  philosophic,  it  is  necessary  to  be 
a  recluse.  By  his  social  virtues  he  did  as 
much  good  as  by  his  works.  He  first  in¬ 
troduced  and  ennobled  the  science  of  mak¬ 
ing:  English  homes  elegant  as  well  as 
happy.— Thomson,  Katharine  (Grace 
Wharton),  1861,  Celebrated  Friendships, 
vol .  i,  pp.  42,  51. 

Evelyn  is  the  typical  instance  of  the 
accomplished  and  public-spirited  country 
gentleman  of  the  Restoration,  a  pious  and 
devoted  member  of  the  church  of  Eng¬ 
land,  and  a  staunch  loyalist  in  spite  of  his 
grave  disapproval  of  the  manners  of  the 
court.  His  domestic  life  was  pure  and 
his  affections  strong,  and  lie  devoted  him¬ 
self  to  work  of  public  utility,  although 
prudence  or  diffidence  kept  him  aloof  from 
the  active  political  life  which  might  have 
tested  his  character  more  severely.  His 
books  are  for  the  most  part  occasional 
and  of  little  permanent  value.  The 
“Sylva,  ”  upon  which  he  bestowed  his  best 
work,  was  long  a  standard  authority,  and 
the  “Diaries”  have  great  historical  value. 
—Stephen,  Leslie,  1889,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography,  vol.  xvm,  P-  81. 
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We  can  imagine  no  one  whom  it  would 
have  been  more  delightful  to  have  had  for 
a  friend  or  relation  than  the  all-accom¬ 
plished  Christian  gentleman,  philanthro¬ 
pist,  scholar,  artist,  author,  and  scientist 
who  wrote  Evelyn’s  Diary.  Living  in  a 
corrupt  yet  bigoted  and  superstitious  age, 
he  is  our  ideal  of  all  that  is  pure,  liberal, 
charitable,  lovely,  and  of  good  report. 

■  ■  .  He  entirely  escaped  depreciation 

and  satire  in  a  day  and  generation  which 
was  in  the  habit  of  making  a  jest  of  good¬ 
ness,  and  was  loved  and  reverenced  even 
by  those  who  were  too  evil  or  too  weak  to 
follow  his  example  of  holy  living  and 
dying.  The  preparation  for  this  noble  and 
vigorous  life  was  a  youth  of  hard  and 
profitable  study  and  travel ;  of  the  sowing, 
not  of  wild  oats,  but  of  good  seed  which 
yielded  an  abundant  harvest. — Steele, 
Mary  Davies,  1889,  John  Evelyn's  Youth , 
Atlantic  Monthly,  vol.  64,  p.  74. 

SYLVA 

1GG4 

It  may  therefore,  perhaps,  be  esteemed 
a  small  character  of  Mr.  Evelyn’s  dis¬ 
course  of  forest-trees  to  say,  that  it  out¬ 
does  all  that  Theophrastus  and  Pliny  have 
left  us  on  that  subject ;  for  it  not  only 
does  that  and  a  great  deal  more,  but  con¬ 
tains  more  useful  precepts,  hints,  and  dis¬ 
coveries,  upon  that  now  so  necessary  a 
part  of  our  Res  Rustica  than  the  world 
had  till  then  known,  for  all  the  observa¬ 
tions  of  former  ages.  To  name  others 
after  him  would  be  a  derogation  to  his 
performance.— Wotton,  William,  1694, 
Rejleclionson  Ancient  and  Modern  Learning. 

Had  Evelyn  only  composed  the  great 
work  of  his  “Sylva,  or  a  Discourse  of 
Forest  Trees,  ”  his  name  would  have  ex¬ 
cited  the  gratitude  of  posterity.  The 
voice  of  the  patriot  exults  in  the  dedica¬ 
tion  to  Charles  II.  prefixed  to  one  of  the 
later  editions.  “I  need  not  acquaint  your 
majesty,  how  many  millions  of  timber- 
trees,  besides  infinite  others,  have  been 
propagated  and  planted  throughout  your 
vast  dominions,  at  the  instigation  and  by 
the  sole  direction  of  this  work,  because 
your  majesty  has  been  pleased  to  own  it 
publicly  for  my  encouragement.”  And 
surely  while  Britain  retains  her  awful 
situation  among  the  nations  of  Europe, 
the  “Sylva”  of  Evelyn  will  endure  with 
her  triumphant  oaks.  It  was  a  retired 
philosopher  who  aroused  the  genius  of  the 


nation,  and  who,  casting  a  prophetic  eye 
toward  the  age  in  which  we  live,  con¬ 
tributed  to  secure  our  sovereignty  of  the 
seas.  The  present  navy  of  Great  Britain 
has  been  constructed  with  the  oaks  which 
the  genius  of  Evelyn  planted ! — Disraeli, 
Isaac,  1791-1824,  Introducers  of  Exotic 
Flowers ,  Curios ilies  of  Literature. 

The  “Sylva”  has  no  beauties  of  style 
to  recommend  it,  and  none  of  those  felici¬ 
ties  of  expression  by  which  the  writer 
stamps  upon  your  memory  his  meaning  in 
all  its  force.  Without  such  charms,  “A 
Discourse  of  Forest  Trees,  and  the  Propa¬ 
gation  of  Timber  in  his  Majesty’s  Do¬ 
minions”  might  appear  to  promise  dry 
entertainment ;  but  he  who  opens  the 
volume  is  led  on  insensibly  from  page  to 
page,  and  catches  something  of  the  de¬ 
light  which  made  the  author  enter  with 
his  whole  heart  and  all  his  faculties  into 
the  subject.  .  .  .  It  is  a  great  re¬ 

pository  of  all  that  was  then  known  con¬ 
cerning  the  forest  trees  of  Great  Britain, 
their  growth  and  culture,  and  their  uses 
and  qualities  real  or  imaginary ;  and  he 
has  enlivened  it  with  all  the  pertinent 
facts  and  anecdotes  which  occurred  to 
him  in  his  reading. — Southey,  Robert, 
1818,  Evelyn's  Memoirs ,  Quarterly  Re¬ 
view,  vol.  19,  p.  47,  48. 

Say’s  Court  was  afterwards  the  resi¬ 
dence  of  the  celebrated  Mr.  Evelyn,  whose 
“Silva”  is  still  the  manual  of  British 
planters,  and  whose  life,  manners,  and 
principles,  as  illustrated  in  his  Memoirs, 
ought  equally  to  be  the  manual  of  English 
gentlemen.— Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1821, 
Kenilworth,  chap.  xiil. 

DIARY 

The  author  was  a  much  more  important 
and  worthy  personage  than  his  friend 
Pepys,  and  yet  his  work  is  of  somewhat 
less  interest,  if  not  of  less  value.  He 
travelled  extensively  in  different  parts  of 
Europe,  and  he  made  record  of  what  im¬ 
pressed  him  most.  But  those  objects 
which  interested  Evelyn  were  the  very 
objects  which  Pepys  cared  least  about. 
In  this  way  the  works  supplement  each 
other,  and  give  us  the  most  perfect  view 
we  have  of  manners  and  customs  in  Eng¬ 
land  during  the  latter  part  of  the  seven¬ 
teenth  century.— Adams,  Charles  Ken¬ 
dall,  1882,  A  Manual  of  Historical  Liter¬ 
ature,  p.  463. 
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Evelyn’s  “Diary”  was  found,  among 
other  papers,  at  his  country  seat  at  Wot- 
ton,  in  Surrey.  Evelyn  has  himself  told 
us  in  what  way  the  book  originated  : — “In 
imitation  of  what  1  had  seen  my  father 
do,”  he  remarks,  when  speaking  of  him¬ 
self  in  his  twelfth  year,  “I  began  to  ob¬ 
serve  matters  more  punctually,  which  I 
did  use  to  set  down  in  a  blank  almanack.” 
These  fragmentary  memoranda  were,  it 
seems,  transferred  from  the  blank  alman¬ 
acs  to  the  quarto  blank  book  in  which 
they  were  afterwards  found,  and  from 
which  the  work  was  printed.  This  quarto 
volume,  still  at  AVotton,  consists  of  seven 
hundred  pages,  written  closely  by  Evelyn, 
in  a  very  small  hand,  and  comprising  the 
continuous  records  of  fifty-six  years, — a 
period  the  most  romantic  and  stirring  in 
the  English  annals.  Sir  Walter  Scott 
said  that  “he  had  never  seen  a  mine  so 
rich.”  And  of  Evelyn  himself,  it  may  be 
said  that  he  was  one  of  the  noblest  and 
most  exemplary  of  men  in  an  age  not  re¬ 
markable  for  purity  and  virtue  in  its  high 
places  of  power.  The  manuscript  diary 
rf  the  celebrated  John  Evelyn  lay  among 
he  family  papers,  at  his  country  seat, 
rom  the  period  of  his  death,  in  1706, 
until  their  rare  interest  and  value  were 
discovered  in  the  following  singular  man¬ 
ner.  Mr.  Upcott,  of  the  London  Institu¬ 
tion,  was  requested  to  arrange  and  cata¬ 
logue  the  library  at  Wotton,  and  one  day 
Lady  Evelyn  remarked,  as  he  had  ex¬ 
pressed  his  great  interest  in  the  collection 
of  autographs,  the  manuscript  of  Evelyn’s 
“Sylva”  would  be  interesting  to  him.  Re¬ 
plying,  as  may  be  imagined,  in  the  affirm¬ 
ative,  the  servant  was  directed  to  bring 
the  papers  from  a  loft  in  the  old  mansion, 
and  soon  Upcott  had  the  delight  of  find¬ 
ing  among  the  collection  the  manuscript 
“Diary  of  John  Evelyn,” — one  of  the 
most  finished  specimens  of  autobiography 
in  the  whole  realm  of  English  literature. 
The  work  was  published  in  1818. — Saun¬ 
ders.  Frederick,  1887,  The  Story  of  Some 
Famous  Books ,  p.  45. 

John  Evelyn,  possessing  neither  the 
humour,  the  naivete,  the  shrewdness,  or 
the  uncompromising  frankness  of  his  rival 
and  friend,  occupies  a  much  lower  place 
as  an  autobiographer,  though  more  highly 
endowed  as  a  scholar  and  a  man  of  letters. 
.  .  .  The  chief  literary  merits  of  the 

“Diary”  are  its  unassuming  simplicity 


and  perfect  prespicuity  of  style  and 
phrase.  Infinitely  less  interesting  than 
Pepys’s,  it  has  the  advantage  of  covering 
a  much  more  extensive  period,  and  faith¬ 
fully  reflecting  the  feelings  of  a  loyal, 
pious,  sensible  Englishman  at  various  im¬ 
portant  crises  of  public  affairs.  Unlike 
Pepys,  whose  estimates  of  men  and  things 
are  very  fluctuating,  Evelyn  is  consistent, 
and  we  may  feel  sure  that  any  modifica¬ 
tion  of  sentiment  that  may  be  observed  in 
him  faithfully  represents  the  inevitable 
influence  of  circumstances  upon  a  man  of 
independent  judgment. — Garnett,  Rich¬ 
ard,  1895,  The  Age  of  Dry  den,  pp.  195, 196- 

Over  Evelyn’s  own  diary  we  shall  not 
linger.  It  is  a  most  valuable  repository 
of  sights  and  things  at  home  and  abroad; 
but  it  is  photographic,  it  lacks  distinction 
and  temperament.  Evelyn  himself  may 
be  well  portrayed  by  his  own  account  of 
his  younger  brother,  “A sober,  prudent, 
worthy  gentleman.”  A  country  mag¬ 
nate  who  survived  terrible  crises,  travelled 
much  when  travel  was  a  rarity,  he  always 
preserved  an  open  heart  and  an  open  mind 
as  well  as  an  open  house.  He  maps  out 
rather  than  paints  his  stormy,  stirring 
periods.  His  own  individuality  does  not 
modify  or  tinge  his  theme.  One  phase  of 
his,  however,  we  feel  constrained  to 
rescue  :  “This  day  I  paid  all  my  debts  to 
a  farthing,  0  blessed  day!” — Sichel,  W., 
1899,  Men  Who  Have  Kept  a  Diary , 
Blackwood's  Magazine ,  vol.  165,  p.  73. 

GENERAL 

That  most  ingenious  and  virtuous 
gentleman,  Mr.  Evelyn,  who  is  not  satis¬ 
fied  to  have  advanced  the  knowledge  of 
this  age  by  his  own  useful  and  successful 
labours  about  planting  and  divers  other 
ways,  but  is  ready  to  contribute  every 
thing  in  his  power  to  perfect  other  men’s 
endeavours. — Burnet,  Gilbert,  1679— 
1715,  History  of  the  Reformation  of  the 
Church  of  England . 

We  might  justly  have  expected  what¬ 
ever  could  have  been  desired  on  this  sub¬ 
ject,  from  the  excellently-learned  pen  of 
Mr.  Evelyn;  and  he  bent  his  thoughts,  as 
was  believed,  towards  the  consideration 
of  our  British  coins,  as  well  as  medals.  It 
now  appears  that  his  “Numismata”  car¬ 
ried  him  no  farther  than  those  larger  and 
more  choice  pieces  that  are  usually  called 
by  this  latter  name ;  whereon  he  has, 
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indeed  treated  with  that  accuracy  and 
fineness  which  become  a  gentleman  and 
a  scholar. — Nicolson,  William,  1696 
1714,  English  Historical  Library,  ch.  vii. 

John  Evelyn,  the  English  Peiresc,  was 
a  gentleman  of  as  universal  knowledge  as 
any  of  his  time ;  and  no  man  was  more 
open  and  benevolent  in  the  communica¬ 
tion  of  it.  He  was  particularly  skilled  in 
gardening,  painting,  engraving,  archi¬ 
tecture,  and  medals;  upon  all  which 
he  has  published  treatises.—  GRANGER, 
James,  1769-1824,  Biographical  History 
of  England ,  vol.  v,  p.  285. 

Evelyn  wrote  in  1651  a  little  piece, 
purporting  to  be  an  account  of  England 
by  a  Frenchman.  It  is  very  severe  on 
our  manners,  especially  in  London;  his 
abhorrence  of  the  late  revolutions  in 
church  and  state  conspiring  with  his 
natural  politeness,  which  he  had  lately 
improved  by  foreign  travel.  It  is  worth 
reading  as  illustrative  of  social  history; 
but  I  chiefly  mention  it  here  on  account 
of  the  polish  and  gentlemanly  elegance  of 
style,  which  very  few  had  hitherto  re¬ 
garded  in  such  light  compositions.  .  .  . 
The  later  writings  of  Evelyn  are  such  as 
his  character  and  habits  would  lead  us  to 
expect ;  but  I  am  not  aware  that  they 
often  rise  above  that  respectable  level, 
nor  are  their  subjects  such  as  to  require 
an  elevated  style.  Hallam,  Henry, 
1837-39,  Introduction  to  the  Literature  of 
Europe ,  pi.  iv,  ch.  vii,  par.  35. 

Although  a  very  miscellaneous  as  well 
as  voluminous  writer,  has  hardly  left  any 
work  that  is  held  in  esteem  for  either  style 
or  thought,  or  for  anything  save  what  it 
may  contain  of  positive  information  or 
mere  matter  of  fact. — Craik,  George  L., 
1861,  History  of  English  Literature  and  of 
the  English  Language,  vol.  u,  p.  187. 

There  are  few  writers  of  the  XVII 
century  who  portray  so  faithfully  the 
inner  life  of  their  era  as  Evelyn.  To  the 
student  of  history,  as  well  as  the  student 
of  philology,  he  is  alike  rich  in  sugges¬ 
tion  and  instruction. — Shepherd,  H.  E., 
1883,  John  Evelyn’s  Plan  for  the  Improve¬ 
ment  of  the  English  Language,  American 
Journal  of  Philology,  vol.  IV,  p.  459. 

When  we  come  to  Evelyn,  we  have  in 
him  one  who  fitly  represents  the  new 
spirit  in  English  prose.  His  style  may  be 
cumbrous,  artificial,  even  tedious;  but  it 
is  impossible  to  deny  its  stateliness,  its 


dignity,  its  consummate  calm.  It  lacked 
much  which  the  succeeding  generation 
was  to  bring,  and  which  was  fully  at¬ 
tained  by  those  who  follow  him  in  this 
volume.  The  long  roll  of  his  sentences 
was  monotonous,  and  the  reader  instinct¬ 
ively  calls  for  the  relief  of  variety.  But 
the  essential  elements  of  regularity,  for¬ 
mal  order,  and  restraint,  were  distinctly 
present.  lie  retains  much  of  the  pedantic 
learning  and  far-fetched  allusion  which 
were  so  rife  in  the  preceding  age;  but  he 
retains  also--and  for  this  we  have  to 
thank  him — the  richness  of  ornament  and 
metaphor  that  prevent  an  impression  of 
dulness  and  barrenness.  Luxuriance  of 
fancy  had  yet  to  be  pruned :  the  spirit 
of  the  succeeding  generation  was  to  bring 
greater  lucidity  and  exactness  of  thought 
and  method,  and  as  a  result  the  cumbrous 
period  was  to  be  shortened,  and  the  move¬ 
ment  of  our  prose  made  more  quick  and 
natural.  But  even  what  is  best  in  the 
full  ripeness  of  the  later  harvest  owes 
something  to  the  luxuriance  of  such  prose 
as  that  of  Evelyn.— Craik,  Henry,  1894, 
English  Prose ,  vol.  Ill,  Introduction,  p.  2. 

Among  the  many  candidates  for  the 
praise  of  having  reformed  our  wild  and 
loose  methods  in  prose,  John  Evelyn  seems 
to  be  the  one  who  best  deserves  it.  He 
was  much  the  oldest  of  the  new  writers, 
and  he  was,  perhaps,  the  very  earliest  to 
go  deliberately  to  French  models  of  brevity" 
and  grace.  Early  in  the  Commonwealth 
he  was  as  familiar  with  La  Motte  le  Vayer 
as  with  Aristotle ;  he  looked  both  ways 
and  embraced  all  culture.  Yet  Evelyn  is 
not  a  great  writer  ;  he  aims  at  more  than 
he  reaches ;  there  is  notable  in  his  prose, 
as  in  the  verseof  Cowley,  constant  irregu¬ 
larity  of  workmanship,  and  a  score  of 
faults  have  to  be  atoned  for  by  one  start¬ 
ling  beauty.  Evelyn,  therefore,  is  a  pio¬ 
neer. — Gosse,  Edmund,  1897,  Short  His¬ 
tory  of  Modem  English  Literature,  p.  180. 

In  all  his  work  Evelyn’s  style  is  that 
of  a  thoroughly  cultivated  gentleman  who, 
on  the  one  hand,  has  had  the  full  educa¬ 
tion  of  his  time,  and  on  the  other  is 
familiar  with  the  language  of  its  best  so¬ 
ciety.  But  he  has  little  idiosyncrasy  of 
composition  or  expression.  He  has  neither 
the  splendour  of  the  old  style  nor  the 
precision  and  telling  point  of  the  new.— 
Saintsbury,  George,  1898,  A  Short  His¬ 
tory  of  English  Literature ,  p.  519. 
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Charles  Sackville 

Earl  of  Dorset 

1638-1706 

Charles  Sackville,  born  January  24,  1638,  succeeded  as  sixth  Earl  of  Dorset  in 
1677,  having  two  years  before  been  made  Earl  of  Middlesex.  He  was  returned  by 
East  Grinstead  to  the  first  parliament  of  Charles  II.,  and  became  an  especial  favourite 
of  the  king,  and  notorious  for  his  boisterous  and  indecorous  frolics.  He  served  under 
the  Duke  of  York  at  sea,  was  employed  on  various  missions,  but  could  not  endure  the 
tyranny  of  James  II.,  and  was  one  of  the  most  ardent  in  the  cause  of  William.  His 
later  years  were  honoured  by  a  generous  patronage  of  Prior,  Wycherley,  Dryden,  &c. 
He  died  at  Bath,  Jan.  19,  1706.  He  wrote  lyrical  and  satirical  pieces,  but  is  re¬ 
membered  only  for  one  bright  and  delightful  song,  “To  all  you  Ladies  now  at  Land.” 
— Patrick  and  Groome,  eds. ,  1897,  Chambers's  Biographical  Dictionary,  p.  815. 


PERSONAL 

The  Muse's  Darling,  Confidant  and 
Friend.— Halifax,  Charles  Montagu, 
Earl,  C.  1700,  Ai i  Epistle  to  Charles,  Earl 
of  Dorset. 

Dorset,  the  Grace  of  the  Coarts,  the  Muses' 
Pride, 

Patron  of  Arts,  and  Judge  of  Nature,  died 
The  scourge  of  Pride,  tho’  sanctify’d  or  great, 
Of  Fops  in  Learning,  and  of  Knaves  in  State : 
Yet  eoft  his  Nature,  tho'  severe  his  Lay  ; 

His  Auger  moral,  and  his  Wisdom  gay. 

Blest  Satirist!  who  touch’d  the  Mean  so  true, 
\s  show'd,  Vice  had  his  hate  and  pity  too. 
Blest  Courtier!  who  could  King  and  Country 
please, 

Yet  sacred  keep  his  Friendships  and  his  Ease. 
Blest  Peer!  his  great  Forefathers’  ev'ry  grace 
Reflecting,  and  reflected  in  his  Race ; 

Where  other  Buckhursts,  other  Dorsets  shine, 
And  Patriots  still,  or  Poets,  deck  tho  Line. 

—Pope,  Alexander,  1706,  On  Charles 
Earl  of  Dorset,  Epitaphs. 

He  was  the  finest  gentleman  in  the 
voluptuous  court  of  Charles  the  second, 
and  in  the  gloomy  one  of  King  William. 
He  had  as  much  wit  as  his  first  master, 
or  his  contemporaries  Buckingham  and 
Rochester,  without  the  royal  want  of  feel¬ 
ing,  the  duke’s  want  of  principles,  or  the 
earl’s  want  of  thought. — Walpole,  Hor¬ 
ace,  1758-1806,  .4  Catalogue  of  the  Royal 
and  Noble  Authors  of  England,  Scotland 
and  Ireland ,  vol.  IV,  p.  15. 

A  huge  stout  figure  rolls  in  now  to  join 
the  toasters  in  Shire  Lane.  In  the  puffy, 
once  handsome  face,  there  are  signs  of 
age,  for  its  owner  is  past  sixty ;  yet  he 
is  dressed  in  superb  fashion ;  and  in  an 
hour  or  so,  when  the  bottle  has  been 
diligently  circulated,  his  wit  will  be 
brighter  and  keener  than  that  of  any 
young  man  present.  I  do  not  say  it  will 
be  repeatable,  for  the  talker  belongs  to  a 


past  age,  even  coarser  than  that  of  the 
Kitkat.  He  is  Charles  Sackville,  famous 
as  a  companion  of  the  merriest  and  most 
disreputable  of  the  Stuarts,  famous— or, 
rather,  infamous — for  his  mistress,  Nell 
Gwynn,  famous  for  his  verses,  for  his 
patronage  of  poets,  and  for  his  wild  frolics 
in  early  life,  when  Lord  Buckhurst. — 
Thompson,  Mrs.  Katherine  and  J.  C. 
(Grace  and  Philip  Wharton),  1860,  The 
Wits  and  Beaux  of  Society. 

A  small  poet,  but  a  generous  patron  of 
poets.— Dennis,  John,  1894,  The  Age  of 
Pope,  p.  65. 

GENERAL 

To  my  Lord  Brunker’s,  by  appoint¬ 
ment,  in  the  Piazza,  in  Covent-Guard- 
ing ;  where  I  occasioned  much  mirth 
with  a  ballet  I  brought  with  me,  made 
from  the  seamen  at  sea  to  their  ladies  in 
town ;  saying  Sir  W.  Pen,  Sir  G.  Ascue, 
and  Sir  J.  Lawson  made  them. — Pepys, 
Samuel,  1664-65,  Jan.  2. 

Yet,  my  Lord,  you  must  suffer  me  a 
little  to  complain  of  you,  that  you  too 
soon  withdraw  from  us  a  contentment,  of 
which  we  expected  the  continuance,  be¬ 
cause  you  gave  it  us  so  early.  It  is  a  revolt, 
without  Occasion,  from  your  party,  where 
your  merits  had  already  raised  you  to  the 
highest  commands,  and  where  you  have 
not  the  excuse  of  other  men,  that  you 
have  been  ill-used,  and  therefore  laid  down 
arms.  I  know  no  other  quarrel  you  can 
have  to  verse,  than  that  which  Spurina 
had  to  his  beauty,  when  he  tore  and 
mangled  the  features  of  his  face,  only  be¬ 
cause  they  pleased  too  well  the  sight.  It 
was  an  honour  which  seemed  to  wait  for 
you,  to  lead  out  a  new  colony  of  writers 
from  the  mother-nation :  and,  upon  the 
first  spreading  of  your  ensigns,  there  bad 
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been  many  in  a  readiness  to  have  followed 
so  fortunate  a  leader. — DRYDEN,  John, 
1668,  Essay  of  Dramatic  Poesy,  Dedica¬ 
tion,  Works,  vol.  xv,  p.  278. 

A  person  that  hath  been  highly  esteemed 
for  his  admirable  vein  in  poetry,  and  other 
polite  learning,  as  several  things  of  his 
composition,  while  Lord  Buckhurst,  shew. 
—Wood,  Anthony,  1691-1721,  Athena. 
Oxonienses,  vol.  i,  /.  348. 

Now,  my  lord,  that  the  muses’  common¬ 
weal  is  become  your  province;  what  may 
we  not  expect?  This,  1  say,  not  with  in¬ 
tent  to  apply  that  of  Quintilian,  or 
Augustus  CaiBar,  parum  diis  visum  est 
esse  cum  maximum  poetarum;  that  were  a 
common  topick :  but  because,  when  some 
years  ago  I  tryed  the  publick  with  obser¬ 
vations  concerning  the  stage;  it  was 
principally  your  countenance  that  buoy’d 
me  up,  and  supported  a  righteous  cause 
against  the  prejudice  and  corruption  then 
reigning.— Rymer,  Thomas,  1693,  A  Short 
View  of  the  Tragedy  of  the  Last  Age. 

In  Dorset's  sprightly  rnuso  but  touch  the  lyro, 
The  smiles  and  gTacos  melt  in  soft  desire, 

Aud  little  loves  coufess  their  am'orous  fire. 

—Garth,  Sir  Samuel,  1699,  The  Dispen¬ 
sary ,  canto  iv. 

His  wit  was  abundant,  noble,  bold. 
Wit,  in  most  writers  is  like  a  foun¬ 
tain  in  a  garden,  supplied  by  several 
streams  brought  through  artful  pipes, 
and  playing  sometimes  agreeably:  but 
the  Earl  of  Dorset’s  was  a  source 
rising  from  the  top  of  a  mountain,  which 
forced  its  own  way,  and,  with  inexhaust¬ 
ible  supplies,  delighted  and  enriched  the 
country  through  which  it  passed.  This 
extraordinary  genius  was  accompanied 
with  so  true  a  judgment  in  all  parts  of 
fine  learning,  that  whatever  subject  was 
before  him,  he  discoursed  as  properly  of 
it,  as  if  the  peculiar  bent  of  his  study  had 
been  applied  that  way ;  and  he  perfected 
his  judgment  by  reading  and  digesting  the 
best  authors,  though  he  quoted  them  very 
seldom.  .  .  .  There  is  a  lustre  in  his 

verses,  like  that  of  the  sun  in  Claude 
Loraine’s  landscapes ;  it  looks  natural, 
and  is  inimitable. — Prior,  Matthew, 
1718,  Poems ,  Dedication,  pp.  35,  36. 

Donne  had  no  imagination,  but  as  much 
wit,  I  think,  as  any  writer  can  possibly 
have. — Oldham  is  too  rough  and  coarse. 
—Rochester  is  the  medium  between  him 
and  the  Earl  of  Dorset. — Lord  Dorset  is 


the  best  of  all  those  writers. —  "'What! 
better  than  Lord  Rochester?”  —  Yes, 
Rochester  has  neither  so  much  delicacy  or 
exactness  as  Lord  Dorset. — Pope,  Alex¬ 
ander,  1734-36,  Spence's  Anecdotes,  ed. 
Singer,  p.  102. 

From  the  specimens  lord  Dorset  has 
given  us  of  his  poetical  talents,  we  are 
inclined  to  wish,  that  affairs  of  higher 
consequence  had  permitted  him  to  have 
dedicated  more  of  his  time  to  tho  Muses. 
Though  some  critics  may  alledge,  that 
what  he  has  given  the  public  is  rather 
pretty  than  great :  and  that  a  few  pieces 
of  a  light  nature  do  not  sufficiently  entitle 
him  to  the  character  of  a  first  rate  poet ; 
yet,  when  we  consider,  that  notwithstand¬ 
ing  they  were  merely  the  amusement  of 
his  leisure  hours,  and  mostly  the  produc¬ 
tions  of  his  youth,  they  contain  marks  of 
a  genius,  and  as  such,  he  is  celebrated  by 
Dryden,  Prior,  Congreve,  Pope,  &c. — 
Cibber,  Tiieophilus,  1753,  Lives  of  the 
Poets,  vol.  in,  p.  122. 

He  was  a  man  whose  elegance  and 
judgment  were  universally  confessed,  and 
whose  bounty  to  the  learned  and  witty 
was  generally  known.  To  the  indulgent 
affection  of  the  publick,  Lord  Rochester 
bore  ample  testimony  in  this  remark  :  / 
know  not  how  it  is,  but  Lord  Buckhurst 
may  do  what  he  will,  yet  is  never  in  the 
wrong.  If  such  a  man  attempted  poetry, 
we  cannot  wonder  that  his  works  were 
praised.  Dryden,  whom,  if  Prior  tells 
truth,  he  distinguished  by  his  beneficence, 
and  who  lavished  his  blandishments  on 
those  who  are  not  known  to  have  so  well 
deserved  them,  undertaking  to  produce 
authors  of  our  own  country  superior  to 
those  of  antiquity,  says,  1  would  instance 
your  Lordship  in  satire,  and  Shakespeare 
in  tragedy.  Would  it  be  imagined  that  of 
this  rival  to  antiquity,  all  the  Batires 
were  little  personal  invectives,  and  that 
his  longest  composition  was  a  song  of 
eleven  stanzas?  The  blame,  however,  of 
this  exaggerated  praise  falls  on  the 
encomiast,  not  upon  the  author ;  whose 
performances  are,  what  they  pretend  to 
be,  the  effusions  of  a  man  of  wit ;  gay, 
vigorous,  and  airy.  His  verses  to  Howard 
shew  great  fertility  of  mind,  and  his 
“Dorinda”  has  been  imitated  by  Pope. — 
Johnson,  Samuel,  1779-81,  Dorset,  Dives 
of  the  English  Poets. 

The  point  and  sprightliness  of  Dorset's 


554 


SACKVILLE—FARQUHAR 


pieces  entitle  him  to  some  remembrance, 
though  they  leave  not  a  slender  apology 
for  the  grovelling  adulation  that  was 
shown  to  him  by  Dryden  in  his  dedica¬ 
tions. — Campbell,  Thomas,  1819,  Speci¬ 
mens  of  the  British  Poets. 

The  munificent  earl  might,  if  such  had 
been  his  wish,  have  been  the  rival  of  those 
of  whom  he  was  content  to  be  the  bene¬ 
factor  ;  for  the  verses  which  he  occasion¬ 
ally  composed,  unstudied  as  they  are,  ex¬ 
hibit  the  traces  of  a  genius  which,  assidu¬ 
ously  cultivated,  would  have  produced 
something  great.  In  the  small  volume  of 
his  works  may  be  found  songs  which  have 
the  easy  vigour  of  Suckling,  and  little 
satires  which  sparkle  with  wit  as  splendid 
as  that  of  Butler.— Macaulay,  Thomas 
BabiNGTON,  1843,  Critical  and  Historical 
Essays. 

Plays  with  poetry  without  excess  or 
assiduity,  with  a  rapid  pen,  writing  to¬ 
day  a  verse  against  “Dorinda,"  to-morrow 
a  satire  against  Mr.  Howard,  always  easily 
and  without  study,  like  a  true  gentleman. 
He  is  an  earl,  a  chamberlain,  and  rich ; 
he  pensions  and  patronises  poets  as  he 
would  flirts — to  amuse  himself,  without 
binding  himself. — Taine,  H.  A.,  1871, 
Historg  of  English  Literature ,  vol.  I. 

It  is  recorded  of  Lord  Dorset  that  he 
refused  all  offers  of  political  preferment 
in  early  life  that  be  might  give  his  mind 
more  thoroughly  to  study.  He  was  the 
friend  and  patron  of  almost  all  the  poets 
from  Waller  to  Pope;  Dryden  adored 
him  in  one  generation,  and  Prior  in  the 
next:  nor  was  the  courtesy  that  produced 


this  affection  mere  idle  complaisance,  for 
no  one  was  more  fierce  than  he  in  de¬ 
nouncing  mediocrity  and  literary  preten¬ 
sion.  Of  all  the  poetical  noblemen  of  the 
Restoration,  Lord  Dorset  alone  reached 
old  age,  yet  with  all  these  opportunities 
and  all  this  bias  toward  the  art,  the  actual 
verse  he  has  left  behind  him  is  miserably 
small.  A  splendid  pieco  of  society  verse, 
a  few  songs,  some  extremely  foul  and 
violent  satires,  these  are  all  that  have 
survived  to  justify  in  Ilia  eyes  of  poster¬ 
ity  the  boundless  reputation  of  Lord 
Dorset.— Gosse,  Edmund,  1880,  English 
Poets,  ed.  Ward ,  vol.  if,  p.  411. 

His  munificence  to  men  of  letters  speaks 
for  itself,  and  tempts  us  to  accept  in  the 
main  the  favourable  estimate  of  Prior, 
overcoloured  as  it  is  by  the  writer’s  pro¬ 
pensity  to  elegant  compliment,  his  con¬ 
fessed  obligations  to  Dorset,  and  its  oc¬ 
currence  in  a  dedication  to  his  son.  .  .  . 
Prior’s  eulogiums  on  Dorset’s  native 
strength  of  understanding,  though  it  is 
impossible  that  they  should  be  entirely 
confirmed,  are  in  no  way  contradicted  by 
the  few  occasional  poems  which  are  all 
that  he  has  left  us.  Not  one  of  them  is 
destitute  of  merit,  and  some  are  admir¬ 
able  as  '‘the  effusions  of  a  man  of  wit” 
(in  Johnson’s  words),  “gay,  vigorous, 
and  airy.”  “To  all  you  Ladies”  is  an 
admitted  masterpiece;  and  the  literary 
application  of  the  Shakespearian  phrase 
“alacrity  in  sinking”  comes  from  the 
satirical  epistle  to  the  Hon.  Edward 
Howard.— Garnett,  Richard,  1897,  Dic¬ 
tionary  of  National  Biography ,  vol.  L,  p.  87. 


George  Farquhar 

1678-1707 

George  Farquhar,  1678-1707.  Born,  in  Londonderry,  1678.  Educated  at  London¬ 
derry.  To  Trinity  Coll..  Dublin,  as  sizar,  17  July  1694.  Left  college,  1695  [?]; 
appeared  soon  after  on  Dublin  stage.  To  London,  1697  [?].  First  play,  “Love  and 
a  Bottle,”  produced  at  Drury  Lane,  1699;  “The  Constant  Couple,”  in  1700;  “Sir 
Harry  Wildair.”  in  1701.  Presented  by  Earl  of  Orrery  with  lieutenant's  commission, 
1700  [?].  In  Holland,  1700.  Married,  1703  [?].  Visit  to  Dublin,  1704  ;  continued 
to  produce  plays.  Sold  commission  to  pay  debts.  Died,  April  1707.  Works:  “Love 
and  a  Bottle,”  1699;  “Sir  Harry  Wildair,”  1701;  “The  Inconstant,”  1702;  “The 
Twin  Rivals,”  1702;  “The  Stage-coach”  (with  Motteux;  anon.),  1705;  “The  Re¬ 
cruiting  Officer”  [1706];  “The  Beaux  Stratagem”  [1707];  “Love’s  Catechism” 
(anon.  ;  compiled  by  Farquhar  from  preceding),  1707.  Posthumous:  “The  Constant 
Couple,”  1710.  Collected  Works:  “Comedies,”  1710;  “Works”  (in2vols.),  1718- 
36;  in  2  vols.,  1892.  Life:  by  Wilkes,  in  1775  edn.  of  “Works;”  by  A.  C.  Ewald,  in 
1892  edn.— Sharp,  R.  Farquhakson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors ,  p.  96. 
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PERSONAL 

Dear  Bob,  I  have  not  anything  to  leave 
thee,  to  perpetuate  my  memory,  but  two 
helpless  girls.  Look  upon  them  some¬ 
times,  and  think  of  him  that  was,  to 
the  last  moment  of  his  life,  thine. — 
Farquhar,  George,  1707,  Letter  to 
Wilks. 

Mr.  Farquhar  had  now  been  about  a 
twelve-month  married,  and  it  was  at  first 
reported,  to  a  great  fortune ;  which  in¬ 
deed  he  expected,  but  was  miserably  dis¬ 
appointed.  The  lady  had  fallen  in  love 
with  him,  and  so  violent  was  her  passion, 
that  she  resolved  to  have  him  at  any  rate ; 
and  as  she  knew  Farquhar  was  too  much 
dissipated  in  life  to  fall  in  love,  or  to 
think  of  matrimony  unless  advantage  was 
annexed  to  it,  she  fell  upon  the  stratagem 
of  giving  herself  out  for  a  great  fortune, 
and  then  took  an  opportunity  of  letting 
our  poet  know  that  she  was  in  love  with 
him.  Vanity  and  interest  both  uniting  to 
persuade  Farquhar  to  marry,  he  did  not 
long  delay  it,  and,  to  his  immortal  honour 
let  it  be  spoken,  though  he  found  himself 
deceived,  his  circumstances  embarrassed, 
and  his  family  growing  upon  him,  he 
never  once  upbraided  her  for  the  cheat, 
but  behaved  to  her  with  all  the  delicacy, 
and  tenderness  of  an  indulgent  husband. 
...  If  he  was  not  a  man  of  the  highest 
genius,  he  seems  to  have  had  excellent 
moral  qualities.— Cibber,  Theophilus, 
1753,  Lives  of  the  Poets ,  vol.  in,  p.  133. 

The  time  is  at  thecloseof  the  seventeenth 
century ;  the  scene  is  at  the  Mitre  Tavern, 
in  St.  James’s  Market,  kept  by  one  Mrs. 
Voss.  ...  On  the  threshold  of  the 
open  door  stand  a  couple  of  guests.  .  .  . 
The  one  is  a  gay,  rollicking  young  fellow, 
smartly  dressed,  a  semi-military  look 
about  him,  good  humor  rippling  on  his  face, 
combined  with  an  air  of  astonishment 
and  delight.  .  .  .  His  sight  and  hearing 
are  wholly  concentrated  on  that  enchanted 
and  enchanting  girl  who,  unmindful  of 
aught  but  the  “Scornful  Lady,  ”  continues 
still  reading  aloud  that  rattling  comedy 
by  Beaumont  and  Fletcher.  .  .  .  Cap¬ 

tain  Farquhar,  at  whatever  passage  in 
the  play,  betrayed  his  presence  by  his  in¬ 
voluntary  applause.  The  girl  looks 
towards  him  more  pleased  than  abashed ; 
and  when  the  captain  pronounced  that 
there  was  in  her  stuff  for  an  exquisite 
actress,  the  fluttered  thing  clasped  her 


hands,  glowed  at  the  prophecy,  and  pro¬ 
tested  iu  her  turn,  that  of  all  conditions 
it  was  the  one  she  wished  most  ardently 
to  fulfil.— Doran,  John,  1863,  Annals  of 
the  English  Stage ,  vol.  I,  ch.  xix. 

Through  his  influence,  Anne  Oldfield  be¬ 
came  an  actress,  and  was  for  years  one 
of  the  queens  of  the  stage.  Farquhar 
seems  to  have  been  seriously  in  love  with 
her  ;  but,  perhaps  fortunately  for  them 
both,  she  preferred  a  richer  and  more 
illustrious  lover.  As  for  Farquhar,  he 
married  a  woman  who,  having  lost  her 
heart  to  him,  caused  the  report  to  be 
carried  to  his  ears  that  a  lady  of  great 
fortune  was  dying  of  an  unrequited  attach¬ 
ment  to  him.  Impelled  either  by  pity  or 
by  self-interest,  or  both  together,  he 
married  her  to  discover  that  she  was  as 
penniless  as  himself.  Yet  it  is  told  to 
his  credit  that  he  never  reproached  her 
for  the  deceit  about  her  fortune,  but  made 
her  a  kind  and  devoted  husband  as  long  as 
she  lived.— Richardson,  Abby  Sage, 
1882,  Old  Love-Letters ,  p.  9. 

We  can  follow  him  pretty  closely 
through  his  day.  He  is  a  queer  mixture 
of  profanity  and  piety,  of  coarseness  and 
loyalty,  of  cleverness  and  density ;  we  do 
not  breed  this  kind  of  beau  nowadays,  and 
yet  we  might  do  worse,  for  this  specimen 
is,  with  all  his  faults,  a  man.  He  dresses 
carefully  in  the  morning,  in  his  uniform 
or  else  in  his  black  suit.  When  he  wants 
to  be  specially  smart,  as,  for  instance, 
when  he  designs  a  conquest  at  a  birthday- 
party,  he  has  to  ferret  among  the  pawn¬ 
brokers  for  scraps  of  finery,  or  secure  on 
loan  a  fair,  full-bottom  wig.  But  he  is 
not  so  impoverished  that  he  cannot  on 
these  occasions  give  his  valet  and  his 
barber  plenty  of  work  to  do  preparing  his 
face  with  razors,  perfumes  and  washes. 
He  would  like  to  be  Sir  Fopling  Flutter, 
if  he  could  afford  it,  and  gazes  a  little 
enviously  at  that  noble  creature  in  his 
French  clothes,  as  he  lounges  luxuriantly 
past  him  in  his  coach  with  six  before  and 
six  behind. — Gosse,  Edmund,  1891,  Gos¬ 
sip  in  a  Library ,  p.  150. 

LOVE  AND  A  BOTTLE 
1C09 

Is  fluent  rather  than  sparkling  in  its 
dialogue.— Ward,  Adolphus  William, 
1875-99,  A  History  of  English  Dramatic 
Literature,  vol.  Ill,  p.  482. 
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THE  CONSTANT  COUPLE 

1700 

As  I  freely  submit  to  the  criticisms  of 
the  judicious,  so  I  cannot  call  this  an  ill 
play,  since  the  town  has  allowed  it  such 
success.  When  they  have  pardoned  my 
faults  'twere  very  ill  manners  to  condemn 
their  indulgence.  Some  may  think  (my 
acquaintance  in  town  being  too  slender  to 
make  a  party  for  the  play)  that  the  success 
must  be  derived  from  the  pure  merits  of 
the  cause.  I  am  of  another  opinion :  I 
have  not  been  long  enough  in  town  to 
raise  enemies  against  me  ;  and  the  English 
are  still  kind  to  strangers.  I  am  below 
the  envy  of  great  wits,  and  above  the 
malice  of  little  ones.  I  have  not  dis¬ 
pleased  the  ladies,  nor  offended  the 
clergy ;  both  which  are  now  pleased  to 
say,  that  a  comedy  may  be  diverting  with¬ 
out  smut  and  profaneness. — Farquhar, 
George,  1700,  The  Constant  Couple, 
Preface. 

Sir  Harry  Wildair,  a  character  in 
George  Farquhar’s  comedy  “The  Constant 
Couple,”  is  supposed  to  be  a  portrait  of 
the  author  himself. — Frey,  Aldert  R., 
1888,  Sobriquets  and  Nicknames ,  p.  323. 

SIR  HENRY  WILDAIR 

1701 

The  character  of  Wildair  appears  to  me 
to  be  one  of  the  most  naturally  buoyant 
pieces  of  delineation  that  ever  was  writ¬ 
ten — buoyant  without  inanity;  reckless, 
wanton,  careless,  irrepressibly  vivacious 
and  out-pouring,  without  being  obstrep¬ 
erous  and  oppressive,  and  all  the  while 
totally  free  from  a  tinge  of  vulgarity 
in  the  composition.— Clarke,  Charles 
Cowden,  1872,  On  the  Comic  Writers  of 
England,  Gentleman's  Magazine ,  n.  s.  vol. 
8,  p.  50. 

THE  INCONSTANT 

1702 

The  romantic  interest  and  impressive 
catastrophe  of  this  play,  I  thought,  had 
been  borrowed  from  the  more  poetical  and 
tragedy-practised  muse  of  Beaumont  and 
Fletcher ;  but  1  find  they  are  taken  from 
an  actual  circumstance  which  took  place 
in  the  author's  knowledge,  at  Paris. — 
Hazlitt,  William,  1818,  Lectures  on  the 
English  Comic  Writers,  p.  102. 

Unlike  the  “Provoked  Wife”  and  nearly 
all  of  its  contemporaries,  “The  Incon¬ 
stant”  has  survived  to  the  present  day, 


and  was  re-produced  only  a  few  seasons 
ago  by  Augustin  Daly,  with  John  Drew 
and  Ada  Rehan  in  the  cast. — Robins, 
Edward,  Jr.,  1895,  Echoes  of  the  Play¬ 
house,  p.  99. 

THE  TWIN  RIVALS 

1702 

The  most  material  objection  against 
this  play  is  the  importance  of  the  sub¬ 
ject,  which  necessarily  leads  into  senti¬ 
ments  too  grave  for  diversion,  and  sup¬ 
poses  vices  too  great  for  comedy  to 
punish.  'Tis  said,  I  must  own,  that  the 
business  of  comedy  is  chiefly  to  ridicule 
folly;  and  that  the  punishment  of  vice 
falls  rather  into  the  province  of  tragedy; 
but  if  there  be  a  middle  sort  of  wicked¬ 
ness,  too  high  for  the  sock,  and  too  low 
for  the  buskin,  is  there  any  reason  that  it 
should  go  unpunished?  What  are  more 
obnoxious  to  human  society,  than  the  vil¬ 
lainies  exposed  in  this  play,  the  frauds, 
plots  and  contrivances  upon  the  fortunes 
of  men,  and  the  virtue  of  women?  But 
the  persons  are  too  mean  for  the  heroic: 
then  what  must  we  do  with  them?  Why, 
they  must  of  necessity  drop  into  comedy; 
for  it  is  unreasonable  to  imagine  that  the 
lawgivers  in  poetry  would  tie  themselves 
up  from  executing  that  justice  which  is 
the  foundation  of  their  constitution;  or 
to  say,  that  exposing  vice  is  the  business 
of  the  drama,  and  yet  make  rules  to  screen 
it  from  persecution. — Farquhar,  George, 
1702,  The  Twin  Rivals,  Preface . 

THE  RECRUITING  OFFICER 

1706 

In  the  “Recruiting  Officer”  Farquhar 
took  his  revenge.  He  threw  himself  en¬ 
tirely  upon  his  animal  spirits,  and  produced 
accordingly  one  of  his  very  best  plays.  In 
everything  connected  with  it  he  was  for¬ 
tunate  ;  for  he  went  only  upon  grounds  of 
truth  and  observation,  and  his  own  im¬ 
pulses.  The  humours  were  drawn  from 
what  he  had  seen  while  he  was  on  the  re¬ 
cruiting  party  to  which  we  have  alluded; 
his  hospitable  friends  “round  the  Wrekin,” 
to  whom  it  was  dedicated,  furnished  some 
of  the  characters.— Hunt,  Leigh,  1840, 
ed.  The  ILor/cs  of  Wycherley,  Congreve, 
Vanbrugh ,  and  Farquhar,  p.  lviii. 

THE  BEAUX  STRATAGEM 

1707 

The  reader  may  find  some  faults  in  this 
play,  which  my  illness  prevented  the 
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amending  of;  but  there  is  great  amends 
made  in  the  representation,  which  cannot 
be  matched,  no  more  than  the  friendly  and 
indefatigable  care  of  Mr.  Wilks,  to  whom 
I  chiefly  owe  the  success  of  the  play. 
Farquhar,  George,  1707,  The  Beaux- 
Stratagem,  Advertisement . 

It  is  an  honour  to  the  morality  of  the 
present  age,  that  this  most  entertaining 
comedy  is  but  seldom  performed;  and 
never,  except  some  new  pantomime,  or 
other  gaudy  spectacle,  be  added,  as  an 
afterpiece,  for  the  attraction  of  an 
audience.  The  well-drawn  characters, 
happy  incidents,  and  excellent  dialogue, 
in  “The  Beaux’  Stratagem,”  are  but  poor 
atonement  for  that  unrestrained  contempt 
of  principle  which  pervades  every  scene. 

Ichbald,  Mrs.  Elizaheth,  1806-9,  The 
British  Theatre ,  The  Beaux  Stratagem , 
Remarks ,  vol.  xx,  p.  3. 

“The  Beaux’  Stratagem”  is  the  best  of 
his  plays  as  a  whole;  infinitely  lively, 
bustling,  and  full  of  point  and  interest.  - 
Hazlitt,  William,  1818,  Lectures  on  the 
Englisk  Comic  Writers. 

Its  plot  is  now,  simple,  and  interesting; 
the  characters  various,  without  confusing 
it;  the  dialogue  sprightly  and  character¬ 
istic;  tho  moral  bold,  healthy,  admirable, 
and  doubly  needed  in  those  times,  when 
sottishness  was  a  fashion.  Archer  and 
Aimweli  who  set  out  as  mere  intriguers, 
prove  in  the  end  true  gentlemen,  candid, 
conscientious,  and  generous.  Scrub  and 
Boniface,  though  but  a  servant  and  an  inn¬ 
keeper,  are  quotable  fellows  both,  and 
have  made  themselves  prominent  in 
theatrical  recollection, — the  former  es¬ 
pecially,  for  his  quaint  ignorance  and 
sordid  cunning.  And  Mrs.  Sullen  is  the 
more  touching  in  her  distress,  from  the 
cheerfulness  with  which  she  wipes  away 
her  tears.  Sullen  is  an  awful  brute,  yet 
not  thoroughly  inhuman;  for  he  feels, 
after  all,  that  he  has  no  right  to  such  a 
wife. — Hunt,  Leigh,  1840,  ed.  The  Works 
of  Wycherley,  Congreve ,  Vanbrugh ,  and 
Farquhar ,  p.  lviii. 

It  was  fortunate  for  his  fame,  in  every 
view,  that  his  expiring  effort  should  have 
proved,  in  all  its  points,  his  most  success¬ 
ful  one;  for  the  “Beaux’  Stratagem”  has 
retained  possession  of  the  stage  to  the 
present  day,  and  it  is  always  attractive 
when  there  is  a  company  of  performers 
ready  to  sustain  its  delightful  variety  of 


characters.  That  of  Archer,  the  hero  of 
the  piece,  is  the  refined  version  of  the 
author’s  former  gallants.  He  is  gay, 
without  boisterousness,  rallying  and  im¬ 
prudent  without  a  tinge  of  coarseness: 
and,  that  which  is  best  of  all,  his  love- 
making  and  his  intrigues  have  no  partici¬ 
pate  in  that  absorbing  indifference  to 
others  that  distinguish  the  gallants  of  his 
immediate  predecessors,  and  even  of  his 
own  contemporaries. — Clarke,  Charles 
Cowden,  1872,  On  the  Comic  Writers  of 
England ,  Gentleman's  Magazine ,  n.  s.  vol. 
8,  p.  56. 

In  “The  Beaux'  Stratagem”  (1707) 
Farquhar  achieved  his  masterpiece.  This 
comedy,  justly  the  most  celebrated  of  his 
plays  and  destined  to  an  enduring  life  on 
the  stage,  deserved  its  success  in  the  firs' 
instance  by  the  cleverness  of  the  plo 
which  is  ingenious  without  being  impre 
able.  Some  of  the  incidents,  indeed,  a 
of  dubious  import,  including  one  at  t 
close, — a  separation  by  mutual  consent, 
—which  throws  a  glaring  light  on  the 
view  taken  by  the  author  and  his  age  of 
the  sanctity  of  the  marriage-tie.  But  the 
comedy  is  also  an  excellent  picture  of 
manners.  The  inn  with  its  rascally  land¬ 
lord  and  highway men-guests  and  the  coun¬ 
try-house  into  which  the  Beau  is  carried 
in  a  fainting-fit,  stand  before  us  as  scenes 
from  real  life  and  some  of  the  characters 
are  drawn  with  much  humour  and  spirit. 
The  most  successful  conception  is  that  of 
Archer,  who  pretends  to  be  the  valet  of 
his  friend  the  Beau,  but  carries  on  ad¬ 
ventures  on  his  own  account.  This  be¬ 
came  one  of  Garrick’s  most  famous  parts; 
and  indeed  the  easy  volubility  of  the  pre¬ 
tended  servant  furnishes  an  admirable 
opportunity  for  a  fine  actor  of  light 
comedy.  Altogether  this  play  is  written 
in  the  happiest  of  veins;  and  may  be  re¬ 
garded  as  the  prototype  of  Goldsmith’s 
“She  Stoops  to  Conquer,”  like  which  it 
hovers  rather  doubtfully  on  the  borders 
— not  always  easy  to  determine — of 
comedy  and  farce. — Ward,  Adolphus 
William,  1875-99,  A  History  of  English 
Dramatic  Literature ,  vol.  Ill,  p.  484. 

This  is  not  a  review  of  the  dramatists 
of  this  era,  but  the  figure  of  the  jovial 
humorous  Farquhar — Captain  Farquhar — 
is  conspicuous,  and  cannot  be  passed  over. 
His  comedy,  “The  Beaux’s  Stratagem,” 
is  full  of  the  freshest  humour,  and  if 
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acted  at  all  respectably,  must  entertain. 
There  is  nothing  more  exhilarating,  and 
the  characters  and  incidents  come  back 
on  us  with  a  perpetual  pleasure.  We  find 
ourselves  thinking  with  a  smile  of  Scrub, 
and  the  presumed  London  servant  whom 
he  so  admires.  It  is  extraordinary  how 
Goldsmith  later  caught  the  same  fresh¬ 
ness  of  handling  in  “She  Stoops  to  Con¬ 
quer.”  Such  broad  treatment  is  essential 
in  true  comedy,  and  will  be  found  in  all 
the  great  writers  from  Moliere  down¬ 
wards.  Nowadays  a  more  trifling  local 
treatment  is  in  vogue,  and  the  other  style 
is  scarcely  appreciated. — -Fitzgerald, 
PERCY,  1882,  A  New  History  of  the  Eng¬ 
lish  Stage,  vol.  I,  p.  184. 

That  “The  Beaux  Stratagem”  is  the  best 
of  our  author’s  comedies,  there  can  be  no 
question.  Decenter  in  language,  its  plot 
is  comparatively  inoffensive,  and  it  has 
given  to  literature  types  of  character  of 
which  universal  acceptance  proves  the 
truth.  The  gracious  figure  of  Lady 
Bountiful  has  flitted  across  many  a  page, 
whose  reader  knew  not  whence  she  came ; 
and  Boniface  has  baptized  half  the  inn¬ 
keepers  of  Christendom  with  his  dishonest 
name.  .  .  .  Archer  and  Aimwell, 

Dorinda  and  Mrs.  Sullen,  were  in  London 
only  two  years  ago.— Huntington,  H.  A., 
1882,  Captain  Farquhar,  Atlantic  Monthly, 
vol.  49,  pp.  405,  407. 

GENERAL 

Whnt  pert  low  dialogue  has  Farquhar  writ  I 

—Pope,  Alexander,  1733,  First  Epistle 
of  the  Second  Book  of  Horace. 

He  seems  to  have  been  a  man  of  a 
genius  rather  sprightly  than  great,  rather 
flow’ry  than  solid  ;  his  comedies  are  divert¬ 
ing,  because  his  characters  are  natural, 
and  such  as  we  frequently  meet  with;  but 
he  has  used  no  art  in  drawing  them,  nor 
does  there  appear  any  force  of  thinking 
in  his  performances,  or  any  deep  penetra¬ 
tion  into  nature ;  but  rather  a  superficial 
view,  pleasant  enough  to  the  eye,  though 
capable  of  leaving  no  great  impression  on 
the  mind.  He  drew  his  observations 
chiefly  from  those  he  conversed  with,  and 
has  seldom  given  any  additional  heighten¬ 
ing,  or  indelible  marks  to  his  characters; 
which  was  the  peculiar  excellence  of 
Shakespear,  Johnson,  and  Congreve. 

.  .  .  He  had  certainly  a  lively  imagin¬ 

ation,  but  then  it  was  capable  of  no  great 


compass ;  he  had  wit,  but  it  was  of  so 
peculiar  a  sort,  as  not  to  gain  ground 
upon  consideration;  and  it  is  certainly 
true,  that  his  comedies  in  general  owe 
their  success  full  as  much  to  the  player, 
as  to  any  thing  intrinsically  excellent  in 
themselves.— Cibber,  Thkoimmlus,  1753, 
Lives  of  the  Poets,  vol.  m,  pp.  136,  137. 

Farquhar  is  a  light  and  gay  writer,  less 
correct  and  less  sparkling  than  Congreve ; 
but  he  has  more  ease ;  and  perhaps  fully 
as  great  a  share  of  the  vis  comica.  The 
two  best  and  least  exceptionable  of  his 
plays,  are  the  “Recruiting  Officer,”  and 
the  ‘ ‘  Beaux’  Stratagem.  ’ '  I  say,  the  least 
exceptionable;  for,  in  general,  the  ten¬ 
dency  of  both  Congreve  and  Farquhar’s 
plays  is  immoral.  Throughout  them  all, 
the  rake,  the  loose  intrigue,  and  the  life  of 
licentiousness,  are  the  objects  continually 
held  up  to  view ;  as  if  the  assemblies  of  a 
great  and  polished  nation  could  be  amused 
with  none  but  vicious  objects. — Blair, 
Hugh,  1783,  Lectures  on  Rhetoric  and. 
Belles- Letters,  ed.  Mills,  p.  542. 

He  makes  us  laugh  from  pleasure 
oftener  than  from  malice.  He  somewhere 
prides  himself  in  having  introduced  on 
the  stage  the  class  of  comic  heroes  here 
spoken  of,  which  has  since  become  a 
standard  character,  and  which  represents 
the  warm-hearted,  rattle-brained,  thought¬ 
less,  high-spirited  young  fellow,  who 
floats  on  the  back  of  his  misfortunes  with¬ 
out  repining,  who  forfeits  appearances, 
but  saves  his  honour— and  he  gives  us  to 
understand  that  it  was  his  own.  He  did 
not  need  to  be  ashamed  of  it.  Indeed 
there  is  internal  evidence  that  this  sort  of 
character  is  his  own,  for  it  pervades  his 
works  generally,  and  is  the  moving  spirit 
that  informs  them.  His  comedies  have  on 
this  account  probably  a  greater  appear¬ 
ance  of  truth  and  nature  than  almost  any 
others.  His  incidents  succeed  one  an¬ 
other  with  rapidity,  but  without  premedi¬ 
tation  ;  his  wit  is  easy  and  spontaneous; 
his  style  animated,  unembarrassed,  and 
flowing;  his  characters  full  of  life  and 
spirit,  and  never  overstrained  so  as  to 
“o’erstep  the  modesty  of  nature,  ”  though 
they  sometimes,  from  haste  and  careless¬ 
ness,  seem  left  in  a  crude,  unfinished 
state.  There  is  a  constant  ebullition  of 
gay,  laughing  invention,  cordial  good 
humour,  and  fine  animal  spirits,  in  his 
writings.  Of  the  four  writers  here  classed 
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together,  we  should  perhaps  have  courted 
Congreve’s  acquaintance  most,  for  his  wit 
and  the  elegance  of  his  manners ;  Wych¬ 
erley’s,  for  his  sense  and  observation  on 
human  nature ;  Vanbrugh’s,  for  his  power 
of  farcical  description  and  telling  a  story; 
Farquhar’s,  for  the  pleasure  of  his  so¬ 
ciety,  and  the  love  of  good  fellowship. — 
Hazlitt,  William,  1818,  Lectures  on  the 
English  Comic  Writers. 

The  artificial  Comedy,  or  Comedy  of 
manners,  is  quite  extinct  on  our  stage. 
Congreve  and  Farquhar  show  their  heads 
once  in  seven  years  only,  to  be  exploded 
and  put  down  instantly.  The  times  can¬ 
not  bear  them.  Is  it  for  a  few  wild 
speeches,  an  occasional  licence  of  dia¬ 
logue?  I  think  not  altogether.  The  bus¬ 
iness  of  their  dramatic  characters  will 
not  stand  the  moral  test. — Lamb,  Charles, 
1824  ?  On  the  Artificial  Comedy  of  the  Last 
Century. 

The  thoughtless  and  volatile,  but  good- 
natured  and  generous,  character  of  Far- 
quhar  is  reflected  in  his  comedies,  which, 
with  less  sparkle,  have  more  natural  life 
and  airiness,  and  are  animated  by  a  finer 
spirit  of  whim,  than  those  of  either  Van¬ 
brugh  or  Congreve.  His  morality,  like 
theirs,  is  abundantly  free  and  easy ;  but 
there  is  much  more  heart  about  his  prof¬ 
ligacy  than  in  theirs,  as  well  as  much 
less  grossness  or  hardness. — Craik, 
George  L.,  1861,  A  Compendious  History 
of  English  Literature  and  of  the  English 
Language ,  vol.  If,  p.  274. 

He  extended  the  list  of  the  comic  dra¬ 
matic  personages  of  the  day,  and  his  Cap¬ 
tain  Plume,  the  fine  gentleman  officer, 
Boniface,  the  innkeeper,  Cherry,  his  lively 
daughter,  Scrub,  the  country  servant  who 
guesses  they  are  talking  of  him,  “for 
they  laughed  consumedly,”  and  above  all 
the  inimitable  recruiting  officer.  Sergeant 
Pike — are  all  invaluable  additions  to  our 
stock  of  comedy  characters.  His  plots 
are  simpler  and  better  than  those  of  his 
brother  playwrights,  they  have  more  life 
and  movement,  and  the  episodes  succeed 
each  other  in  an  unforced  way  which  must 
have  made  his  pieces  very  pleasant  to 
audiences.— Cr A wfurd,  Oswald,  1883, 
ed.  English  Comic  Dramatists,  p.  172. 

Borne  down  with  trouble  and  debts,  he 
secured  his  place  among  the  greatest  of 
writers  of  English  comedy  in  a  life  which 
did  not  reach  to  thirty  years. — Aitken, 


George  A.,  1889,  Life  of  Rickard  Steele, 
vol.  i,  p.  152. 

Without  the  keen  wit  or  the  sardonic 
force  of  his  rivals,  he  has  more  genuine 
high  spirits  and  good  nature. — Stephen, 
Leslie,  1889,  Dictionary  of  National  Biog¬ 
raphy,  vol.  xv III,  p.  222. 

lie  was  a  smart,  soldier-like  Irishman, 
of  “a  splenetic  and  amorous  complexion,  ” 
half  an  actor,  a  quarter  a  poet,  and  alto¬ 
gether  a  very,  honest  and  gallant  gentle¬ 
man.  lie  had  taken  to  the  stage  kindly 
enough,  and  at  twenty,  had  written  * 4  Love 
and  a  Bottle.”  Since  then,  two  other 
plays,  “The  Constant  Couple”  and  “Sir 
Harry  Wildair,”  had  proved  that  he  had 
wit  and  fancy,  and  knew  how  to  knit  them 
together  into  a  rattling  comedy.  But  he 
was  poor,  always  in  pursuit  of  that  timid 
wild-fowl,  the  occasional  guinea,  and  with 
no  sort  of  disposition  to  settle  down  into 
a  heavy  citizen.  In  order  to  bring  down 
a  few  brace  of  golden  game,  he  shovels 
into  Lintott’s  hands  his  stray  verses  of  all 
kinds,  a  bundle  of  letters  he  wrote  from 
Holland,  a  dignified  essay  or  discourse 
upon  Comedy,  and,  with  questionable  taste 
perhaps,  a  set  of  copies  of  the  love-let¬ 
ters  he  had  addressed  to  the  lady  who  be¬ 
came  his  wife.  All  this  is  not  very  praise¬ 
worthy,  and  as  a  contribution  to  liter¬ 
ature  it  is  slight  indeed;  but.  then,  how 
genuine  and  sincere,  how  guileless  and 
picturesque  is  the  self -revelation  of  it! 
There  is  no  attempt  to  make  things  better 
than  they  are,  nor  any  pandering  to  a 
cynical  "taste  by  making  them  worse. 
Why  should  he  conceal  or  falsify?  The 
town  knows  what  sort  of  a  fellow  George 
Farquhar  is.  Here  are  some  letters  and 
some  verses;  the  beaux  at  White’s  may 
read  them  if  they  will,  and  then  throw 
them  away.— Gosse,  Edmund,  1891,  Gos¬ 
sip  in  a  Library,  p.  148. 

It  is  fortunate  for  Farquhar  that  he 
could  not  emulate  the  exquisitely  civilized 
depravities  of  Congreve’s  urban  Muse. 
But  his  dialogue  is  not  “low”  to  modern 
tastes ;  it  has,  in  general,  a  simple,  natural 
zest,  infinitely  preferable  to  the  Persian 
apparatus  of  the  early  eighteenth  century. 
Even  he,  however,  can  rant  and  deviate 
into  rhetoric,  as  soon  as  his  lovers  drop 
upon  one  knee.  More  plainly  in  Farquhar’s 
work  than  in  that  of  any  contemporary, 
we  mark  the  glamour  of  the  Caroline 
literature  fading,  and  the  breath  of  life 
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blowing  in.  .  .  .  His  mind  was  a 

Medea's  kettle,  out  of  which  everything 
issued  cleaner  and  more  wholesome.  .  .  . 
Though  Farquhar  did  not  live,  like  Van¬ 
brugh  and  the  magnanimous  Dryden,  to 
admit  the  abuse  of  a  gift,  and  to  deplore 
it,  he  alone,  of  the  minor  dramatists, 
seems  all  along  to  have  had  a  negative 
sort  of  conscience  better  than  none.  His 
instincts  continually  get  the  better  not 


only  of  his  environment,  but  of  his  prac¬ 
tice.  Some  uneasiness,  some  misgiving, 
are  at  the  bottom  of  his  homely  material¬ 
ism.  He  thinks  it  best,  on  the  whole,  to 
forswear  the  temptation  to  be  sublime, 
and  to  keep  to  his  cakes  and  ale ;  and  for 
cakes  and  ale  he  had  an  eminent  and  in¬ 
born  talent. — Guiney,  Louise  Imogen, 
1894,  A  Little  English  Gallery,  pp.  132, 
136,  137. 


William  Walsh 
1663-1708 

Poet,  critic  and  scholar,  born  in  Worcestershire  in  1663.  A  member  of  several 
parliaments,  and  a  gentleman  of  the  horse  under  the  Duke  of  Somerset.  Chiefly  re¬ 
membered  as  the  friend  of  Dryden  and  Pope,  irorfcs:  “Tho  Golden  Age  Restored;” 
“Eugenia,  a  Defence  of  Women;”  “Esculapius:  or,  the  Hospital  of  Fools;”  “A 
Collection  of  Letters,  Amorous  and  Gallant.”  Life:  in  Johnson’s  "Lives  of  the  Eng¬ 


lish  Poets.” — Moulton,  Charles  Wells, 
personal 

About  fifteen,  I  got  acquainted  with 
Mr.  Walsh.  He  used  to  encourage  me 
much,  and  used  to  tell  me,  that  there  was 
one  way  left  of  excelling:  for  though  we 
had  several  great  poets,  we  never  had 
any  one  great  poet  that  was  correct ;  and 
he  desired  me  to  make  that  my  study 
and  aim. — PorE,  Alexander,  1742-43, 
Spenee's  Anecdotes,  ed.  Singer,  p.  212. 
GENERAL 

William  Walsh,  of  Abberley,  Esq.,  who 
has  so  long  honoured  me  with  his  friend¬ 
ship,  and  who,  without  flattery,  is  the  best 
critic  of  our  nation. — Dryden,  John, 
1697,  Postscript  to  Virgil. 

To  him  the  wit  of  Greece  and  Romo  was 
known, 

And  every  anthor’s  merit,  but  his  own. 

Such  late  was  Walsh — the  Muse’s  judge  and 
friend, 

Who  justly  knew  to  blame  or  to  commend: 
To  failings  mild,  bnt  zealous  for  desert; 

The  clearest  head  and  the  sincerest  heart. 

— Pope,  Alexander,  1711,  An  Essay  on 
Criticism,  III ,  727-732. 

He  is  known  more  by  his  familiarity 
with  greater  men,  than  by  any  thing  done 
or  written  by  himself.  ...  In  his 
“Golden  Age  Restored,”  there  was  some¬ 
thing  of  humour,  while  the  facts  were  re¬ 
cent  ;  but  it  now  strikes  no  longer.  In 
his  imitation  of  Horace,  the  first  Btanzas 
are  happily  turned  ;  and  in  all  his  writings 
there  are  pleasing  passages.  He  has, 
however,  more  elegance  than  vigour,  and 
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seldom  rises  higher  than  to  be  pretty. — 
Johnson,  Samuel,  1779-81,  Walsh,  Lives 
of  the  English  Pods. 

Mr.  Walsh’s  other  pieces  consist  chiefly 
of  Elegies,  Epitaphs,  Odes,  and  Songs; 
they  are  elegant,  tho’  not  great,  and  he 
seems  to  have  had  a  well  cultivated,  tho’ 
not  a  very  extensive,  understanding.  Dry¬ 
den  and  Pope  have  given  their  sanction  in 
his  favour,  to  whom  he  was  personally 
known,  a  circumstance  greatly  to  his  ad¬ 
vantage,  for  had  there  been  no  personal 
friendship,  we  have  reason  to  believe, 
their  encomiums  would  have  been  less 
lavish;  at  least  his  works  do  not  carry  so 
high  an  idea  of  him,  as  they  have  done. — 
Cibber,  Theophilus,  1753,  Lives  of  the 
Poets,  vol.  hi,  p.  155. 

Except  his  encouragement  of  the  early 
genius  of  Pope,  he  seems  to  have  no  claim 
to  remembrance. — Campbell,  Thomas, 
1819,  Specimens  of  the  British  Poets. 

The  qualities  which  Pope  attributes  to 
the  person  of  Walsh  are  found  in  his  writ¬ 
ings,  which  have  certainly  been  unduly 
neglected.  The  Propertius  of  the  Resto¬ 
ration,  he  alone  among  the  writers  of  his 
age  understood  the  passion  of  love  in  an 
honourable  and  chivalric  sense.  Dryden, 
however,  was  almost  the  only  person  who 
perceived  the  moral  beauty  of  Walsh’s 
verse,  and  certainly  was  alone  in  prais¬ 
ing  his  very  remarkable  “Defence  of  the 
Fair  Sex,”  in  which  the  young  poet,  in 
an  age  given  up  to  selfish  gallantry, 
recommended  the  honourable  equality  of 
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the  sexes  and  the  views  now  understood 
as  the  extension  of  women’s  rights.  He 
possessed  little  versatility,  but  much 
sweetness  in  the  use  of  the  heroic  measure, 
and  a  certain  delicate  insight  into  emo¬ 
tion.  His  poem  entitled  “Jealousy”  can¬ 
not  be  quoted  here ;  but  it  is  by  far  the 
most  powerful  of  his  productions,  and  a 
marvellously  true  picture  of  a  heart  tossed 
in  an  agony  of  jealousy  and  love.  In 
studying  the  versification  of  Pope,  the  in¬ 
fluence  of  Walsh  upon  the  style  of  the 
younger  and  greater  man  should  not  be 
overlooked,  and  there  will  be  found  in 
Walsh  couplets  such  as  this — 

“Embalmed  in  verse,  through  distant  times 
they  como, 

Preserved,  like  bees  within  an  amber 
tomb.'1 

which  Pope  did  not  disdain  to  re-work 


on  his  own  anvil  into  brighter  shapes.  It 
should  be  noted  that  Walsh  is  the  author 
of  the  only  sonnet  written  in  English 
between  Milton’s,  in  1658,  and  Warton’s, 
about  1750*.  — Gosse,  Edmund,  1880,  Eng¬ 
lish  Poets,  ed.  Ward,  vol.  111,  p.  6. 

If  we  search  amongst  contemporary 
authorities  to  discover  who  he  was,  we  at 
last  come  upon  his  works  described  in  the 
“Rambler”  as  “pages  of  inanity.” — 
Moulton,  Richard  (J.,  1885,  Shakespeare 
as  a  Dramatic  Artist,  p.  17. 

His  own  writings  are  insignificant.  .  .  . 
Walsh’s  chief  title  to  fame  lies  in  his 
connection  with  Pope,  and  in  the  tributes 
from  the  latter  that  resulted  from  it. — 
Ward,  Adolphus  William,  1899,  Diction¬ 
ary  of  National  Biography,  vol.  lix,  pp. 
226,  227. 

•Grny  'a  on  Richard  West.  In  1742— Dennis. 


William  Sherlock 


1641 ?-1707 


A  divine  then  high  in  repute,  born  in  1641,  educated  at  Eton  and  Peterhouse,  Cam¬ 
bridge ;  in  1669  Hector  of  St.  George's,  Botolph  Lane,  and  Prebendary  of  St.  Paul's; 
then  Master  of  the  Temple,  an  active  preacher  and  writer  against  the  Homan  Catholics. 
At  the  time  of  his  deprivation,  Sherlock  published,  in  1689,  the  most  popular  of  his 
books,  “Practical  Discourse  concerning  Death.”  His  deprivation  was  soon  followed 
by  his  acceptance  of  the  established  authority  in  1691,  when  he  was  restored  to  his 
office  of  Master  of  the  Temple,  and  made  Dean  of  St.  Paul’s.  In  1692  appeared  his 
“Practical  Discourse  concerning  a  Future  Judgment;”  and  he  was  involved  in  a  long 
and  bitter  controversy  upon  the  Trinity,  with  Robert  South,  a  learned,  zealous,  and 
good-natured  divine.  Sherlock  died  in  1707.  Morley,  Henry,  1879,  A  Manual  of 


English  Literature,  ed.  Tyler,  p.  503. 

GENERAL 

He  was  a  clear,  a  polite,  and  a  strong 
writer;  .  .  .  but  he  was  apt  to 

assume  too  much  to  himself,  and  to  treat 
his  adversaries  with  contempt;  this  cre¬ 
ated  him  many  enemies,  and  made  him 
pass  for  an  insolent,  haughty  man.— Bur¬ 
net,  Gilbert,  1715-34,  History  of  My 
Own  Time. 

Perhaps  no  single  presbyter  of  the 
Church  of  England  has  ever  possessed  a 
greater  authority  over  his  brethern  than 
belonged  to  Sherlock  at  the  time  of  the 
Revolution.  He  was  not  of  the  first  rank 
among  his  contemporaries  as  a  scholar, 
as  a  preacher,  as  a  writer  on  theology,  or 
as  a  writer  on  politics;  but  in  all  the  four 
characters  he  had  distinguished  himself. 
The  perspicuity  and  liveliness  of  his  style 
have  been  praised  by  Prior  and  Addison. 
The  facility  and  assiduity  with  which  he 


wrote  are  sufficiently  proved  by  the  bulk 
and  the  dates  of  his  works.  There  were 
indeed  among  the  clergymen  of  brighter 
genius  and  men  of  wider  attainments : 
but  during  a  long  period  there  svas  none 
who  more  completely  represented  the 
order,  none  who,  on  all  subjects,  spoke 
more  precisely  the  sense  of  the  Anglican 
priesthood. — Macaulay,  Thomas  Babing- 
ton,  1843,  Dr.  William  Sherlock,  Critical 
and  Historical  Essays. 

Sherlock’s  practical  works  are  better 
than  his  controversial. — Bickersteth,  Ed¬ 
ward,  1844,  The  Christian  Student,  p. 
455. 

His  “Discourse  concerning  Death”  is  a 
standing  article  in  second-hand  book¬ 
stalls.  This  continued  popularity  is  due 
more  to  the  matter  than  to  the  manner. 
— Minto,  William,  1872-80,  Manual  of 
English  Prose  Literature,  p.  334. 
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Of  his  most  popular  book,  his  “Practi¬ 
cal  Treatise  on  Death,  ”  no  less  than  thirty 
editions  were  called  for,  and  Prior  ex¬ 
pressed  the  contemporary  feeling  when  he 
called  it  “a  nation's  food.”  Addison 
also  yielded  conspicuous  praise  to  Sher¬ 
lock,  who  is  nevertheless  a  writer  of  no 
great  importance. — Gosse,  Edmund,  1888, 
A  History  of  Eighteenth  Century  Liter¬ 
ature ,  p.  101. 

He  is  competent  in  learning  and  in 
ability,  well-bred,  persuasive,  not  too  en¬ 
thusiastic.  as  the  age  was  already  be¬ 
ginning  to  say,  and  deeply  imbued  with 
that  not  unkindly  but  somewhat  unheroic 
and  intensely  commonsense  morality  which 
dominated  the  religion  and  the  literature 
of  the  next  century.  He  has  not  the 
polish  of  the  younger  generation  of  those 
who  admired  him ;  but,  on  the  other  hand, 
he  has  still  a  touch  of  the  older  direct¬ 
ness  and  simplicity.  Above  all,  he  is 


completely  free  from  the  somewhat  arro¬ 
gant  and  insulting  preponderance  of  in¬ 
tellect  which  made  his  elder  contempo¬ 
rary  and  enemy,  South,  not  exactly  loved, 
and  which  made  his  younger  contempo¬ 
rary,  Bentley,  feared  and  hated.  He  was 
too  hardened  a  controversialist  to  show 
traces  of  the  almost  too  abundant  milk  of 
human  kindness  which  flowed  in  Tillotson; 
but  there  is  nothing  savage  or  overween¬ 
ing  about  him.— Saintsbury,  George, 
1894,  English  Prose,  ed.  Craik,  vol.  Ill,  p. 
299. 

It  [“Discourse”]  is  a  model  of  clear 
and  forcible  writing,  but  on  the  lowest 
plane  of  unspiritual  selfishness.  “How 
unreasonable  is  it  for  us  to  trouble  our¬ 
selves  about  this  world  longer  than  we 
are  like  to  continue  in  it!”  exclaims  Sher¬ 
lock,  with  the  air  of  one  apologizing  for 
enunciating  a  truism. — Garnett,  Rich¬ 
ard,  1895,  The  Age  of  Dryden,  p,  228. 


John  Philips 


1676-1708 

John  Philips,  or  Phillips.  Born  at  Bampton,  Oxfordshire,  1676:  died  1708.  An 
English  writer.  He  was  educated  at  Winchester  and  at  Oxford  (Christ  Church). 
“The  Splendid  Shilling,”  a  burlesque  of  Milton’s  “Paradise  Lost,”  appeared  about 
1703.  In  1705  he  published  “Blenheim,”  also  in  imitation  of  Milton,  and  in  1706 
“Cyder,”  his  most  ambitious  work,  in  imitation  of  Vergil’s  “Georgies.” — Smith, 
Benjamin  E.,  1894-97,  The  Century  Cyclopedia  of  Names ,  p.  803. 

PERSONAL 


Somewhat  reserved  and  silent  amongst 
strangers,  but  free,  familiar,  and  easy 
with  his  friends;  he  was  averse  to  dis¬ 
putes,  and  thought  no  time  so  ill  spent, 
and  no  wit  so  ill  used,  as  that  which  was 
employed  in  such  debates ;  his  whole  life 
was  distinguished  by  a  natural  goodness, 
and  well-grounded  and  unaffected  piety, 
an  universal  charity,  and  a  steady  ad¬ 
herence  to  his  principles ;  no  one  observed 
the  natural  and  civil  duties  of  life  with  a 
stricter  regard,  whether  a  son,  a  friend, 
or  a  member  of  society,  and  he  had  the 
happiness  to  fill  every  one  of  these  parts, 
without  even  the  suspicion  either  of  un¬ 
dutifulness,  insincerity,  or  disrespect. 
Thus  he  continued  to  the  last,  not  owing 
his  virtues  to  the  happiness  of  his  consti¬ 
tution,  but  the  frame  of  his  mind,  inso¬ 
much,  that  during  a  long  sickness,  which 
is  apt  to  ruffle  the  smoothest  temper,  he 
never  betrayed  any  discontent  or  uneas¬ 
iness,  the  integrity  of  his  life  still 


preserving  the  cheerfulness  of  his  spirits; 
and  if  his  friends  had  measured  their 
hopes  of  his  life,  only  by  his  unconcern 
in  his  sickness,  they  could  not  but  con¬ 
clude,  that  either  his  date  would  be  much 
longer,  or  that  he  was  at  all  times  pre¬ 
pared  for  death. — Sewell,  George,  1763, 
Life  of  Philips. 

Philips  has  been  always  praised,  with¬ 
out  contradiction,  as  a  man  modest, 
blameless,  and  pious;  who  bore  narrow¬ 
ness  of  fortune  without  discontent,  and 
tedious  and  painful  maladies  without  im¬ 
patience;  beloved  by  those  that  knew 
him,  but  not  ambitious  to  be  known.  He 
was  probably  not  formed  for  a  wide  circle. 
His  conversation  is  commended  for  its  in¬ 
nocent  gaiety,  which  seems  to  have  flowed 
only  among  his  intimates,  for  I  have  been 
told,  that  he  was  in  company  silent  and 
barren,  and  employed  only  upon  the  pleas¬ 
ures  of  his  pipe.  His  addiction  to  tobacco 
is  mentioned  by  one  of  his  biographers, 
who  remarks  that  in  all  his  writings, 
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except  ‘  ‘  Blenheim”  he  has  found  an  oppor¬ 
tunity  of  celebrating  the  fragrant  fume.  In 
common  life  he  was  probably  one  of  those 
who  please  by  not  offending,  and  whose 
person  was  loved  because  his  writings 
were  admired.  He  died  honoured  and 
lamented,  before  any  part  of  his  repu¬ 
tation  had  withered,  and  before  his  pa¬ 
tron  St.  John  had  disgraced  him. — John¬ 
son,  Samuel,  1779-81,  Philips ,  Lives  of 
Uie  English  Poets. 

THE  SPLENDID  SHILLING 

1703 

Philips’s  “Splendid  Shilling”  may  have 
pleased,  because  its  manner  was  new, 
and  we  often  find  people  of  tho  best  sense 
throw  away  their  admiration  on  monsters, 
which  are  seldom  to  be  seen,  and  neglect 
more  regular  beauty,  and  juster  propor¬ 
tion. — Cibber,  Theophilus,  1753,  Lives 
of  the  Poets,  vol.  m,  p.  146. 

This  is  reckoned  the  best  parody  of  Mil- 
ton  in  our  language;  it  has  been  an  hun¬ 
dred  times  imitated  without  success.  The 
truth  is,  the  first  thing  in  this  way  must 
preclude  all  future  attempts,  for  nothing 
is  so  easy  as  to  burlesque  any  man’s  man¬ 
ner.  when  we  are  once  shewed  the  way. 
— Goldsmith,  Oliver,  1767,  The  Beauties 
of  English  Poetry. 

.  .  .  in  thy  numbers,  Phillips,  shines  for 
aye 

The  solitary  Shilling. 

— Cowper,  William,  1785,  The  Task,  The 
Garden. 

John  Philips  was  a  young  and  lively 
writer,  who,  having  succeeded  in  a  bur¬ 
lesque,  was  unfortunately  induced  to  at¬ 
tempt  serious  poetry,  and  devoted  him¬ 
self  to  it  with  a  scholarly  dulness  which 
he  would  probably  have  seen  the  folly  of 
in  any  one  else.  His  serious  imitations 
of  Milton  are  not  worth  a  penny;  but  his 
burlesque  of  the  style  of  *  ‘  Paradise  Lost,  ” 
though  it  no  longer  possesses  the  novelty 
which  made  it  popular,  is  still  welcome 
to  the  lover  of  wit.  The  low  every-day 
circumstances,  and  the  lofty  classic  man¬ 
ner  with  its  nomenclatures,  are  happily 
interwoven;  the  more  trivial  words  are 
brought  in  with  unlooked-for  effect ;  the 
motto  is  particularly  felicitous ;  and  the 
comparison  of  the  rent  in  the  small-clothes 
with  the  ship  that  has  sprung  a  leak  at 
sea,  and  founders,  concludes  the  poem 
with  a  tremendous  and  calamitous  grand¬ 


eur,  only  to  be  equalled  by  the  exclama¬ 
tion  of  the  Spaniard ;  who  said  he  had 
torn  his  ‘‘breeches,  as  if  heaven  and  earth 
had  come  together.” — Hunt,  Leigh,  1846, 
Wit  and  Humour,  p.  274. 

In  style  as  in  subject  it  was  small  coin 
glorified,  perhaps  the  best  piece  of  bur¬ 
lesque  writing  in  our  literature. — Mor- 
ley,  Henry,  1879,  A  Manual  of  English 
Literature,  ed.  Tyler,  p.  528. 

This  parody  still  retains  its  humour. — 
Gosse,  Edmund,  1888,  A  History  of 
Eighteenth  Century  Literature,  p.  108. 

GENERAL 

Received  then  of  Jacob  Tonson  forty 
guineas  in  full  for  the  copy  of  a  poem 
intituled  “Cyder,”  in  two  books. — Phil¬ 
ips,  John,  1707,  Agreement,  Jan.  24. 

The  French  are  very  just  to  eminent 
men  in  this  point ;  not  a  learned  man  nor 
a  poet  can  die,  but  all  Europe  must  be  ac¬ 
quainted  with  his  accomplishments.  They 
give  praise  and  expect  it  in  their  turns: 
they  commend  their  Patrus  and  Molieres 
as  well  as  their  Condes  and  Turennes- 
their  Pellisons  and  Racines  have  the 
elegies,  as  well  as  the  prince  whom  the 
celebrate;  and  their  poems,  their  me: 
curies,  and  orations,  nay  their  very  ga¬ 
zettes,  are  filled  with  the  praises  of  the 
learned.  I  am  satisfied,  had  they  a  Philips 
among  them,  and  known  how  to  value  him ; 
had  they  one  of  his  learning,  his  temper, 
but  above  all  of  that  particular  turn  of 
humour,  that  altogether  new  genius,  he 
had  been  an  example  to  their  poets,  and 
a  subject  of  their  panegyricks,  and  per¬ 
haps  set  in  competition  with  the  ancients, 
to  whom  only  he  ought  to  submit. — Smith, 
Edmund,  1708?  A  Prefatory  Discourse  to 
the  Poem  of  Mr.  Philips,  with  a  Character 
of  His  Writings. 

Philips,  by  Phoebus  and  his  Aldrich  taught, 
Sings  with  that  heat  wherewith  his  Churchill 
foaght, 

Unfetter’d  in  great  Milton’s  strain  he  writes, 
Like  Milton’s  angels,  whilst  his  hero  fights; 
Pur  sues  the  bard  whilst  he  with  honour  can, 
Equals  the  poet  and  excels  the  man. 

— Tickell,  Thomas,  1733,  Oxford. 

Philips  in  his  “Cyder”  has  succeeded 
extremely  well  in  his  imitation  of  it 
(“Paradise  Lost”),  but  was  quite  wrong 
in  endeavouring  to  imitate  it  on  such  a 
subject.— Pope,  Alexander,  1734-36, 
Spence* s  Anecdotes,  ed.  Singer,  p.  131. 
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The  “Splendid  Shilling”  has  the  uncom¬ 
mon  merit  of  an  original  design,  unless  it 
may  be  thought  precluded  by  the  ancient 
Centos.  .  .  .  The  poem  of  “Blenheim” 
was  never  denied  to  be  tolerable,  even  by 
those  who  do  not  allow  its  supreme  excel¬ 
lence.  It  is  indeed  the  poem  of  a  scholar, 
all  inexpert  of  war ;  of  a  man  who  writes 
books  from  books,  and  studies  the  world 
in  a  college.  ...  He  imitates  Mil¬ 
ton’s  numbers  indeed,  but  imitates  them 
very  injudiciously.  Deformity  is  easily 
copied  ;  and  whatever  there  is  in  Milton 
which  the  reader  wishes  away,  all  that  is 
obsolete,  peculiar,  or  licentious,  is  accu¬ 
mulated  with  great  care  by  Philips.  .  .  . 
To  the  poem  on  “Cider,”  written  in  imi¬ 
tation  of  the  Georgicks ,  may  be  given  this 
peculiar  praise,  that  it  is  grounded  in 
truth  ;  that  the  precepts  which  it  contains 
are  exact  and  just ;  and  that  it  is  there¬ 
fore,  at  once,  a  book  of  entertainment 
and  of  science.— Johnson,  Samuel,  1779- 
81,  Philips ,  Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

The  fame  of  this  poet  (says  the  grave 
doctor  of  the  last  century),  will  endure 
as  long  as  Blenheim  is  remembered,  or 
cider  drunk  in  England.  He  might  have 
added,  as  long  as  tobacco  shall  be  smoked  ; 
for  Philips  has  written  more  meritoriously 
about  the  Indian  weed,  than  about  his  na¬ 
tive  apple;  and  his  Muse  appears  to  be 
more  in  her  element  amidst  the  smoke  of 
the  pipe  than  of  the  battle.  .  .  .  Philips 
had  the  merit  of  studying  and  admiring 
Milton,  but  he  never  could  imitate  him 
without  ludicrous  effect,  either  in  jest  or 
earnest.  His  “Splendid  Shilling”  is  the 


earliest,  and  one  of  the  best  of  our  paro¬ 
dies;  but  “Blenheim”  is  as  completely  a 
burlesque  upon  Milton  as  the  “Splendid 
Shilling,”  though  it  was  written  and  read 
with  gravity.  In  describing  his  hero, 
Marlborough,  stepping  out  of  Queen 
Anne’s  drawing-room,  he  unconsciously 
carries  the  mock  heroic  to  perfection, 
when  he  says, 

“His  plumy  crost 

Nods  horrible.  With  more  terrific  port 

Ho  walks,  nud  seems  already  iu  the  fight.” 
Yet  such  are  the  fluctuations  of  taste, 
that  contemporary  criticism  bowed  with 
solemn  admiration  over  his  Miltonic  ca¬ 
dences— Campbell,  Thomas,  1819,  Speci¬ 
mens  of  the  British  Poets ,  p.  367. 

Ilis  serious  poetry  is  not  worth  much, 
at  least  as  poetry. — Craik,  George  L., 
1861,  A  Compendious  History  of  English 
Literature  and  of  the  English  Language, 
vol.  li,  p.  282. 

He  seems  to  have  been  the  earliest  gen¬ 
uine  literary  admirer  of  Milton. — Arnold, 
Thomas,  1868-75,  Chaucer  to  Wordsworth , 

p.  282. 

His  poems,  written  in  revolt  against  the 
heroic  couplet,  between  the  death  of 
Dry  den  and  the  appearance  of  Pope,  oc¬ 
cupy  an  important  position  in  the  history 
of  English  literature. — Aitken,  G.  A., 
1896,  Dictionary  of  National  Biography, 
vol.  xlv,  p.  177. 

Author  of  the  admirable  Miltonic  bur¬ 
lesque  of  the  “Splendid  Shilling”  and  of 
a  good  poem,  or  at  least  verse-essay,  on 
“Cider.”— Saintsbury,  George,  1898, 
A  Short  History  of  English  Literature. 


George  Bull 

1634-1710 

George  Bull,  D.D.,  divine,  was  born  at  Wells,  25th  March  1634,  and  studied  at 
Exeter  College,  Oxford,  whence  he  retired  in  1649,  having  refused  to  take  the  com¬ 
monwealth  oath.  Ordained  in  1655,  he  took  the  small  parish  of  St.  George’s,  Bris¬ 
tol,  and  subsequently  obtained  the  rectory  of  Siddington,  Cirencester  (1658),  that  of 
Avening,  Stroud  (1685),  the  acrhdeaconry  of  Llandaff  (1686),  and  the  bishopric  of 
St.  David’s  (1705).  He  died  at  Brecknock,  17th  February  1710.  His  “Harmonia 
Apostolica”  (1670),  designed  to  reconcile  Paul  and  James  as  to  justification,  occasioned 
controversy,  and,  in  answer,  Bull  published  his  “Examen  Censurae”  and  “Apologia 
pro  Harmonia.”  His  greatest  work,  the“Defensio  Fidei  Nicenae”  (1685),  was  directed 
against  Arians  and  Socinians;  for  his  “Judicium  Ecclesiae  Catholicae”  (1694)  the 
thanks  of  the  French  clergy  were  sent  to  him  through  Bossuet.  These  are  included 
in  Dr.  Burton’s  edition  of  his  works  (8  vols.  Oxford,  1827),  with  a  Life  by  R.  Nelson; 
and  they  are  translated  in  the  “Library  of  Anglo-Catholic  Theology”  (Oxford,  1842- 
55). — Patrick  and  Groome,  eds.,  1897,  Chambers's  Biograpkical  Dictionary ,  p.  149. 
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GENERAL 

One  of  the  soundest  and  shrewdest  of 
our  older  Divines. — Dibdjn,  Thomas  Frog- 
nall,  1824,  The  Library  Companion, 'p.  62, 
note. 

Notwithstanding  the  popularity  of  this 
defence  of  the  Nicene  faith,  and  the  learn¬ 
ing  it  displays,  the  author  was  far  from 
ending  the  controversy,  or  from  satisfy¬ 
ing  all  his  readers.  It  was  alleged,  that 
he  does  not  meet  the  question  with  which 
he  deals;  that  the  word  bfioova to«  being 
almost  new  at  the  time  of  the  council,  and 
being  obscure  and  metaphysical  in  itself, 
required  a  precise  definition  to  make  the 
reader  see  his  way  before  him,  or,  at  least, 
one  better  than  Bull  has  given,  which  the 
adversary  might  probably  adopt  without 
much  scruple. — IIallam,  Henry,  1837^ 
39,  Introduction  to  the  Literature  of  Europe , 
pt.  iv,  ch.  ii,  par.  31. 

One  of  the  most  learned  divines  whom 
our  Church  has  produced,  a  man  equal  to 
Stillingfleet  in  the  depth  of  his  researches, 
and  superior  to  him  as  a  practical  work¬ 
ing  clergyman. — Perry,  George C.,  1864, 
History  of  the  Church  of  England ,  vol.  III. 

When  it  [“Defensio”]  was  printed  in 
1685,  it  was  most  favourably  received ; 
its  fame  extended  to  foreign  lands;  it  was 
mentioned  with  praise  by  the  great  Bos- 
suet,  bishop  of  Meaux,  who,  in  his  contro¬ 
versy  with  Jurieu,  referred  his  adversary 
to  “that  learned  English  protestant,  Dr. 
Bull."  The  “  Defensio”  was  a  very  season¬ 
able  as  well  as  a  very  valuable  work ;  for 
not  only  the  antitrinitarians,  but  also  some 
of  the  believers  in  the  Trinity — notably 
Petavius  the  jesuit,  and  Episcopius — denied 
that  the  ante-Nicene  fathers  held  the  same 
doctrines  as  those  which  were  established 
at  the  council  of  Nicaea.  Bull  took  upon 
himself  to  prove  that  they  did.  The  ‘  ‘  De¬ 
fensio”  was  written  in  excellent  Latin. 
It  still  remains  the  “locus  classicus”  of 


that  particular  branch  of  the  great  trini¬ 
tarian  controversy  with  which  it  exclu¬ 
sively  deals,  and  the  objections  which  have 
been  raised  against  it  seem,  partly  at 
least,  to  have  risen  from  what  really  is 
one  of  its  chief  merits.  Bull  showed  great 
self-restraint  in  never  being  tempted  to 
diverge  from  his  proper  subject  (the  opin¬ 
ions  of  the  ante-Nicene  fathers)  into  any 
of  the  other  numerous  questions  connected 
with  the  doctrine  of  the  Trinity  ;  and  con¬ 
sequently  those  who  have  looked  for  a 
satisfactory  reply  to  any  question  except 
that  to  which  Bull  confined  himself,  have 
not  found  what  they  wanted. — Overton, 
J.  H.,  1886,  Dictionary  of  National  Biog¬ 
raphy,  vol.  vn,  p.  237. 

He  received  the  rare  honour  of  a  formal 
letter  of  thanks  from  the  great  Bossuet 
and  the  French  bishops  for  his  defence  of 
the  Catholic  creeds.  His  most  famous 
works  are  his  “Defensio  Fidei  NicensB,” 
his  “Harmonia  Apostolica,”  and  his  ser 
mons,  particularly  that  treating  of  the 
Fall.  As  an  historical  and  theological 
vindication  of  the  work  of  the  Nicene 
Council  as  the  necessary  and  inevitable 
consequence  of  the  teaching  of  the  Bible 
and  the  Church,  Bull’s  defence  has  never 
been  superseded.  It  was  recognised  at 
once  as  a  great  book,  and  the  judgment 
of  England  was  confirmed  by  that  of  for¬ 
eign  nations  and  posterity.  The  “Har¬ 
monia  Apostolica,”  an  explanation  of  the 
doctrine  of  justification,  and  of  the  agree¬ 
ment  between  St.  Paul  and  St.  James  in 
their  treatment  of  faith  and  works,  has 
been  considered  to  have  as  great  practi¬ 
cal  value.  Scarcely  less  attention  has 
been  bestowed  on  his  discussion  of  the 
Fall.  It  was  the  fashion  to  think  lightly 
of  his  sermons,  because  they  wanted  the 
florid  eloquence  in  which  the  age  delighted. 
— Hutton,  William  Holden,  1895,  Social 
England,  ed.  Traill ,  vol.  IV,  p.  420. 


Henry  Dodwell 

1641-1711 

Henry  Dodwell ;  chronologist ;  born  in  Dublin,  in  Oct.,  1641;  educated  at  Trinity 
College,  Dublin  ;  elected  Camden  Professor  of  History  at  Oxford  in  1688,  but  deposed 
from  his  chair  in  1691  because  he  refused  to  take  the  oath  of  allegiance  to  William 
III.  Among  his  noteworthy  contributions  to  Greek  and  Roman  chronology  are  his 
“Annales  Vellei,  Quintil.,  Station.”  (1698);  “Annales  Thucyd.  et  Xenophont.” 
(1702).  Died  in  Schottesbrook,  June  7,  1711.  See  Dodwell’s  “Works,”  abridged, 
with  an  account  of  his  life,  by  Fr.  Brokesby  (2  vols.,  London,  1723).— Gudeman, 
Alfred,  1897,  Johnson’s  Universal  Cyclopcedia ,  vol.  II,  p.  802. 
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PERSONAL 

On  Thursday  last,  June  7th,  died  Mr. 
Henry  Dodwell,  that  great  and  good  man, 
in  the  70th  year  of  his  age,  at  Shottes- 
brooke,  in  Berks,  where  he  had  lived  in  a 
most  retired,  studious,  private  condition 
for  several  years.  He  died  with  the  same 
piety  with  which  he  had  always  lived,  and 
was  buried  on  Saturday,  June  the  9th, 
in  the  church  of  Shottesbrooke.  This 
extraordinary  person  might  have  reached 
an  hundred  years, if  he  had  taken  but  ordi 
nary  care  of  his  health.  He  was  of  small 
stature  of  body,  but  vigorous  and  healthy  ; 
of  a  brisk,  facetious  constitution,  always 
chearful,  even  in  the  worst  of  times.  He 
was  humble  and  modest,  to  a  fault.  His 
learning  was  above  the  common  reach 
I  take  him  to  be  the  greatest 
scholar  in  Europe  when  he  died  ;  but,  what 
exceeds  that,  his  piety  and  sanctity  was 
beyond  compare.  Had  he  indulged  him¬ 
self  a  little,  and  not  abstained  so  much 
from  even  the  ordinary  refreshments  of 
nature,  ’twould  certainly  have  conduced  to 
the  lengthening  of  his  life;  but  a  severe, 
steddy  course  of  life,  like  the  primitive 
Christians,  and  the  most  renowned  philoso¬ 
phers,  could  not  comply  with  those  princi¬ 
ples.  His  name  will  always  be  mentioned 
and  spoke  of  with  honour  as  long  as  there 
is  any  regard  for  true  religion,  virtue, 
probity,  and  learning.  ...  As  to  his 
person,  he  was  of  a  small  stature  of  body, 
yet  of  a  strong,  vigorous  constitution, 
chiefly  owing  to  his  abstemious  and  tem¬ 
perate  way  of  living.  He  was  of  a  san¬ 
guine  complexion,  of  a  grave,  modest,  in¬ 
genious  countenance,  of  a  piercing  eye, 
and  of  a  quick  apprehension.  He  was 
acute  and  chearful  in  his  discourse,  ready 
and  forward  in  his  advice,  and  delighted 
to  have  difficult  questions  proposed  to  him 
for  solution. — Hearne,  Thomas,  1711, 
Reliquiae  Hearnianae,  ed.  Bliss,  June  15, 
vol.  i,  pp.  227,  228,  229. 


GENERAL 

Dodwell’s  learning  was  immense;  in 
this  part  of  history  especially  (that  of  the 
Upper  Empire)  the  most  minute  fact  or 
passage  could  not  escape  him  ;  and  his  skill 
in  employing  them  is  equal  to  his  learning. 
The  worst  of  this  author  is  his  method 
apd  style ;  the  one  perplexed  beyond 
imagination,  the  other  negligent  to  a  de¬ 
gree  of  barbarism.  -Gibbon,  Edward, 
1762,  Journal ,  June  8. 

Its  [“De  Veteribus”]  absurdity  is  so 
evident,  that  only  the  character  of  Dod¬ 
well,  and  the  seriousness  and  labour  with 
which  he  defended  it,  could  persuade  us 
to  think  that  he  believed  it  himself.  The 
work  is  very  curious,  as  a  specimen  of  the 
torture  to  which  a  corrupted  creed  or  sys¬ 
tem  is  capable  of  putting  the  Scriptures. 
It  contains  some  singular  remarks  on  the 
scriptural  distinction  between  soul  and 
spirit  which  is  the  foundation  of  his  whole 
hypothesis. — Orme,  William,  1824,  Bibli¬ 
otheca  Biblica. 

lie  had  perused  innumerable  volumes 
in  various  languages,  and  had  indeed 
acquired  more  learning  than  his  slender 
faculties  were  able  to  bear.  The  small 
intellectual  spark  which  he  possessed  was 
put  out  by  the  fuel.  Some  of  his  books 
seem  to  have  been  written  in  a  mad-house, 
and,  though  filled  with  proofs  of  his  im¬ 
mense  reading,  degraded  him  to  the  level 
of  James  Naylor  and  Ludowick  Muggleton. 
— Macaulay,  Thomas  Babington,  1843, 
Critical  and  Historical  Essays. 

A  man  of  wonderful,  though  very  ec¬ 
centric,  erudition  and  talents.  Perry,  G. 
G.,  1864,  History  of  the  Church  of  England. 

Dodwell  was  a  most  voluminous  writer 
on  an  immense  variety  of  subjects,  in  all 
of  which  he  showed  vast  learning,  great 
ingenuity,  and,  in  spite  of  some  eccentri¬ 
cities,  great  power  of  reasoning.— Over- 
ton,  J.  H.,  1888,  Dictionary  of  National 
Biography,  vol.  XV,  p.  180. 


Thomas  Ken. 

1637-1711 

Born,  at  Berkhampstead,  Hertfordshire,  July  1637.  Scholar  of  Winchester  Coll., 
Sept.  1651;  admitted,  Jan.  1652.  Fellow  of  New  Coll.,  Oxford,  1656-66.  To  Hart 
Hall,  Oxford,  1656;  to  New  Coll.,  1657;  B.A.,  3  May  1661;  M.A.,  21  Jan.  1665; 
Tutor  of  New  Coll.,  1661.  Ordained  1661  Tor  1662].  Rector  of  Little  Easton,  Essex, 
1663-65.  Domestic  Chaplain  to  Bishop  of  Winchester,  and  Rector  of  St.  John-in-the- 
Soke,  1665.  Fellow  of  Winchester  Coll.,  8  Dec.  1666.  Rector  of  Brightstone  (or 
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Brixton),  I.  of  W.,  1667-69.  Prebendary  of  Winchester,  1669.  Rector  of  East 
Woodhay,  Hampshire,  1669-72.  Lived  at  Winchester,  1672-79.  Travelled  on  Con¬ 
tinent.  1675.  D.D.,  Oxford,  1679.  To  the  Hague,  as  Chaplain  to  Mary  Princess  of 

Orange,  1679-80.  Returned  to  Winchester,  1680;  appointed  Chaplain  to  King. 
With  Lord  Dartmouth  to  Tangier,  as  Chaplain,  Aug.  1683.  Returned  to  England, 
April  1684.  Bishop  of  Bath  and  Wells,  Nov.  1684 ;  compelled  to  resign,  as  a  Non- 
juror,  April  1691.  For  rest  of  life  under  patronage  of  Lord  Weymouth.  Crown 
pension,  1704.  Died,  at  Longleat,  19  March  1711.  Buried  at  Frome  Selwood. 
JVorfcs;  “Manual  of  Prayers”  (anon.),  1674  (another  edn.,  with  “Hymns,”  1695); 
Funeral  Sermon  for  Lady  Margaret  Mainard,  1682;  “Sermon  preached  at  Whitehall,” 
1685;  “An  Exposition  on  the  Church  Catechism;  or.  Practice  of  Divine  Love”  (anon.), 
1685  (another  edn.,  with  “Directions  for  Prayers,”  1686);  “ Pastoral  Letter, ”  1688; 
“Prayers  for  the  use  of  all  persons  who  come  to  Bath  for  cure”  (anon.),  1692;  “A 
Letter  to  the  Author  of  a  ‘Sermon  preached  at  the  Funeral  of  her  late  Majesty*  ” 
(anon.),  1695  (another  edn.,  called  “  A  Dutifull  Letter,  ”  1703) ;  “The  Royal  Sufferer” 


(under  initials:  T.  K.  ;  attributed  to  Ken), 
IForArs;  ed.  by  Hawkins  (4  vols.),  1721. 
1890, — Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A 
PERSONAL 

Oddsfish  !  who  shall  have  Bath  and  Wells, 
but  the  little  fellow  who  would  not  give 
poor  Nelly  a  lodging?— Charles  II.,  1684. 

He  had  a  very  edifying  way  of  preach¬ 
ing:  but  it  was  more  apt  to  move  the  pas¬ 
sions,  than  to  instruct.  So  that  his  ser¬ 
mons  were  rather  beautiful  than  solid  :  yet 
his  way  in  them  was  very  taking.— Bur¬ 
net,  Gilbert,  1715-34,  History  of  My 
Own  Time. 

When  he  was  afflicted  with  the  colic, 
to  which  he  was  very  subject,  he  frequently 
amused  himself  with  writing  verses. 
Hence  some  of  his  pious  poems  are  entitled 
“Anodynes,  or  the  Alleviation  of  Pain.” 
There  is  a  prosaic  flatness  in  his  heroic 
poem  called  “Edmund;*'  but  some  of  his 
Hymns,  and  other  compositions,  have  more 
of  the  spirit  of  poetry,  and  give  us  an  idea 
of  that  devotion  which  animated  the 
author. — Granger,  James,  1769-1824, 
Biographical  History  of  England ,  vol.  VI, 
p.  93. 

A  name  his  coon  try  once  forsook, 

But  now  with  joy  inherits, 

Confessor  in  the  Church’s  book, 

And  martyr  in  the  Spirit’s  1 

That  dared  with  royal  power  to  cope, 

In  peaceful  faith  persisting, 

A  braver  Becket — who  could  hope 
To  conquer  unresisting  I 

— Milnes,  Richard  Monckton,  1876,  On 
the  Grave  of  Bishop  Ken,  Poetical  Works. 

At  the  time  of  his  retirement  Bishop 
Ken  lived  upon  the  bounty  of  Lord  Wey¬ 
mouth,  who  allowed  him  £80  per  annum, 
in  lieu  of  property  valued  at  about  £700, 
and  which  Ken  transferred  to  his  patron. 


1699;  “Expostulatoria,  ”  1711.  Collected 
Life:  by  Dean  Plumptre,  revised  edn.. 
Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  156. 
retaining  only  his  books  and  musical  in¬ 
struments.  It  is  recorded  of  him  that  he 
kept  with  him,  as  his  immediate  personal 
property,  “his  lute,”  and  a  Greek  Testa¬ 
ment,  together  with  a  favorite  but  “sor 
ry”  horse.  The  Testament  was  said  to 
open,  of  its  own  accord,  at  the  15th  chap¬ 
ter  of  1st  Corinthians.  His  preaching 
was  not  that  of  a  Boanerges,  but  of  a  Bar¬ 
nabas.  He  aimed  to  secure  his  hearers, 
rather  than  to  stun  them.  And  Dryden’s 
portrait  of  a  “Good  Parson”  is  enlarged 
from  Chaucer’s  (supposed)  character  of 
Wiclif  in  the  “Canterbury  Tales,”  and  is 
considered  by  excellent  critics  to  have 
been  Ken’s  own  picture. — Duffield,  Sam¬ 
uel  Willoughby,  1886,  English  Hymns: 
Their  Authors  and  History ,  p.  172. 

It  seems  probable  that  that  memorable 
day  on  which  Ken  read  his  protest  from 
his  throne  in  the  cathedral  was  his  last  ap¬ 
pearance  in  the  church  which  he  loved  so 
dearly  until,  many  years  afterwards,  he 
perhaps  appeared  there  in  another  charac¬ 
ter,  and  with  very  different  feelings.  It 
was  followed  soon  afterwards,  we  must 
believe,  by  his  departure  from  his  palace. 
There  must  have  been  partings,  of  which 
we  have  no  record,  from  the  cathedral 
clergy,  with  whom,  though  they  did  not 
follow  his  example,  he  had  always  been 
on  the  friendliest  terms;  from  the  poor, 
who  had  been  his  Sunday  guests;  from 
the  boys,  whom  he  had  catechised  and 
confirmed,  and  to  whom  he  had  adminis¬ 
tered  their  first  Communion.  And  now 
all  was  over.  Those  six  happy  years — 
happy  as  far  as  his  work  in  his  diocese 
was  concerned — had  come  to  an  end  ;  and 
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he  left  his  home,  not  knowing  what  the 
future  had  in  store  for  him,  full  of  anxious 
forebodings  for  himself,  for  his  flock,  and 
for  the  Church  at  large. — Plumptre,  Ed¬ 
ward  Hayes,  1888,  Life  of  Thomas  Ken. 

In  person  Ken  was  short  and  slender, 
with  dark  eyes  and  hair.  His  expression 
was  winning.  He  wore  no  hair  on  his  face 
and  no  wig,  allowing  his  thin  hair  to  grow 
long  at  the  sides  of  his  head.  In  manner 
he  was  courteous,  and  in  disposition 
affectionate,  tender,  and  compassionate. 
Though  he  was  learned,  there  is  no  ground 
for  ranking  him  with  the  most  learned 
men  of  the  time;  he  was  accomplished, 
having  a  knowledge  of  French,  Italian, 
and  Spanish,  and  was  a  musician  and  a 
poet.  He  was  an  eloquent  and  energetic 
preacher.  In  speech  and  action  he  was 
guided  by  conscience  rather  than  by  local 
reasoning;  his  conscience  was  tender  and 
his  feelings  sensitive.  By  nature  he 
seemed  to  have  been  quick-tempered,  but 
was  always  ready  to  ask  pardon  of  any 
whom  he  had  offended.  In  the  cause  of 

ight  he  was  outspoken  and  courageous. 

liberal,  unselfish,  and  unostentatious,  he 
gave  largely  though  his  means  were  small. 
—Hunt,  Rev.  William,  1892,  Dictionary 
of  National  Biography,  vol.  XXX,  p.  402. 

GENERAL 

The  simple  and  touching  devoutness  of 
many  of  Bishop  Kenn’s  lyrical  effusions 
has  been  unregarded,  because  of  the  un¬ 
graceful  contrivances  and  heavy  movement 
of  his  narrative-  .  .  .  We  shall  hardly 
find,  in  all  ecclesiastical  history,  a  greener 
spot  than  the  later  years  of  this  coura¬ 
geous  and  affectionate  pastor ;  persecuted 
alternately  by  both  parties,  and  driven 
from  his  station  in  his  declining  age;  yet 
singing  on,  with  unabated  cheerfulness, 
to  the  last.  His  poems  are  not  popular, 
nor,  probably,  ever  will  be,  for  reasons 
already  touched  upon  ;  butwhoever  inearn¬ 
est  loves  his  three  well-known  hymns,  and 
knows  how  to  value  such  unaffected  strains 
of  poetical  devotion,  will  find  his  account, 
in  turning  over  his  four  volumes,  half  nar¬ 
rative,  and  half  lyric,  and  all  avowedly  on 
sacred  subjects :  the  narrative  often  cum¬ 
brous,  and  the  lyric  verse  not  seldom  lan¬ 
guid  and  redundant:  yet  all  breathing 
such  an  angelic  spirit,  interspersed  with 
such  pure  and  bright  touches  of  poetry, 
that  such  a  reader  as  we  have  supposed 
will  scarcely  find  it  in  his  heart  to  criticise 


them. — Keble,  John,  1825,  Sacred  Poetry, 
Quarterly  Review ,  vol.  32,  pp.  217,  230. 

Ken's  faults  in  poetry  arose  from  his 
rejecting  his  own  feelings  of  simplicity 
and  nature,  and  proposing  to  himself  a 
model  of  false  imagery  and  affected  dic¬ 
tion.  Always  intent  on  this  artificial 
model,  he  sacrificed  his  native  good  sense; 
turned  from  what  is  simple,  sublime,  and 
pathetic ;  shut  his  eyes  to  all  that  is  most 
interesting  in  rural  scenery  and  external 
nature ;  and  even  in  addressing  Heaven 
under  the  intense  feelings  of  devotion, 
appears  affected  and  artificial.  .  .  . 

If  he  had  only  followed  his  own  native 
feelings,  he  would  have  been  an  interest¬ 
ing,  if  not  pathetic  or  sublime,  poet. — 
Bowles,  William  Lisle,  1830,  Life  of 
Thomas  Ken,  vol.  n,  p.  300. 

Bishop  Ken's  works  are  still  much  es¬ 
teemed,  particularly  his  Manual  of  Pray¬ 
ers. — Lowndes,  William  Thomas,  1839, 
British  Librarian,  p.  623. 

He  was  a  man  of  parts  and  learning,  of 
quick  sensibility  and  stainless  virtue.  His 
elaborate  works  have  long  been  forgotten ; 
but  his  morning  and  evening  hymns  are 
still  repeated  daily  in  thousands  of  dwell¬ 
ings.  Though,  like  most  of  his  order, 
zealous  for  monarchy,  he  was  no  syco¬ 
phant.— Macaulay,  Thomas  Babington, 
1849,  History  of  England ,  vol.  i. 

If  at  any  time  men  of  tender  conscienc¬ 
es,  in  their  aspirations  after  some  ideal 
perfection,  be  tempted  to  swerve  from 
their  obedience  to  the  Church  of  England, 
let  them  study  the  writings  of  humble, 
simple-hearted,  steadfast  Bishop  Ken, 
(steadfast,  because  humble  and  simple- 
hearted),  and  they  will  find  solid  arguments 
to  preserve  them  from  “widening  her  de¬ 
plorable  divisions,"  and  inspire  them  with 
his  own  firm  resolves  to  “continue  stead¬ 
fast  in  her  bosom,  and  improve  all  those 
helps  to  true  piety,  all  those  means  of 
grace,  all  those  incentives  to  the  love  of 
God,"  which  He  has  mercifully  afforded 
to  them  in  her  communion. — Anderdon, 
J.  L.,  1851,  The  Life  of  Thomas  Ken, 
Bishop  of  Bath,  and  Wells. 

What  Christian  bosom  but  warms  with 
a  glow  of  loving  veneration  at  the  name 
of  the  heavenly-minded  author  of  those 
sweet  lyrics  of  the  Church,  the  Morning 
Hymn  and  the  Evening  Hymn !  They 
have  been  for  nearly  two  centuries  famil¬ 
iar  to  the  lips  of  the  infants  of  the  flock 
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as  to  the  hoary-headed  elders  of  the  con¬ 
gregation,  and  yet  they  tire  not — they 
never  can  tire — for  they  are  in  their  sub¬ 
lime  simplicity  suited  to  the  comprehen¬ 
sions  and  adapted  to  the  wants  of  all, 
from  the  youngest  to  the  most  mature, 
from  the  highest  to  the  lowest.  The 
hearts  of  rich  and  poor,  the  learned  and 
the  ignorant,  alike  swell  for  a  moment  as 
the  successive  appeals,  so  full  of  the  fer¬ 
vour  and  the  poetry  of  prayer,  thrill  from 
the  ear  to  the  soul.— Strickland,  Agnes, 
1866,  The  Lives  of  the  Seven  Bishops  Com¬ 
mitted  to  the  Tower  in  1688,  p.  234. 

It  has  been  said  that  by  his  three  hymns 
— the  Morning.  Evening,  and  the  less 
known  Midnight  Hymn  he  has  conferred 
a  greater  benefit  upon  posterity  than  if 
he  had  founded  three  hospitals.  It  had 
always  been  his  devout  and  earnest  wish 
that  the  saints  of  God  might  praise  God 
in  words  of  his ;  and  that  wish  has  been 
abundantly  granted  Ilis  other  poems, 
though  they  are  always  beautiful  in  senti¬ 
ment  and  often  bright  in  langugae,  are 
practically  dead.  They  are  poems  of  a 
saint,  but  of  one  who  did  not  possess  “the 
vision  and  the  faculty  divine’’  of  the  poet. 
But  it  was  not  in  vain  that  he,  like  another 
displaced  bishop  to  whom  he  compares 
himself — St.  Gregory  of  Nazianzus — de¬ 
voted  to  sacred  song  what  he  calls  “the 
small  dolorous  remnant  of  my  days.” 
There  is  a  value  in  the  thoughts  which  he 
expressed  apart  from  the  too  prosaic 
verse  in  which  he  enshrined  them,  and 
they  brought  him  the  most  powerful  ano¬ 
dynes  for  his  many  sorrows.  ...  He  is 
perhaps  the  loveliest  figure  in  an  agefull  of 
moral  catastrophe,  and  there  is  no  reward 
which  he  could  have  more  desired  than  the 
one  which  God  has  granted  to  him — that 
as  for  the  past  two  centuries  so  for  many 
a  generation  yet  to  come,  it  is  in  his  words 
that  in  many  an  English  home  the  outgo¬ 
ings  of  the  morning  and  evening  shall 
praise  God. — Farrar,  Frederic  W,,  1888, 
Bishop  Ken,  Good  Words,  vol.  29,  p.  777. 

Poetry  more  absolutely  sincere,  more 
high-minded  than  Bishop  Ken’s,  does  not 
exist.  But  heaviness  of  style,  prolixity, 
want  of  charm  and  of  variety,  has  sunk 
most  of  his  work  irretrievably. — Pal- 
grave,  Francis  T.,  1889,  The  Treasury  of 
Sacred  Song,  p.  348,  note. 

The  last  two  years  have  witnessed  a 
remarkable  revival  of  the  slumbering 


interest  which  has  always  existed  in  the 
story  of  one  who  was  certainly  among  the 
greatest  the  Church  of  England  has  ever 
produced.— Teague,  J.  Jessop,  1890, 

A  Seventeenth-Century  Prelate,  Nineteenth 
Century,  vol.  27,  p.  424. 

As  early  as  1711  Dryden’s  description 
of  the  poor  parson  of  a  town,  from  Chau¬ 
cer,  was  appropriated  to  Ken  (Preface  to 
Exposlularia ),  and  a  panegyric  was  writ¬ 
ten  on  him  in  English  and  Latin  verse  by 
the  laureate,  Joshua  Perkins.  Bowles’s 
“Life”  in  1830  revived  the  reverence  felt 
for  him,  which  was  further  heightened 
by  the  high  church  movement  at  Oxford. 

J.  H.  Newman,  in  No.  lxxv.  of  “Tracts  for 
the  Times,”  published  in  June  1836,  drew 
out  a  form  of  service  for  21  March,  the 
day  of  Ken’s  burial ;  Isaac  Williams  cele¬ 
brated  him  in  his  “Lyra  Apostolica,  ”  No 
cxiii.,  and  his  “Cathedral,”  p.  58;  an- 
Monckton  Milnes  (Lord  Houghton)  wrof 
verses  on  his  tomb.  In  1848  a  memoria 
window  was  set  up  in  Frome  parish  church 
by  the  Marchioness  of  Bath ;  in  1867  his 
bust  was  placed  in  the  shire-hall  at  Taun¬ 
ton;  and  in  1885  a  window  was  set  up  to 
his  memory  in  Wells  Cathedral,  and  a  com¬ 
memorative  service  was  held  on  the  29 
June,  the  anniversary  of  th9  trial  of  the 
“Seven  Bishops.” — Hunt,  Rev.  William, 
1892,  Dictionary  of  National  Biography, 
vol.  XXX,  p.  403. 

If  this  were  a  hagiology  there  would  be 
much  to  be  said  about  the  saintly  charac¬ 
ter  of  Bishop  Ken ;  or  if  it  were  a  critique 
on  poetry  the  writer  of  the  most  popular 
hynms  in  the  English  language  might 
claim  a  high  place;  but  as  a  prose  writer 
Ken  holds  a  very  subordinate  position. 
— Overton,  J.  H.,  1894,  English  Prose, 
ed.  Craik,  vol.  in,  p.  278. 

Poetry  was  indeed,  in  a  sense,  the  pur¬ 
suit  of  his  life.  “Hymnotheo,”  a  poem 
based  upon  the  story  of  St.  John  and  the 
Robber,  told  by  Clement  of  Alexandria, 
is  certainly  “an  idealised  autobiography.  ” 
The  unnamed  youth,  St.  John’s  catech¬ 
umen,  who  after  relapsing  into  a  wild  law¬ 
less  life,  was  won  back  by  the  self-devot¬ 
ing  love  of  the  aged  apostle,  is  called  by 
Ken  “Hymnotheo,”  a  name  the  signifi¬ 
cance  of  which  is  obvious.  The  story  is  a 
mere  thread  on  which  are  strung  verses 
and  episodes,  some  of  them  curioualy  in¬ 
congruous.  ...  It  hardly  need  be 
said  that  Ken’s  poetry  as  a  whole  must  be 
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regarded  not  as  an  achievement,  but  as  an 
occupation,  an  “employment.”  .  .  . 

More  than  once  he  alludes  to  his  custom 
to  write  “new  hymns  every  day” — two  a 
day,  if  we  take  him  literally.  .  .  . 

From  such  a  rate  of  production  nothing 
excellent  could  be  hoped.  The  mass  of 
his  verse  is  only  interesting  for  what  it 
reveals  of  the  man ;  his  editor,  Hawkins, 
merely  exaggerates  a  truth  when  he  says 
that  “these  composures”  “contain  the 
full  Beams  of  his  God -enamour’d  Soul.” 
The  portrait  they  paint  is  poor  and  faulty, 
but  it  is  authentic.  ...  In  one  essen¬ 
tial  part  of  the  poetic  faculty  Ken  was 
deficient— the  eye,  the  heart,  for  Nature. 

.  .  .  The  mass  of  Ken’s  verse  is  entombed 
in  four  forgotten  volumes  ;  his  three  hymns 
live  on  the  lips  and  in  the  heart  of  thou¬ 
sands. — Clarke,  F.  A.,  1896,  Thomas 
Ken  pp.  208,  210,  211,  213,  217. 

Probably  no  other  verse  is  so  often  sung 
by  Christians  of  all  denominations  as  this 
brief  outburst  of  praise  and  gratitude; 
and  yet  the  glad  devotion  expressed  in  any 
of  the  numerous  adaptations  never  fails 
to  kindle  an  audience.  Originally  written 


as  the  closing  stanzas  of  “Awake  my  soul, 
and  with  the  sun,  ’  ’  the  author,  Bishop  Ken, 
derived  so  much  benefit  from  the  use  of 
it  in  his  morning  devotions  that  he  added 
it  to  his  now  equally  famous  evening  hymn, 
“Glory  to  Thee,  my  God,  this  night.” 
It  was  the  habit  of  this  saintly  sufferer  to 
accompany  his  ever  cheerful  voice  with 
the  lute  which  penetrated  beyond  his  pris¬ 
on  walls ;  and  the  oft-repeated  song  of 
praise,  which  was  soon  taken  up  by  his 
religious  sympathisers  listening  without, 
has  gone  on  singing  itself  into  the  hearts 
of  Christians  until  the  fragment  has  very 
nearly  approached  the  hymn  universal. 
During  revivals  it  is  sometimes  the  custom 
to  sing  it  after  every  conversion.  Once 
at  Sheffield,  England,  under  Billy  Dawson, 
they  sang  it  thirty-five  times  in  one  even¬ 
ing.  It  is  frequently  the  last  articulate 
sound  that  is  heard  from  the  lips  of  the 
dying,  and  it  is  not  less  frequently  the 
expression  of  intense  gratitude  of  the  liv¬ 
ing  in  the  moments  when  life  throbs  and 
swells  most  exultantly  in  the  breast. — 
Stead,  W.  T.,  1897,  Hymns  That  Have 
Helped,  p .  32. 


John  Norris 

1657-1711 

John  Norris,  theologian  and  Platonic  philosopher  (born  1657,  died  1711),  wrote 
“The  Picture  of  Love  Unveiled”  (1682),  “The  Idea  of  Happiness”  (1688),  “The  The¬ 
ory  and  Regulation  of  Love”  (1688),  “Reflections  on  the  Conduct  of  Human  Life” 
(1690),  “Cursory  Reflections  on  a  Book  called  an  Essay  concerning  Human  Understand¬ 
ing”  (1690), “Practical  Discourses  on  the  Beatitudes”  (1690),  “Account  of  Reason 
and  Faith  in  relation  to  the  Mysteries  of  Christianity”  (1697),  and  “The  Theory  of 
the  Ideal  or  Intelligible  World”  (1701).  See  Sir  R.  Waring’s  “Quid  sit  Amor.” 
— Adams,  W.  Davenport,  1877,  Dictionary  of  English  Literature ,  p.  474. 

GENERAL 

He  search’d  Malebranche,  and  now  the  Rabbi 
knows 

The  secret  springs  whence  truth  and  error 
flows. 

Directed  by  his  leading  light,  we  pass 
Through  nature's  rooms  and  tread  in  ev’ry 
mnzo. 

— Dunton,  John,  1705,  The  Eminent 
Conformists. 

Norris  is  more  thoroughly  Platonic  than 
Malebranche,  to  whom,  however,  he  pays 
great  deference,  and  adopts  his  funda¬ 
mental  hypothesis  of  Beeing  all  things  in 
God.  He  is  a  writer  of  fine  genius  and  a 
noble  elevation  of  moral  sentiments,  suchas 
predisposes  men  for  the  Platonic  schemes 
of  theosophy.  He  looked  up  to  Augustin 


with  as  much  veneration  as  to  Plato,  and 
respected,  more  perhaps  than  Malebranche, 
certainly  more  than  the  generality  of 
English  writers,  the  theological  metaphy¬ 
sicians  of  the  schools.  With  these  he 
mingled  some  visions  of  a  later  mysticism. 
But  his  reasonings  will  seldom  bear  a  close 
scrutiny. — Hallam,  Henry,  1837  39,  In¬ 
troduction  to  the  Literature  of  Europe,  pi. 
iv,  ck.  iii,  par.  65. 

Yet  he  is  not  for  a  moment  to  be  com¬ 
pared  for  learning,  compass  of  thought, 
or  power  and  skill  of  expression,  to  either 
Cudworth  or  More. — Craik,  George  L., 
1861,  A  Compendious  History  of  English 
Literature  and  of  the  English  Language , 
vol.  II,  p.  188. 
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Norris  was  a  disciple  of  Malebranche, 
and  expounds  his  master's  doctrine  of  the 
vision  of  all  things  in  God,  in  opposition 
to  the  philosophy  of  Locke.  He  is  inter¬ 
esting  as  the  last  offshoot  from  the  school 
of  Cambridge  Platonists,  except  so  far  as 


the  same  tendency  is  represented  by 
Shaftesbury.  .  .  .  Norris,  though  an 

able  writer,  is  chiefly  valuable  as  a  solitary 
representative  of  Malebranche’s  theories 
in  England. — Stephen,  Leslie,  1895,  Dic¬ 
tionary  of  National  Biography ,  vol.  XLI. 


Joshua  Barnes 

1654-1712 

Born  at  London,  Jan.  10,  1654:  died  Aug.  3,  1712.  An  English  classical  scholar 
and  antiquarian,  appointed  professor  of  Greek  at  Cambridge  in  1695.  He  was  a 
voluminous  writer,  but  is  not  in  high  repute  as  a  scholar.  His  “Gerania,  or  the  Discovery 
of  a  Better  Sort  of  People,  anciently  discoursed  of,  called  Pygmies,”  is  his  best-known 
work.  He  published  an  edition  of  Homer  (1710)  Smith,  Benjamin  E.,  1894-97, 


The  Century  Cyclopedia  of  Names,  p.  122. 

PERSONAL 

On  the  3d  of  this  month,  being  Sunday, 
between  6  and  7  o’clock  in  the  evening, 
died  the  famous  Mr.  Joshua  Barnes,  S.  T. 
B.  and  professor  of  the  Greek  tongue  in 
the  university  of  Cambridge,  as  1  have 
been  informed,  by  a  letter,  dated  Aug. 
9th,  from  his  wife,  Mrs.  Mary  Barnes. 
This  great  man  died  a  very  easy  death, 
occasioned  by  a  consumptive  cough,  lie 
was  my  great  friend  and  acquaintance, 
and  I  look  upon  him  to  have  been  the 
best  Grecian  (especially  for  poetical 
Greek)  in  the  world.  He  was  withall  a 
man  of  singular  good  nature,  and  never 
spoke  ill  of  any  man,  unless  provoked  to 
the  highest  degree. — Hearne,  Thomas, 
1712,  Reliquiae  Hearniance,  ed.  Bliss,  vol. 
I,  p.  263,  Aug.  13. 

Let  us  exhibit  one  more  picture  of  the 
calamities  of  a  laborious  author,  in  the 
character  of  Joshua  Barnes,  editor  of 
Homer,  Euripides,  and  Anacreon,  and  the 
writer  of  a  vast  number  of  miscellaneous 
compositions  in  history  and  poetry.  Be¬ 
sides  the  works  he  published,  he  left  be¬ 
hind  him  nearly  fifty  unfinished  ones  ;  many 
were  epic  poems,  all  intended  to  be  in 
twelve  books,  and  some  had  reached  their 
eighth!  His  folio  volume  of  “The  His¬ 
tory  of  Edward  III.”  is  a  labour  of  valu¬ 
able  research.  He  wrote  with  equal  facil¬ 
ity  in  Greek,  Latin,  and  his  own  language, 
and  he  wrote  all  his  days ;  and,  in  a  word, 
having  little  or  nothing  but  his  Greek  pro¬ 
fessorship,  not  exceeding  forty  pounds  a 
year,  Barnes,  who  had  a  great  memory, 
a  little  imagination,  and  no  judgment,  saw 
the  close  of  a  life,  devoted  to  the  studies 
of  humanity,  settle  around  him  in  gloom 


and  despair.  The  great  idol  of  his  mind 
was  the  edition  of  his  Homer,  which  seems 
to  have  completed  his  ruin  ;  he  was  haunte< 
all  his  days  with  a  notion  that  he  was  pei 
secuted  by  envy,  and  much  undervalue 
in  the  world ;  the  sad  consolation  of  the 
secondary  and  third-rate  authors,  who 
of  tendie  persuaded  of  theexistenceof  ideal 
enemies.  To  be  enabled  to  publish  his 
Homer  at  an  enormous  charge,  he  wrote 
a  poem,  the  design  of  which  is  to  prove 
that  Solomon  was  the  author  of  the  Iliad ; 
and  it  has  been  said  that  this  was  done  to 
interest  his  wife,  who  had  some  property, 
to  lend  her  aid  towards  the  publication  of 
so  divine  a  work.  This  happy  pun  was 
applied  for  his  epitaph : — 

Joshua  Barnes 

Felicia  memorial,  judicium  expectans. 

Hcrt  lieth 
Joshua  Barnes, 

Of  happy  memory,  awaiting  judgment  I 

— Disraeli,  Isaac,  1812-13,  Laborious 
Authors ,  Calamities  of  Authors. 

GENERAL 

Above  all,  Mr.  Joshua  Barnes  has  dili¬ 
gently  collected  whatever  was  to  be  had, 
far  and  near,  upon  the  several  passages  of 
this  great  King’s  [Edw.  III.]  reign.  His 
quotations  are  many ;  and  generally,  his 
authors  are  as  well  chosen  as  such  a  mul¬ 
titude  can  be  supposed  to  have  been.  His 
inferences  are  not  always  becoming  a 
statesman;  and  sometimes  his  digressions 
are  tedious.  His  deriving  of  the  famous 
institution  of  the  Garter  from  the  Phoeni¬ 
cians,  is  extremely  obliging  to  good  Mr. 
Sammes;  but  came  too  late,  it  seems,  to 
Mr.  Ashmole’s  knowledge,  or  otherwise 
would  have  bid  fair  for  a  choice  post  of 
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honour  in  his  elaborate  book.  In  short, 
this  industrious  author  seems  to  have 
driven  his  work  too  fast  to  the  press,  be¬ 
fore  he  had  provided  an  index,  and  some 
other  accoutrements,  which  might  have 
rendered  it  more  serviceable  to  his  read¬ 
ers.  — Nicolson,  William,  1696-1714, 
English.  Historical  Library. 

Joshua  Barnes,  from  constantly  perus¬ 
ing  and  talking  Greek,  had  the  name  of 
Greek  Barnes.  .  .  .  His  memory  and 

facility  in  writing  have  been  greatly  ex¬ 
tolled.  He  would,  and  he  always  did, 
quote  many  Greek  passages  in  conversa¬ 
tion.  He  wrote  incessantly,  but  seldom 
well.  .  .  .  Absorbed  in  his  studies 

of  Greek  authors,  he  knew  nothing  of  Eng¬ 
lish  manners ;  he  would  have  been  at 
“home”  in  Athens. — Noble,  Mark,  1806, 
A  Biographical  History  of  England ,  vol.  1, 
pp.  109,  110. 

His  facility  in  writing  and  speaking 
Greek  was  remarkable.  He  tells  us  in  the 
parody  of  Homer,  prefixed  to  his  poem  on 
Esther,  that  he  could  compose  sixty  Greek 
verses  in  an  hour.  He  also  avows  in  the 
preface  to  Esther  tnat  he  found  it  much 
easier  to  write  his  annotations  in  Greek 
than  in  Latin,  or  even  in  English,  “since 
the  ornaments  of  poetry  are  almost  pe¬ 
culiar  to  the  Greeks,  and  since  he  had  for 
many  years  been  extremely  conversant 
in  Homer,  the  great  father  and  source  of 


the  Greek  poetry.”  He  could  off-hand 
turn  a  paragraph  in  a  newspaper,  or  a 
hawker’s  bill,  into  any  kind  of  Greek 
meter,  and  has  been  often  known  to 
do  so  among  his  Cambridge  friends. 
Dr  Bentley  used  to  say  of  Barnes  that 
he  “understood  as  much  Greek  as  a 
Greek  cobbler:”  meaning  doubtless  by 
this  that  he  had  rather  the  “colloquial 
readiness  of  a  vulgar  mechanic,”  than 
the  erudition,  taste,  and  judgment  of  a 
scholar. — Allidone,  S.  Austin,  1854-58, 
Dictionary  of  English  Literature,  vol.  I, 

p.  126. 

Bentley,  in  the  famous  1  4  Dissertation  on 
Phalaris,”  describes  him  as  “one  of  a  sin¬ 
gular  industry  and  a  most  diffuse  read¬ 
ing.”  Ilis  enthusiasm  led  him  to  under¬ 
take  work  for  which  he  was  in  no  degree 
qualified.  Not  content  with  writing  a 
life  of  Edward  III.  and  editing  Homer,  he 
had  determined  to  write  the  life  of  Tamer¬ 
lane,  though  he  had  no  knowledge  of  ori¬ 
ental  languages  (Cole’s  Athena:).  His 
“Gerania”  shows  that  he  had  some  fancy 
and  could  write  with  ease  and  fluency. 
He  is  said  to  have  been  possessed  of  no 
little  vanity;  but  this  fault  can  readily  be 
forgiven  to  one  whose  charity  was  such 
that  he  gave  his  only  coat  to  a  poor  fellow 
who  begged  at  his  door. — Bullen,  A.  H., 
1885,  Dictionary  of  National  Biography , 
vol.  in,  p.  251. 


Thomas  Sprat 

1635-1713 

Bom  in  Devonshire  in  1636,  was  a  clergyman’s  son.  He  studied  at  Wadham  College, 
Oxford,  became  M.  A.  in  1657,  and  obtained  a  fellowship.  His  turn  for  science  meant 
no  more  than  activity  of  mind  under  the  influence  of  Dr.  Wilkins,  who  was  Warden 
of  Wadham.  His  turn  for  verse  seems  to  have  meant  no  more  than  activity  of  mind 
under  the  influence  of  Cowley,  who,  since  1657,  had  been,  as  Dr.  Cowley,  one  of 
Wilkins’s  circle  of  philosophers.  Sprat’s  last  poem  was  upon  Cowley’s  death;  one  of 
his  earliest  poems  was  on  the  death  of  Cromwell,  “To  the  Happy  Memory  of  the  late 
Lord  Protector;”  and  he  published  also,  in  1659,  a  Cowleian  poem,  in  thirty-one 
“Pindaric”  stanzas,  on  “The  Plague  of  Athens,”  suggested  by  the  description  of  it 
in  Thucydides.  Sprat  took  orders  at  the  Restoration,  was  chaplain  to  the  Duke  of 
Buckingham,  and  soon  afterwards  to  the  king.  Cowley,  with  whom  he  was  intimate, 
died  in  1667;  and  Sprat’s  enthusiastic  ode  on  Cowley’s  poetry  was  written  in  the  year 
of  the  publishing  of  his  “History  of  the  Royal  Society.”  Cowley  had  intrusted  to 
his  friend  Sprat  the  care  of  his  writings,  and  in  1668  Sprat  published  Cowley’s  Latin 
works,  prefaced  with  a  “Life  of  Cowley,”  also  in  Latin.  This  was  amplified  and  pre¬ 
fixed,  in  1688,  to  an  edition  of  Cowley’s  English  works.  Thomas  Sprat’s  life  after  the 
age  of  thirty-two  does  not  concern  literature.  In  1688  he  had  been  four  years  Bishop 
of  Rochester.  He  complied  as  passively  as  he  could  with  the  Revolution,  and  died  in 
1713. — MORLEY,  HENRY,  1879,  A  Manual  of  English  Literature ,  ed.  Tyler,  p.  467. 
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PERSONAL 

A  man  whose  convivial  wit  was  equal  to 
his  convivial  excesses,  and  these  excesses 
were  proverbial  among  his  friends,  and 
long  remembered  by  the  good  people  about 
Chertsey— Collins,  John  Churton,  1878- 
95,  Drydcn,  Quarterly  Review,  Essays  and 
Studies,  p.  33. 

“Maxime  semper  valuit  authoritate,  ” 
says  the  inscription  on  Sprat’s  monument 
in  the  abbey,  and  that  was  a  leading  trait 
in  his  character.  He  also  loved  ease  and 
good  living,  and  was  warped  in  his  views 
by  the  advantages  of  the  position  which 
he  had  acquired.  Macaulay  calls  him  “a 
great  master  of  our  language,  who  pos¬ 
sessed  at  once  the  eloquence  of  the  preach¬ 
er,  of  the  controversialist,  and  of  the  his¬ 
torian.”  Dr.  Johnson  had  heard  it 
observed,  “and  with  great  justness, ”  that 
every  book  by  him  is  of  a  different  kind, 
“and  that  each  has  its  distinct  and  char¬ 
acter  istical  excellence.”  His  name  is 
connected  with  a  masterpiece  in  English 
literature,  for  he  assisted  Dean  Aldrich 
in  revising  for  original  publication  Lord 
Clarendon’s  “History  of  the  Civil  War.” 

.—Courtney,  W.  P.,  1898,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography,  vol.  liii,  p.  423. 

HISTORY  OF  THE  ROYAL  SOCIETY 
1G67-1702 

A  nonsensical  and  illiterate  history. 
Stubbe,  Henry,  1670,  Legends  no  History. 

Some  account  it  to  be  one  of  the  most 
exact  pieces  for  curiousness  and  delicacy 
of  language  that  was  ever  yet  extant  in 
our  tongue. — Wood,  Anthony,  1691- 
1721,  Athenee  Oxonienses,  f.  1097. 

Their  history  is  writ  so  well  by  Doctor 
Sprat  that  I  will  insist  no  more  on  them, 
but  go  on  to  other  matters. — Burnet,  Gil¬ 
bert,  1715-34,  History  of  My  Own  Time. 

This  is  one  of  the  few  books  which 
selection  of  sentiment  and  elegance  of  dic¬ 
tion  have  been  able  to  preserve,  though 
written  upon  a  subject  flux  and  transitory. 
The  history  of  the  Royal  Society  is  now 
read,  not  with  the  wish  to  know  what  they 
were  then  doing,  but  how  their  Transla¬ 
tions  are  exhibited  by  Sprat. — JOHNSON, 
Samuel,  1779-81,  Sprat,  Lives  of  the 
English  Poets. 

Sprat’s  name  is  no  longer  a  magnet; 
and,  in  truth,  although  his  enthusiasm  for 
scientific  research  is  highly  honourable  to 
him,  his  style  exceedingly  lively,  and  many 


of  his  observations  replete  with  good 
sense,  his  work  as  a  whole  is  discursive 
and  ill-digested,  and  so  little  of  a  history 
that  it  hardly  ever  gives  a  date.  The 
writer  himself  confesses  that  it  is  only  the 
second  of  his  three  books  has  any  proper 
claim  to  the  title  of  history.  But  it  is 
important  on  grounds  of  its  own,  which 
render  it  of  more  real  value  than  the  more 
exact  and  pragmatical  narratives  which 
have  superseded  it.  The  glow  of  youth  i3 
upon  it.  It  paints  vividly  the  great  scien¬ 
tific  awakening  which  coincided  with  the 
accession  of  Charles  II.  The  mere  list  of 
the  experiments  which  the  Royal  Society 
had  performed,  or  proposed  to  perform, 
attests  the  devouring  scientific  curiosity 
of  the  age,  and  shows  at  once  the  reaction 
of  men’s  minds  in  the  direction  of  the 
tangibly  useful  after  a  long  series  of  fruit¬ 
less  theological  and  political  controversies, 
and  how  deep  in  the  long  run  had  been  the 
influence  of  the  great  man  who  had  lost 
his  life  in  performing  an  experiment.  At 
the  same  time  there  is  a  humorous  side  to 
the  picture  :  much  of  the  curiosity  of  the 
time  was  idle,  much  was  founded  on  cre¬ 
dulity.  Many  of  the  queries  which  Sprat 
catalogues  with  such  complacency  would 
now  be  thought  too  trivial  to  engage  the 
attention  of  a  learned  society,  and  some 
are  not  a  little  absurd.  In  the  main, 
however,  they  are  most  significant  of  the 
new  spirit  that  had  come  into  the  world. 
— Garnett.  Richard,  1895,  The  Age  of 
Dryden,  p.  264. 

GENERAL 

The  correctest  writer  of  the  age,  and 
comes  nearest  to  the  great  original  of 
Greece  and  Rome,  by  a  studious  imitation 
of  the  ancients.  .  .  .  His  sermons 

are  truly  fine.— Felton,  Henry,  1711, 
Dissertation  on  Reading  the  Classics. 

Bat  for  the  wits  of  either  CharleB'a  days, 

The  mob  of  gentlemen  who  writ©  with  ease ; 
Sprat,  Carew,  Sedley,  and  a  hundred  more, 
(Like  twinkling  stars  the  Miscellanies  o'er)  ; 
One  simile,  that  solitary  shines 
In  the  dry  dessert  of  a  thousand  lines, 

Or  lengthen’d  thought,  that  gleams  through 
many  a  page, 

Has  sanctified  whole  poems  for  an  age. 

—Pope,  Alexander,  1733,  First  Epistle 
of  the  Second  Book  of  Horace. 

Upon  a  review  of  Sprat’s  works,  his 
language  will  sooner  give  you  an  idea  of 
one  of  the  insignificant  tottering  boats 
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upon  the  Thames,  than  of  the  smooth  noble 
current  of  the  river  itself.— Boyle,  John 
(Lord  Orrery),  1751,  Remarks  on  Ike 
Life  and  Wriiings  of  Dr.  Jonathan  Swift. 

The  life  of  Cowley,  by  Dr.  Sprat  has 
been  esteemed  one  of  the  most  elegant 
compositions  in  our  language.— Cibber, 
Theophilus,  1753,  Lives  of  the  Poets ,  vol. 
HI,  p.  241. 

His  style  in  general,  which  has  been 
greatly  applauded,  has  neither  the  classic 
simplicity  of  Hobbes,  nor  the  grace  of 
Sir  William  Temple.  His  poetry  is  un¬ 
equal,  and  sometimes  inharmonious.  He 
has,  however,  been  justly  ranked  with  the 
best  writers  in  the  reign  of  Charles  the 
Second.— Granger,  James,  1769-1824, 
Biographical  History  of  England,  vol.  6,  p. 
94. 

He  considered  Cowley  as  a  model ;  and 
supported  that,  as  he  was  imitated,  perfec¬ 
tion  was  approached.  Nothing,  therefore, 
but  Pindarick  liberty  was  to  be  expected. 
There  is  in  his  few  productions  no  want 
of  such  conceits  as  he  thought  excel¬ 
lent;  and  of  those  our  judgement  may  be 
settled  by  the  first  that  appears  in  his 
praise  of  Cromwell,  where  he  says,  that 
Cromwell’s  “fame,  like  man,  will  grow 
white  as  it  grows  old.” — Johnson,  Sam¬ 
uel,  1779-81,  Sprat,  Lives  of  the  English 
Poets. 

They  who  shall  study  his  pages  will  find 
no  richness,  ardour,  or  strength  in  his 
diction,  but,  on  the  contrary,  an  air  of 
feebleness,  and  a  species  of  imbecile 
spruceness,  pervading  all  his  productions. 
They  must  acknowledge,  however,  much 
clearness  in  his  construction,  and  will 
probably  agree  that  his  cadences  are  often 
peculiarly  well  turned,  especially  those 
which  terminate  his  paragraphs,  and  which 
sometimes  possess  a  smartness  which  ex¬ 
cites  attention. — Drake,  Nathan,  1804, 
Essays  Illustrative  of  the  Tatler,  Spectator, 
and  Guardian,  vol.  II,  p.  69. 

An  author  who  was  finical  and  nice  in 
his  use  of  words. — DeQuincey  Thomas, 
1823-4,  English  Dictionaries. 

Unhappily  for  his  fame,  it  has  been 
usual  to  print  his  verses  in  collections  of 
the  British  poets;  and  those  who  judge 
of  him  by  his  verses  must  consider  him  as 
a  servile  imitator,  who,  without  one  spark 
of  Cowley’s  admirable  genius,  mimicked 
whatever  was  least  commendable  in  Cow¬ 
ley’s  manner ;  but  those'who  are  acquainted 


with  Sprat’s  prose  writings  will  form  a 
very  different  estimate  of  his  powers, 
lie  was,  indeed,  a  great  master  of  our 
language,  and  possessed  at  once  the  elo¬ 
quence  of  the  preacher,  of  the  controver¬ 
sialist,  and  of  the  historian.  His  moral 
character  might  have  passed  with  little 
censure  had  he  belonged  to  a  less  sacred 
profession ;  for  the  worst  that  can  be 
said  of  him  is  that  he  was  indolent,  luxu¬ 
rious,  and  worldly,  but  such  failings, 
though  not  commonly  regarded  as  very 
heinous  in  men  of  secular  callings,  are 
scandalous  in  a  prelate. —  Macaulay, 
Thomas  Babington,  1849,  History  of  Eng¬ 
land . 

His  style,  which  was  so  much  admired 
in  his  own  age.  is  a  Frenchified  English, 
with  an  air  of  ease  and  occasionally  of 
vivacity,  but  without  any  true  grace  or 
expressiveness. — CRAIK,  GEORGE  L.,  1861, 
A  Compendious  History  of  English  Litera¬ 
ture  and  of  the  English  Language ,  vol.  II, 

p.  188. 

There  is  indeed  a  certain  flow  and  ro¬ 
tund  finish  about  his  diction.  Some  of 
his  sentences  would  pass  for  Johnson’s. 
Had  the  matter  been  more  substantial,  he 
might  have  taken  a  higher  place  in  our 
literature;  but  he  was  a  good  genial 
fellow,  rather  fond  of  the  bottle,  and  his 
lubricated  eloquence  perished  with  him. 
— Minto,  William,  1872-80,  Manual  of 
English  Prose  Literature,  p.  335. 

Sprat’s  theological  writings  are  few  and 
insignificant,  and  it  is  hard  not  to  allow 
that  his  merits  as  a  prose-writer  have 
been  praised  with  some  exaggeration. 
He  is  neat,  clear,  and  often  dignified,  but 
the  epithets  “splendid”  and  “shining” 
can  scarcely  be  granted  to  his  style  with¬ 
out  demur. — Gosse,  Edmund,  1888,  A 
History  of  Eighteenth  Century  Literature, 

p.  101. 

His  chief  claim  to  remembrance  lies  in 
his  efforts  both  by  precept  and  example 
to  purge  English  prose  of  its  rhetorical 
and  decorative  encumbrances,  and  to  show 
that  there  is  as  much  art  “to  have  only 
plain  conceptions  on  some  arguments  as 
there  is  in  others  to  have  extraordinary 
flights.”  It  may  well  be  urged  that  Sprat 
deserves  a  share  in  the  credit,  so  com¬ 
monly  yielded  to  Dryden  alone,  of  having 
inaugurated  modern  English  prose. — Ra¬ 
leigh,  W.  A.,  1894,  English  Prose,  ed. 
Craik,  vol.  ill,  p.  269. 
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Thomas  Ellwood 

1639-1713 

Born  at  Crowell  in  Oxfordshire,  was  converted  at  twenty  to  Quakerism ;  in  1G62 
made  Milton’s  acquaintance;  and  soon,  visiting  him  almost  daily,  “read  to  him  in  such 
books  in  the  Latin  tongue  as  he  pleased  to  hear  read.”  in  1665  he  hired  a  cottage  at 
Chalfont  St.  Giles,  where  Milton  might  escape  the  plague  in  London.  Milton  gave  him 
the  MS.  of  “ Paradise  Lost”  to  read,  and  on  returning  it  Ellwood  said,  “Thou  hast  said 
much  of  ‘Paradise  I,ost, ’  but  what  hast  thou  to  say  of  ‘Paradise  Found’?”  Ellwood 
was  busy  in  controversy,  and  had  more  than  his  share  of  persecution  as  a  Quaker  almost 
till  his  death.  Of  his  many  writings,  only  his  Autobiography  (1683;  new  ed.  by  Prof. 
H.  Morley,  1885)  is  now  interesting  for  Milton’s  sake.  PATRICK  and  Groome,  eds., 


1897,  Chambers's  Hioyraphical  Dictionary , 
PERSONAL 

Let  no  one  imagine  a  prevailing  absurd¬ 
ity  in  Thomas  Ellwood’s  life;  he  was  a 
man  whom  every  reader  must  heartily  re¬ 
spect  and  honor.  He  was  incorruptibly 
true  and  unimpeachably  brave,  and  he 
suffered  for  his  faith,  outrage  and  in¬ 
justice  with  saintly  patience  and  manly 
strength.  Again  and  again  he  was  seized 
and  cast  into  prison  without  cause  ;  every 
rufhan  and  coward  felt  free  to  insult  the 
gallant  youth  who  had  once  been  so  quick 
with  his  sword.  If  the  reader  will  know 
how,  without  striking  a  blow,  a  man  of 
courage  may  make  knightly  defence  of  a 
lady,  let  him  turn  to  Ellwood’s  modest 
account  of  how  he  protected  the  beautiful 
Guli  Pennington,  afterwards  the  wife  of 
William  Penn,  from  the  rudeness  of  some 
drunken  troopers  ;  and  if  he  will  learn  how 
a  true  man  is  always  efficiently  a  man,  let 
him  compare  the  quiet  fearlessness  of  Ell¬ 
wood  in  moments  of  peril  with  the  valor 
of  Lord  Herbert.  .  .  .  The  Quaker 

will  suffer  nothing  by  contrast  with 
the  cavalier.— Howells,  William  Dean, 
1877,  erf.,  Life  of  Thomas  Ellwood ,  p .  171. 

HISTORY  OF  THOMAS  ELLWOOD 
1G83 

At  about  this  date  [1683]  his  narrative 
ceases.  We  learn,  from  other  sources, 
that  he  continued  to  write  and  print  in 
defence  of  his  religious  views  up  to  the 
year  of  his  death,  which  took  place  in 
1713.  One  of  his  productions,  a  poetical 
version  of  the  “Life  of  David,”  may  be 
still  met  with,  in  the  old  Quaker  libraries. 
On  the  score  of  poetical  merit,  it  is  about 
on  a  level  with  Michael  Drayton’s  verses 
on  the  same  subject. — Whittier,  John 
Greenleaf,  1849,  Old  Portraits  and 
Modem  Sketches ,  p.  69. 

Many  of  Ellwood’s  writings  have  not 


p.  337. 

been  printed  ;  but  the  fact  that  twenty- 
four  works  of  all  kinds — poems,  pamph¬ 
lets,  and  controversial  treatises — were 
published  and  forgotten  must  be  our  com¬ 
fort  and  stay  in  this  partial  deprivation. 
His  autobiography  has  alone  survived  to 
our  time,  and  it  will  probably  keep  his 
memory  alive  as  long  as  men  love  to  read 
simple,  sincere,  and  manly  books.  Its 
manner  has  for  me  a  great  charm,  and 
from  the  clearness  with  which  it  mirrors 
the  author  and  the  profound  religious 
movement  in  which  he  was  so  largely  con¬ 
cerned,  it  must  always  be  interesting  to 
the  student  of  history;  whoever  loves  a 
quaint  force  of  style,  and  many  delicate 
unconscious  flavors  of  character,  or  values 
rare  pictures  of  the  intimate  life  of  the 
past,  must  also  enjoy  it.  No  one  will  like 
it  the  less  for  the  harmless  vanity  which 
occasionally  appears  in  it.  Ellwood  came 
hardly  by  his  religion  and  his  learning,  and 
so  much  as  any  man  might,  had  a  right  to 
self-satisfaction  in  them. — Howells,  Wil¬ 
liam  Dean,  1877,  erf.,  Life  of  Thomas  EU- 
wood,  p.  177. 

Distinguished  for  many  literary  excel¬ 
lences,  and  entirely  free  from  the  fanati¬ 
cism  and  intolerance  so  generally  displayed 
in  other  writings  of  the  early  Friends. — 
Baldwin,  James,  1883,  English  Literature 
and  Literary  Criticism ,  Prose,  p.  435. 

“The  History  of  Thomas  Ellwood,  writ¬ 
ten. 'by  Himself,”  is  interesting  for  the 
frankness  with  which  it  makes  Thomas 
Ellwood  himself  known  to  us;  and  again, 
for  the  same  frank  simplicity  that  brings 
us  nearer  than  books  usually  bring  us  to  a 
living  knowledge  of  some  features  of  a  by¬ 
gone  time;  and  yet  again,  because  it  helps 
us  a  little  to  come  near  to  Milton  in  his 
daily  life.  He  would  be  a  good  novelist 
who  could  invent  as  pleasant  a  book  as 
this  unaffected  record  of  a  quiet  life 
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touched  by  great  influences  in  eventful 
times. — Morley,  Henry,  1885,  ed.,  The 
History  of  Thomas  EUwood  (Universal  Li - 
brary).  Introduction ,  p.  5. 

As  regards  diction  and  rhetoric,  there 
is  nothing  antique  or  affected  in  the  “His¬ 
tory  of  Thomas  EUwood.”  He  does  not 
seem  to  have  been  influenced  much  by  the 
older  generation  of  English  authors ;  like 
Bunyan  he  seems  to  have  adopted  natur¬ 
ally  a  practical  style  of  composition,  not 


overweighted  in  any  way,  good  at  report¬ 
ing  conversations.  In  Ellwood's  case, 
and  from  the  character  of  his  mind,  there 
was  one  subject  only,  the  history  of 
his  own  life,  to  which  this  style  could  be 
applied  with  full  success.  The  same  con¬ 
ditions  that  went  to  make  his  “History” 
so  good  were  those  that  kept  him  from 
writing  any  other  work  that  can  be  com¬ 
pared  with  it. — Ker,  W.  P.,  1894,  Eng¬ 
lish  Prose,  ed.  Craik,  vol.  ill,  p.  287. 


Anthony  Ashley  Cooper 

Third  Earl  of  Shaftesbury 

1671-1713 

Born,  in  London,  26  Feb.  1671.  Early  education  under  tutorship  of  John  Locke. 
At  a  private  school,  1682-83 ;  at  Winchester,  Nov.  1683  to  1686.  Travelled  on  Con¬ 
tinent,  1686-89.  M.  P.  for  Poole,  May  1695 ;  re-elected,  Nov.  1695.  Retired  from 
Parliament,  owing  to  ill-health,  July  1698.  Visit  to  Holland,  1698-99.  Succeeded  to 
Earldom,  on  death  of  his  father,  10  Noy.  1699.  Took  his  seat  in  House  of  Lords,  19 
Jan.  1700.  In  Holland,  Aug.  1703  to  Aug.  1704.  Married  Jane  Ewer,  Aug.  1709. 
To  Italy,  for  health,  autumn  of  1711.  Died,  in  Naples,  15  Feb.  1713.  Buried  at  St. 
Giles’s.  Works:  “An  Inquiry  concerning  Virtue”  (anon.),  1699;  “A  Letter  Con¬ 
cerning  Enthusiasm”  (anon.),  1708;  “Sensus  Communis”  (anon.),  1709;  “The  Mor¬ 
alists”  (anon.),  1709;  “Soliloquy,  or  Advice  to  an  Author”  (anon.),  1710;  “Charac¬ 
teristics  of  Men,  Manners,  Opinions,  Times”  (3  vols.),  1711;  “A  Notion  of  the 
Historical  Draught  ...  of  the  Judgment  of  Hercules”  (anon.),  1713;  “Several 
Letters  written  by  a  Noble  Lord  to  a  Young  Man  at  the  University”  (anon.),  1716. 
Posthumous:  “Letters  .  .  .  to  R.  Molesworth, ”  1721 ;  “Letters,  collected, ”  1746  ; 
“Original  Letters  by  Locke,  Sidney,  and  Shaftesbury,”  ed.  by  T.  Foster,  enlarged  edn. 
1847.  Be  edited:  B.  Whichcot’s  “Select  Sermons,”  1689. — Sharp,  R.  Farquiiarson, 
1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  253. 

his  great-grandson. — Fowler,  Thomas, 
1882,  Shaftesbury  and  Hutcheson  ( English 
Philosophers ),  pp.  39,  40,  41. 

Shaftesbury  was  a  man  of  lofty  and  ar¬ 
dent  character,  forced  by  ill-health  to 
abandon  politics  for  literature.  He  was 
liberal,  though  much  fretted  by  the  diffi¬ 
culty  of  keeping  out  of  debt.  He  was 
resolved,  as  he  tells  his  steward,  not  to 
be  a  slave  to  his  estates,  and  never  again 
to  be  “poorly  rich.”  He  supported  sev¬ 
eral  young  men  of  promise  at  the  univer¬ 
sity  or  elsewhere.  He  allowed  a  pension 
of  £20  a  year  to  the  deist  Toland,  after 
Toland’s  surreptitious  publication  of  his 
papers,  though  he  appears  to  have  dropped 
it  in  his  fit  of  economy  in  1704.  He  gives 
exceedingly  careful  directions  for  regu¬ 
lating  his  domestic  affairs  during  his  ab¬ 
sence.  His  letters  to  his  young  friends 
are  full  of  moral  and  religious  advice,  and 
the  “Shaftesbury  Papers”  show  many 
traces  of  his  practical  benevolence  to 


PERSONAL 

As  regards  personal  habits,  Shaftes¬ 
bury  is  reported  to  have  been  remarkably 
abstemious  at  a  time  when  riotous  living 
was  the  rule  amongst  the  upper  classes 
of  society,  and  not  the  exception.  .  .  . 
As  an  earnest  student,  an  ardent  lover  of 
liberty,  an  enthusiast  in  the  cause  of  vir¬ 
tue,  and  a  man  of  unblemished  life  and 
untiring  beneficence,  Shaftesbury  probably 
had  no  superior  in  his  generation.  His 
character  and  pursuits  are  the  more  re¬ 
markable,  considering  the  rank  of  life  in 
which  he  was  born  and  the  circumstances 
under  which  he  was  brought  up.  In  many 
respects,  he  reminds  us  of  the  imperial 
philosopher,  Marcus  Aurelius,  whose  works 
we  know  him  to  have  studied  with  avidity, 
and  whose  influence  iB  unmistakably 
stamped  upon  his  own  productions.  .  .  . 
Though  Shaftesbury  was  one  of  the  earli¬ 
est  of  English  moralists,  and  died  so  long 
ago  as  1712-13,  the  present  Earl  is  only 


ANTHONY  ASHLEY  COOPER 


577 


them.  He  went  to  church  and  took  the 
sacrament  regularly,  respecting  religion 
though  he  hated  the  priests.  He  is  a 
typical  example  of  the  whig  aristocracy 
of  the  time,  and  with  better  health  might 
have  rivalled  his  grandfather’s  fame. 
Stephen,  Leslie,  1887,  Dictionary  of  Na¬ 
tional  Biography t,  vol.  XI I,  p.  132. 

There  is  nothing  that  demands  conceal¬ 
ment  in  his  career,  whatever  his  mistakes 
or  shortcomings;  the  more  closely  one 
presses  home  upon  the  inner  motives  and 
exalted  purpose  of  his  life  the  richer  and 
more  ennobling  does  his  character  appear. 

Rand,  Benjamin,  1900,  ed.,  The  Life, 
Unpublished  Letters,  and  Philosophical 
Regimen,  of  Anthony,  Earl  of  Shaftesbury, 
Introduction,  p.  vi. 

GENERAL 

The  generality  of  moralists  and  phi¬ 
losophers  have  hitherto  agreed  that  there 
could  be  no  virtue  without  self-denial ; 
but  a  late  author,  who  is  now  much  read 
by  men  of  sense,  is  of  a  contrary  opinion, 
and  imagines  that  men,  without  any  trouble 
or  violence  upon  themselves,  may  be  nat¬ 
urally  virtuous.  He  seems  to  require  and 
expects  goodness  in  his  species,  as  we 
do  a  sweet  taste  in  grapes  and  China 
oranges,  of  which,  if  any  of  them  are  sour, 
we  boldly  pronounce  that  they  are  not 
come  to  that  perfection  their  nature  is 
capable  of.  This  noble  writer  fancies 
that,  as  man  is  made  for  society,  so  he 
ought  to  be  born  with  a  kind  affection  to 
the  whole,  of  which  he  is  a  part,  and  a 
propensity  to  seek  the  welfare  of  it.  In 
pursuance  of  this  supposition,  he  calls 
every  action  performed  with  regard  to  the 
public  good,  virtuous;  and  all  selfishness, 
wholly  excluding  such  a  regard,  vice. 
In  respect  to  our  species,  he  looks  upon 
virtue  and  vice  as  permanent  realities  that 
must  ever  be  the  same  in  all  countries  and 
all  ages,  and  imagines  that  a  man  of  sound 
understanding,  by  following  the  rules  of 
good  sense,  may  not  only  find  out  that 
“Pulchrum  et  Honestum”  both  in  morality 
and  the  works  of  art  and  nature,  but  like¬ 
wise  govern  himself,  by  his  reason,  with  as 
much  ease  and  readiness  as  a  good  rider 
manages  a  well- taught  horse  by  the  bridle. 

.  .  .  Two  systems  cannot  be  more  op¬ 

posite  than  his  Lordship's  and  mine. — ■ 
Mandeville,  Bernard  de,  1723,  A  Search 
into  the  Nature  of  Society. 

More  surprising  that  a  young  nobleman 


should  have  published  so  many  tracts,  so 
generally  read  by  men  of  sense,  than  that 
there  should  be  so  few  errors  found  in 
them. — Fiddes,  Richard,  1724,  A  Gen¬ 
eral  Treatise  of  Morality  formed  upon  the 
Principles  of  Natural  Reason  only. 

The  rest  of  his  time  he  employed  in  or¬ 
dering  his  writings  for  publication,  which 
he  placed  in  the  order  they  now  stand. 
The  several  prints  then  first  interspersed 
in  the  work  were  all  designed  by  himself, 
and  each  device  bears  an  exact  affinity  to 
the  passage  to  which  it  refers.  That  no 
mistake  might  be  committed,  he  did  not 
leave  to  any  other  hand,  even  so  much  as 
the  drudgery  or  correcting  the  press. 
In  the  three  volumes  of  the  “Characteris¬ 
tics”  he  completed  the  whole  of  his  writ¬ 
ings  which  he  intended  should  be  made 
public,  though  some  people  have,  however, 
in  a  very  ungenerous  manner,  without  any 
application  to  his  family,  or  even  their 
knowledge,  published  several  of  his  letters, 
and  those  too  of  a  private  nature,  many 
of  which  were  written  in  so  hasty  and 
careless  a  manner,  that  he  did  not  so 
much  as  take  copies  of  them. — Shaftes¬ 
bury,  Fourth  Earl,  c  1734-41,  A  Sketch 
of  the  Life  of  the  Third  Earl  of  Shaftesbury. 

Had  many  excellent  qualities,  both  as 
a  man  and  a  writer.  He  was  temperate, 
chaste,  honest,  and  a  lover  of  his  country. 
In  his  writings  he  has  shewn  how  largely 
he  has  imbibed  the  deep  sense,  and  how 
naturally  he  could  copy  the  gracious  man¬ 
ner,  of  Plato. — Warburton,  William, 
1738,  Divine  Legalion  of  Moses,  Dedica¬ 
tion. 

It  hath  been  the  fate  of  Lord  Shaftes¬ 
bury's  “Characteristics,  ”  beyond  that  of 
most  other  books,  to  be  idolized  by  one 
party,  and  detested  by  another.  While 
the  first  regard  it  as  a  work  of  perfect 
excellence,  as  containing  everything  that 
can  render  mankind  wise  and  happy;  the 
latter  are  disposed  to  rank  it  among  the 
most  pernicious  of  writings,  and  brand  it 
as  one  continued  heap  of  fustian,  scurril¬ 
ity,  and  falsehood.  .  .  .  The  noble 

writer  hath  mingled  beauties  and  blots, 
faults  and  excellencies,  with  a  liberal  and 
unsparing  hand. — Brown,  John,  1751, 
Essays  on  the  Characteristics. 

You  say  you  cannot  conceive  how  Lord 
Shaftesbury  came  to  be  a  philosopher 
in  vogue ;  I  will  tell  you  ;  First,  he  was  a 
Lord ;  secondly,  he  was  as  vain  as  any  of 
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his  readers ;  thirdly,  men  are  very  prone 
to  believe  what  they  do  not  understand ; 
fourthly,  they  will  believe  anything  at  all, 
provided  they  are  under  no  obligation  to 
believe  it;  fifthly,  they  love  to  take  a  new 
road,  even  when  that  road  leads  nowhere ; 
sixthly,  he  was  reckoned  a  fine  writer, 
and  seemed  always  to  mean  more  than  he 
said.  Would  you  have  any  more  reasons? 
An  interval  above  forty  years  has  pretty 
well  destroyed  the  charm.  A  dead  Lord 
ranks  with  Commoners ;  Vanity  is  no 
longer  interested  in  the  matter,  for  the 
new  road  has  become  an  old  one. — Gray, 
Thomas,  1758,  Letters ,  Aug.  18. 

The  writings  of  the  latter  breathe  the 
virtues  of  his  mind,  for  which  they  are 
much  more  estimable  than  for  their  style 
and  manner.  He  delivers  his  doctrines  in 
ecstatic  diction,  like  one  of  the  Magi  incul¬ 
cating  philosophic  visions  to  an  eastern 
auditory. — Walpole,  Horace,  1758,  A 
Catalogue  of  the  Royal  and  Noble  Authors, 
of  England,  Scotland  and  Ireland,  ed.  Park, 
vol.  iv,  p.  55. 

The  philosophical  manner  of  Lord 
Shaftesbury’s  writing  is  nearer  to  that  of 
Cicero  than  any  English  author  has  yet 
arrived  at ;  but  perhaps  had  Cicero  writ¬ 
ten  in  English,  his  composition  would  have 
greatly  exceeded  that  of  our  countryman. 
The  diction  of  the  latter  is  beautiful,  but 
such  beauty  as,  upon  nearer  inspection, 
carries  with  it  evident  symptoms  of  affec¬ 
tation.  This  has  been  attended  with  very 
disagreeable  consequences.  Nothing  is 
so  easy  to  copy  as  affectation,  and  his 
lordship’s  rank  and  fame  have  procured 
him  more  imitators  in  Britain  than  any 
other  writer  I  know;  all  faithfully  pre¬ 
serving  his  blemishes,  but  unhappily  not 
one  of  his  beauties.— Goldsmith,  Oliver, 
1759,  The  Bee,  No.  8,  Nov.  24. 

Considerable  merit,  doubtless,  he  has. 
His  works  might  be  read  with  profit  for 
the  moral  philosophy  which  they  contain, 
had  he  not  filled  them  with  so  many  oblique 
and  invidious  insinuations  against  the 
Christian  religion ;  thrown  out,  too,  with 
so  much  spleen  and  satire,  as  do  no  hon¬ 
our  to  his  memory,  either  as  an  author  or 
a  man.  His  language  has  many  beauties. 
It  is  firm,  and  supported  in  an  uncommon 
degree;  it  iB  rich  and  musical.  No  Eng¬ 
lish  author,  as  I  formerly  showed,  has  at¬ 
tended  so  much  to  the  regular  construc¬ 
tion  of  his  sentences,  both  with  respect  to 


propriety,  and  with  respect  to  cadence. 
All  this  gives  so  much  elegance  and  pomp 
to  his  language,  that  there  is  no  wonder 
it  should  have  been  highly  admired  by 
some.  It  is  greatly  hurt,  however,  by  per¬ 
petual  stiffness  and  affectation.  This  is 
its  capital  fault.  Ilis  lordship  can  ex¬ 
press  nothing  with  simplicity.  He  seems 
to  have  considered  it  as  vulgar,  and  be¬ 
neath  the  dignity  of  a  man  of  quality,  to 
speak  like  other  men.  Hence  he  is  ever 
in  buskins;  and  dressed  out  with  magnifi¬ 
cent  elegance.  In  every  sentence,  we  see 
the  marks  of  labour  and  art;  nothing  of 
that  ease  which  expresses  a  sentiment 
coming  natural  and  warm  from  the  heart. 
Of  figures  and  ornament  of  every  kind,  he 
is  exceedingly  fond,  sometimes  happy  in 
them;  but  his  fondness  for  them  is  too 
visible  ;  and  having  once  laid  hold  of  some 
metaphor  or  allusion  that  pleased  him,  he 
knows  not  how  to  part  with  it.  .  .  . 

Lord  Shaftesbury  possessed  delicacy  and 
refinement  of  taste,  to  a  degree  that  we 
may  call  excessive  and  sickly  ;  but  he  had 
little  warmth  of  passion ;  few  strong  or 
vigorous  feelings,  and  the  coldness  of  his 
character,  led  him  to  that  artificial  and 
stately  manner  which  appears  in  his  writ¬ 
ings.  He  was  fonder  of  nothing  than  of 
wit  and  raillery ;  but  he  is  far  from  being 
happy  in  it.  He  attempts  it  often,  but 
always  awkwardly ;  lie  is  stiff,  even  in  his 
pleasantry;  and  laughs  in  form,  like  an 
author,  and  not  like  a  man. — Blair,  Hugh, 
1783,  Lectures  on  Rhetoric  and  Bellcs-Lct- 
ters,  ed.  Mills,  pp.  209,  210. 

For  a  considerable  time  he  stood  in  high 
repute  as  a  polite  writer,  and  was  re¬ 
garded  by  many  as  a  standard  of  elegant 
composition :  his  imitators  as  well  as  ad¬ 
mirers  were  numerous,  and  he  was  es¬ 
teemed  the  head  of  the  school  of  senti¬ 
mental  philosophy.  Of  late  years  he  has 
been  as  much  depreciated  as  he  was  be¬ 
fore  extolled,  and  in  both  cases  the  mat¬ 
ter  has  been  carried  to  an  extreme.— 
Park,  Thomas,  1806,  ed.  Walpole’s  Royal 
and  Noble  Authors,  vol.  IV,  p.  59. 

Grace  belongs  only  to  natural  move¬ 
ments;  and  Lord  Shaftesbury,  notwith¬ 
standing  the  frequent  beauty  of  his 
thoughts  and  language,  has  rarely  attained 
it.  .  .  .  He  had  great  power  of  thought 
and  command  over  words.  But  he  had  no 
talent  for  inventing  character,  and  bestow¬ 
ing  life  on  it.  The  Inquiry  concerning 
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Virtue  is  nearly  exempt  from  the  faulty 
peculiarities  of  the  author;  the  method  is 
perfect,  the  reasoning  just,  the  style  pre¬ 
cise  and  clear. — Mackintosh,  Sir  James, 
1830,  Second  Preliminary  Dissertation. 

Shaftesbury  retains  a  certain  place  as 
one  of  the  few  disciples  of  idealism  who 
resisted  the  influence  of  Locke ;  but  his 
importance  is  purely  historical.  His  cold 
and  monotonous  though  exquisitely  pol¬ 
ished  dissertations  have  fallen  into  general 
neglect,  and  find  few  readers  and  exercise 
no  influence.  The  shadow  of  the  tomb 
rests  upon  them  all  ;  a  deep  unbroken 
silence,  the  chill  of  death  surrounds  them. 
They  have  long  ceased  to  wake  any  inter¬ 
est,  or  to  suggest  any  enquiries,  or  to  im¬ 
part  any  impulse  to  the  intellect  of  Eng¬ 
land.  -Lecky,  William  Edward  Hart- 
pole,  1865,  Spirit  of  Rationalism  in 
Europe ,  vol.  i. 

Shaftesbury’s  relation  to  Christianity 
involves  some  difficult  questions.  If  all  we 
had  to  settle  were  simply  whether  or  not 
he  went  with  the  Christianity  prevalent  in 
his  time,  the  answer  would  be  easy.  He 
stood  apart  from  the  clergy,  ridiculed 
“the  heroic  passion  of  saving  souls,”  and 
the  Christian  who  had  “his  conversation 
in  heaven.”  He  said,  with  a  sneer,  that 
he  dutifully  and  faithfully  embraced  the 
holy  mysteries,  conforming  to  the  Church 
by  law  established,  and  making  no  re¬ 
searches  into  the  origin  of  the  rites  and 
symbols.  If  he  were  to  exercise  himself 
in  such  speculations,  he  was  quite  sure 
that  the  further  he  inquired  the  less  satis¬ 
faction  he  would  find;  for  inquiry  was  the 
sure  road  to  heterodoxy.  This  was  a  mode 
of  writing  common  with  the  Deists.  It 
must  have  been  provoking  and  offensive, 
not  only  to  the  clergy,  against  whom  it 
was  aimed,  but  to  all  right-minded  people. 
It  is  evident,  however,  that  he  was  only 
bantering  the  clergy,  whose  ignorance 
and  prejudice  may  have  been  equally  pro¬ 
voking  to  all  sensible  men.  He  imme¬ 
diately  after  asserts  the  right  of  every 
man  to  examine  the  Scriptures  for  himself ; 
and  not  only  to  examine  them,  but  to 
know  their  history,  what  they  profess  to 
be,  and  what  authority  they  claim.  If 
Scripture  be  the  only  religion  of  Protest¬ 
ants,  we  ought,  surely,  as  Protestants, 
to  know  what  Scripture  is. — Hunt,  John, 
1868,  Anthony  Earl  of  Shaftesbury,  The 
Contemporary  Review,  vol.  8,  p.  621. 


He  may  be  called  the  first  of  the  intui¬ 
tional  school,  writing  without  being  at  all 
aware  of  the  difficulties  of  his  position. 
...  His  style  is  highly  elaborated.  His 
first  care  is  to  be  delicately  melodious.  He 
strives  also  to  avoid  the  very  appearance 
of  harshness  in  the  union  of  ideas.  As  a 
consequence,  he  is  rather  wanting  in  vig¬ 
our,.  is  driven  upon  affected  inversions,  and 
is  obliged  often  to  prolong  his  sentences  to 
a  tedious  length  before  his  smooth  circum¬ 
locutions  amount  to  a  complete  expression. 
— Minto,  William,  1872-80,  The  Manual 
of  English  Prose  Literature,  p.  401. 

The  third  Lord  Shaftesbury  is  one  of  the 
many  writers  who  enjoy  a  kind  of  suspended 
vitality.  His  volumes  are  allowed  to 
slumber  peacefully  on  the  shelves  of  dusty 
libraries  till  some  curious  student  of  Eng¬ 
lish  literature  takes  them  down  for  a 
cursory  perusal.  Though  generally  men¬ 
tioned  respectfully,  he  has  been  dragged 
deeper  into  oblivion  by  two  or  three  heav 
weights.  Besides  certain  intrinsic  faul 
of  style  to  be  presently  noticed,  he  h| 
been  partly  injured  by  the  evil  reputati 
which  he  shares  with  the  English  Deists. 
Their  orthodox  opponents  succeeded  in  in¬ 
flicting  upon  those  writers  a  fate  worse 
than  refutation.  The  Deists  were  not 
only  pilloried  for  their  heterodoxy,  but  in¬ 
delibly  branded  with  the  fatal  inscription 
“dulness.”  The  charge,  to  say  the  truth, 
was  not  ill-deserved  ;  and  though  Shaftes¬ 
bury  is  in  many  respects  a  writer  of  a 
higher  order  than  Toland,  Tindal,  or  Col¬ 
lins,  he  cannot  be  acquitted  of  that  most 
heinous  of  literary  offences.  ...  A 
second-rate  English  author  of  Queen 
Anne’s  time.  .  .  .  Whenever  he  tries 

to  be  facetious  he  is  intolerable ;  he  re¬ 
minds  one  of  that  painful  jocosity  which 
is  sometimes  assumed  by  a  grave  profes¬ 
sor,  who  fancies,  with  perfect  truth,  that 
his  audience  is  inclined  to  yawn,  and  ar¬ 
gues,  in  most  unfortunate  conflict  with 
the  truth,  that  such  heavy  gambols  as  he 
can  manage  will  rouse  them  to  the  smiling 
point.  The  result  is  generally  depressing. 
Yet  Shaftesbury  is  less  annoying  when  he 
is  writhing  his  grave  face  into  a  contorted 
grimace  than  when  the  muse,  whom  he  is 
in  the  habit  of  invoking,  permits  him  to 
get  upon  stilts.  His  rhapsodies  then  are 
truly  dismal. — Stephen,  Leslie,  1873, 
Shaftesbury’ s  Characteristics ,  Fraser’s  Mag¬ 
azine,  vol.  87,  pp.  76,  77. 
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Shaftesbury,  it  is  plain,  took  great  pains 
in  the  elaboration  of  his  style,  and  he 
succeeded  so  far  as  to  make  his  meaning 
transparent.  The  thought  is alwaysclear. 
We  are  spared  the  trouble  of  deciding  be¬ 
tween  different  interpretations  of  his  doc¬ 
trines,  a  process  so  wearisome  in  the  case 
of  most  philosophical  authors.  But,  on 
the  other  hand,  he  did  not  equally  succeed 
in  attaining  elegance,  an  object  at  which 
he  seems  equally  to  have  aimed.  There 
is  a  curious  affectation  about  his  style,  a 
falsetto  note,  which,  notwithstanding  all 
his  efforts  to  please,  is  often  irritating  to 
the  reader.  The  main  characteristic  of 
Shaftesbury’s  style  is,  perhaps,  best  hit 
off  by  Charles  Lamb,  when  he  calls  it 
“genteel.”  He  poses  too  much  as  a  fine 
gentleman,  and  is  so  anxious  not  to  be 
taken  for  a  pedant  of  the  vulgar,  scholas¬ 
tic  kind,  that  he  falls  into  the  hardly  more 
attractive  pedantry  of  the  aesthete  and 
virtuoso.  The  limee  labor  is  almost  every¬ 
where  apparent.  The  efforts  at  raillery 
and  humour  are  sometimes  so  forced  as  to 
lose  their  effect,  and  he  is  too  apt  to  in¬ 
form  his  reader  beforehand,  when  he  is 
about  to  put  on  his  light  and  airy  manner. 
—Fowler,  Thomas,  1882,  Shaftesbury 
and  Hutcheson  ( English  Philosophers),  p. 
61. 

Nor  can  we  permit  the  mere  ajsthetic 
interpreters  of  life  to  carry  off  Shaftes¬ 
bury  into  their  camp,  on  the  plea  that  he 
regarded  morals  as  only  one  of  the  fine 
arts,  and  virtue  as  no  more  than  the  su¬ 
preme  accomplishment.  No  doubt,  it  is 
easy  to  quote  from  him  many  detached 
sentences  which  are  open  to  this  con¬ 
struction  ;  as  when  he  bids  you  pursue  the 
beautiful,  and  then  the  good  will  come  of 
itself;  and  says,  that  virtue  is  moral 
beauty,  and  that  the  knowledge  of  beauty 
is  the  discipline  of  virtue.  And  it  must 
be  admitted  that  his  own  high  artistic  per¬ 
ception  and  culture  blended  too  closely 
in  himself  the  distinct  though  allied  feel¬ 
ings  of  approbation  and  of  admiration , — 
one  of  the  many  marks  of  an  ethical  com¬ 
mencement  from  the  idea,  not  of  Duty, 
but  of  Good.  But  still,  these  partial  in¬ 
dications  must  accept  the  limitations  which 
are  clearly  imposed  upon  them  by  other 
and  more  exact  statements  of  his  doctrine ; 
and  when  this  is  done,  he  will  be  found  to 
say,  that  the  right  indeed  is  always  beau¬ 
tiful,  but  not  that  it  is  the  beautiful 


which  constitutes  the  right. — Map.tineau, 
James,  1885,  Types  of  Ethical  Theory ,  vol. 
II,  p.  467. 

He  writes  in  a  style  which  is  consum¬ 
mately  easy  and  lucid.  There  are  none  of 
those  obscurities  and  experimental  reaches 
of  thought  which  in  other  thinkers  one 
sometimes  finds  so  puzzling  and  so  sug¬ 
gestive;  his  meaning  may  not  be  very 
profound,  but  it  is  at  least  expressed  for 
the  better  understanding  of  the  plain  man. 
He  brings  into  English  prose  an  order  and 
a  clearness  of  which  it  was  beginning  to 
stand  in  some  need.  Tho  worst  that  can 
be  said  of  him  is  that  he  is  terribly  af¬ 
fected — “genteel”  was  Charles  Lamb’s 
epithet.  He  is  not  always  in  buckram ; 
he  will  unbend  to  you ;  but  all  the  same 
his  treatises  invariably  smack  of  the  su¬ 
perior  person,  the  man  of  birth,  debarred 
by  circumstances  from  his  natural  pursuit 
of  politics,  and  condescending  to  while 
away  a  part  of  his  too  abundant  leisure  in 
unravelling  some  niceties  of  the  intellect. 
Unwilling  to  appear  a  pedant,  he  falls 
into  the  opposite  vices  of  desultoriness 
and  superficiality. — Chambers,  E.  K., 
1894,  English  Prose,  ed.  CraiJc ,  vol.  in,  p. 
448. 

Judged  by  his  influence  on  the  age 
Shaftesbury’s  place  in  the  history  of  liter¬ 
ature  and  of  philosophy  is  an  important 
one.  Seed  springs  up  quickly  when  the 
soil  is  prepared  for  it,  and  Shaftesbury  by 
his  belief  in  the  perfectability  of  human 
nature  through  the  aid  of  culture,  appealed 
as  Mandeville  also  did  from  a  lower 
and  opposite  platform,  to  the  views  cur¬ 
rent  in  polite  society.  According  to 
Shaftesbury  men  have  a  natural  instinct 
for  virtue,  and  the  sense  of  what  is  beau¬ 
tiful  enables  the  virtuoso  to  reject  what 
is  evil  and  to  cleave  to  what  is  good. 
Let  a  man  once  see  that  to  be  wicked  is 
to  be  miserable,  and  virtue  will  be  dear 
for  its  own  sake  apart  from  the  fear  of 
punishment  or  the  hope  of  reward.  He 
found  salvation  for  the  world  in  a  culti¬ 
vated  taste,  but  had  no  gospel  for  the  men 
whose  tastes  were  not  cultivated. — Den¬ 
nis,  John,  1894,  The  Age  of  Pope,  p.  214. 

The  influence  of  Shaftesbury’s  “Charac¬ 
teristics,”  1711,  was  far  more  literary 
than  metaphysical.  He  condemned  meta¬ 
physics,  but  his  philosophy,  such  as  it  was, 
inspired  Pope  and  his  cultivated  thinking 
on  several  subjects  made  many  writers  in 
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the  next  generation  care  for  beauty  and 
grace.  -Brooke,  Stopfokd  A.,  1896, 
English  Literature,  p.  190. 

If  philosophy  at  the  opening  of  the 
eighteenth  century  could  give  a  better  ac¬ 
count  of  itself,  it  was  mainly  because  the 
leading  philosopher  was  a  born  writer. 
The  third  Earl  of  Shaftesbury  has  been 
strangely  neglected  by  the  historians  of 
our  literature,  partly  because  his  scheme 
of  thought  has  long  been  rejected,  and 
partly  because  his  style,  .  .  .  was  pres¬ 
ently  obliterated  by  the  technical  smart¬ 
ness  of  Addison  and  Swift.  .  .  .  His  in¬ 
fluence  on  writing  in  his  own  age  and 
down  the  entire  eighteenth  century  is 
highly  important  to  us.  Commonly  as  the 
fact  is  overlooked,  Shaftesbury  was  one  of 
the  literary  forces  of  the  time — he  was, 
perhaps,  the  greatest  between  Dryden  and 
Swift.  .  .  .  Shaftesbury’s  long  residences 
in  Holland  gave  him  the  opportunity  of 
becoming  thoroughly  acquainted  with  the 
movement  of  Continental  thought  to  an  ex¬ 
tent  doubtless  beyond  any  previous  writer 
of  English  prose.  The  effect  is  seen 
on  his  style  and  temper,  which  are  less 
insular  than  those  of  any  of  the  men  with 
whom  it  is  natural  to  compare  him.  It  is 
to  be  noted  also  that  Shaftesbury  was  the 
earliest  English  author  whose  works  in  the 
vernacular  were  promptly  admired  abroad, 
and  he  deserves  remembrance  as  the  first 
who  really  broke  down  the  barrier  which 
excluded  England  from  taking  her  proper 
place  in  the  civilisation  of  literary  Europe. 

.  .  .  The  style  of  Shaftesbury  glitters 

and  rings,  proceeding  along  in  a  capri¬ 
cious,  almost  mincing  effort  to  secure  ele¬ 
gance,  with  a  sort  of  colourless  euphuism, 
which  is  desultory  and  a  little  irritating 
indeed,  yet  so  curious  that  one  marvels 
that  it  should  have  fallen  completely  into 
neglect.  He  is  the  father  of  zestheticism, 
the  first  Englishman  who  developed  theo¬ 
ries  of  formal  virtue,  who  attempted  to 
harmonise  the  beautiful  with  the  true  and 
the  good.  His  delicate,  Palladian  style, 
in  which  a  certain  external  stiffness  and 
frigidity  seem  to  be  holding  down  a  spirit 
eager  to  express  the  passion  of  beauty,  is 
a  very  interesting  feature  of  the  period  to 
which  we  have  now  arrived.  The  modern 
attitude  of  mind  seems  to  meet  us  first  in 
the  graceful,  cosmopolitan  writings  of 
Shaftesbury,  and  his  genius,  like  a  faint 
perfume,  pervades  the  contemplation  of 


the  arts  down  to  our  own  day.  Without  a 
Shaftesbury  there  would  hardly  have  been 
a  Ruskin  or  a  Pater.— Gosse,  Edmund, 
1897,  Short  History  of  Modem  English 
Literature,  pp.  203,  204. 

Although  the  philosophy  of  Shaftes¬ 
bury  is  thus  founded  on  stoicism,  this 
Philosophical  Regimen  is  a  new  and  bril¬ 
liant  presentation  of  that  moral  system. 
The  discourses  of  Epictetus  were  uttered, 
it  is  believed,  extempore.  They  have  a 
popular  form,  but  often  lack  in  continuity 
of  expression.  The  thoughts  of  Marcus 
Aurelius,  on  the  other  hand,  were  written 
down  merely  for  personal  use.  They  bear 
the  evidence  of  private  honesty,  but  are 
stated  in  short  paragraphs  which  are  often 
obscure.  The  merits  rather  than  the  de¬ 
fects  of  these  two  works  are  combined  i? 
the  Philosophical  Regimen  of  Shaftesbun 
It  is  written  in  a  style  that  can  at  all  tim«| 
be  readily  understood,  and  it  likewise  po 
sesses  all  the  sincerity  of  personal  writing 
where  the  purpose  is  “only  to  improve  by 
these,  not  publish,  profess,  or  teach 
them.”  The  eloquence  of  the  utterance 
is  frequently  such  as  could  only  have  pro¬ 
ceeded  from  Shaftesbury,  whose  method 
of  philosophical  rhapsody  so  captivated 
his  contemporary  Leibnitz.  The  perma¬ 
nent  strength  of  this  Regimen,  however, 
consists  in  the  fact  that  it  is  one  of  the 
most  consistent  and  thorough-going  at¬ 
tempts  ever  made  to  transform  a  philoso¬ 
phy  into  a  life.  Just  as  Spinoza  was“God- 
intoxicated,”  so  Shaftesbury  was  “intox¬ 
icated  with  the  idea  of  virtue.”  He  is 
the  greatest  Stoic  of  modern  times.  Into 
his  own  life  he  wrought  the  stoical  virtue 
for  virtue’s  sake.  This  exalted  purpose 
he  sought  to  attain  by  means  of  this  Regi¬ 
men.  It  thus  embodies  a  philosophy  which 
must  compel  a  renewed  and  critical  study 
from  the  stoical  standpoint  of  his  “Char¬ 
acteristics.  ”  Indeed,  it  may  be  said,  we 
believe,  with  perfect  truth  that  there  has 
been  no  such  strong  expression  of  stoicism 
since  the  days  of  Epictetus  and  Marcus 
Aurelius  as  that  contained  in  the  Philo¬ 
sophical  Regimen  of  Shaftesbury.  The 
Greek  slave,  the  Roman  Emperor,  and 
the  Engl  ish  nobleman,  must  abide  the  three 
great  exponents  of  stoical  philosophy. — 
Rand,  Benjamin,  1900,  ed.  The  Life,  Un¬ 
published  Letters ,  and  Philosophical  Regi¬ 
men  of  Anthony ,  Earl  of  Shaftesbury ,  In¬ 
troduction,  p.  xii. 
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Thomas  Rymer 

1641-1713. 

Born  at  Yafforth  Hall,  Northallerton,  the  son  of  a  Roundhead  gentleman  who  was 
hanged  at  York  in  1664,  studied  at  Sidney  Sussex,  Cambridge,  and  entered  Gray’s 
Inn  in  1666.  He  published  translations,  critical  discussions  on  poetry,  dramas,  and 
works  on  history,  and  in  1692  was  appointed  historiographer  royal.  Pope  considered 
him  “one  of  the  best  critics  we  ever  had  ;”  Macaulay,  “the  worst  critic  that  ever 
lived.”  His  principal  critical  work  is  “The  Tragedies  of  the  Last  Age  Considered” 
(1678) ;  but  he  is  chiefly  remembered  as  the  compiler  of  the  invaluable  collection  of 
historical  materials  known  as  the  “Foedera,  ”  extending  from  the  11th  century  to  his 
own  time.  Vols.  i-xv.  were  published  in  1704-13,  vols.  xvi,  xx,  in  1715-35,  a  third 
edition  (incomplete)  of  the  Record  Commission  in  1816-30,  and  Sir  Thomas  Hardy’s 
“Syllabus”  of  the  whole  in  1869-85. — Patrick  and  Groome,  cd$.,  1897,  Chambers's 


Biographical  Dictionary,  p.  814. 

PERSONAL 

Of  Rymer’s  personal  character  and  the 
circumstances  of  his  life  at  the  time  of 
his  appointment  to  this  important  post, 
we  know  comparatively  nothing.  That  he 
lived  in  an  honourable  intimacy  with 
Hobbes  and  Waller  there  is  no  doubt,  and 
that  he  addressed  Bishop  Nicolson  as  his 
“old  acquaintance”  is  equally  clear. 
Familiar  allusions  to  various  members  of 
several  noble  families  are  scattered 
throughout  his  writings,  and  John  Dunton 
Etyles  him  the  “orthodox  and  modest  Ry¬ 
mer.”  Dr.  Smith  thought  well  of  him,  and 
George  Stephney  numbered  him  amongst 
his  friends.  In  Thoresby’s  Diary  he  is  al¬ 
luded  to,  some  years  later,  as  “good  old 
Mr.  Rymer;”  and  Bishop  Kennett,  writing 
after  his  death,  mentions  him  with  re¬ 
spect.— Hardy,  Thomas  Duffus,  1869, 
Syllabus  of  ** Rymer’s  Foedera,”  Preface, 
vol.  l,  p.  xxv. 

FCEDERA 

This  great  work  we  have  from  Thomas 
Rymer,  Historiographer  Royal,  com¬ 
manded  and  supported  by  Her  Majesty; 
and  it  may  justly  be  reckoned  one  of  the 
many  glories  of  her  reign.— Nicolson, 
William,  1696-1714,  English  Historical 
Library. 

No  historical  student  can  possibly  pro¬ 
ceed  with  his  labours,  nor  is  any  historical 
library  complete,  without  this  invaluable 
collection.  The  Hague  edition  may  be  re¬ 
commended  as  the  most  convenient  and 
valuable.— Nicolas,  Sir  Nicholas  Harris, 
1830,  Observation  upon  the  Present  State  of 
Historical  Literature,  etc. 

Compiler  of  Carlyle’s  favourite  butt, 
Rymer’s  “Foedera.” — Minto,  William, 
1872-80,  Manual  of  English  Prose  Litera¬ 
ture ,  p.  339. 


In  the  year  1693,  mainly,  it  would  ap¬ 
pear,  at  the  suggestion  of  the  eminent 
statesmen,  Somers  and  Halifax,  Thomas 
Rymer,  in  his  capacity  of  historiographer 
royal,  was  appointed  to  transcribe  and 
publish  all  the  leagues,  treaties,  alliances, 
capitulations,  and  confederacies  which 
had,  at  any  time,  been  made  between  the 
Crown  of  England  and  other  kingdoms. 
As  the  result  of  these  instructions  there 
successively  appeared,  in  the  early  part  of 
the  eighteenth  century,  the  volumes  of  his 
well-known  “ Foedera,”  the  series  being 
continued  by  his  assistant,  Robert  Sander¬ 
son,  in  the  year  1735.  The  work,  as  it 
issued  from  the  press,  attracted  consider¬ 
able  attention  both  at  home  and  on  the 
Continent,  and,  though  severly  criticised, 
has  generally  been  admitted  to  be  a  collec¬ 
tion  of  the  highest  value  and  authority. 
It  commences  with  the  reign  of  Henry  I. 
(i ann .  1134),  and  extends  to  1654.  A 
new  edition,  published  at  the  Hague, 
1737-45,  is  of  greatly  superior  typograph¬ 
ical  accuracy  ;  while  the  utility  of  the  col¬ 
lection  to  students  has  been  much  enhanced 
by  the  Syllabus  of  the  work  by  the  late 
Sir  T.  D.  Hardy.— Gardiner  and  Mul- 
linger,  1881-94,  Introduction  to  the  Study 
of  English  History,  p.  224. 

Rymer  the  Dryasdust,  however,  cannot 
quite  forget  Rymer  the  Longinus;  his 
work  is  graced  with  a  Latin  address  to 
Queen  Anne,  more  like  a  dithyrambic  than 
a  dedication.— Garnett,  Richard,  1895, 
The  Age  of  Dry  den,  p.  260. 

Though  defective  at  some  points,  and 
defaced  by  errors  of  date  and  by  many 
misprints,  Rymer’s  “Foedera”  remains  a 
collection  of  high  value  and  authority  for 
almost  all  periods  of  the  middle  ages  and 
for  the  sixteenth  century.  For  the  period 
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of  the  Commonwealth  the  work  is  meagre, 
and  Dumont’s  “Corps  Universe!  Diploma¬ 
tique”  (8  vols.  1726)  is  for  that  epoch  an 
indispensable  supplement. — Lee,  Sidney, 
1897,  Dictionary  of  National  Biography , 
vol.  l,  p.  68. 

GENERAL 

To  Shakespeare’s  Ciutio  ho  bequeathes  the 
curse, — 

To  find  his  faults ,  and  yet  Himself  Make 
Worse. 

— Dryden,  John,  1694,  Love  Triumph¬ 
ant ,  Prologue. 

You  see  what  success  this  learned  crit- 
ick  has  found  in  the  world,  after  his  blas¬ 
pheming  Shakspeare.  Almost  all  the 
faults  which  ho  has  discovered  are  truly 
there ;  yet  who  will  read  Mr.  Rymer,  or 
not  read  Shakspeare?  For  my  own  part  1 
reverence  Mr.  Hymer’s  learning,  but  I  de¬ 
test  his  ill-nature  and  his  arrogance.  I 
indeed,  and  such  as  I,  have  reason  to  be 
afraid  of  him,  but  Shakspeare  has  not. — 
Dryden,  John,  1694?  Letter  to  Dennis, 
Works,  ed.  Scott  and  Saintsbury,  vol. 
xvm,  p.  117. 

“Rymer  a  learned  and  strict  critic?” — 
Ay,  that’s  exactly  his  character.  He  is 
generally  right,  though  rather  too  severe 
in  his  opinion  of  the  particular  plays  he 
speaks  of ;  and  is,  on  the  whole,  one  of 
the  best  critics  we  ever  had. — Pope, 
Alexander,  1734-36,  Spence’s  Anecdotes , 
ed.  Singer,  p.  130. 

The  different  manner  and  effect  with 
which  critical  knowledge  may  be  conveyed, 
was  perhaps  never  more  clearly  exempli¬ 
fied  than  in  the  performances  of  Rymer 
and  Dryden.  It  was  said  of  a  dispute  be¬ 
tween  two  mathematicians,  “malim  cum 
Scaligero  errare,  quam  cum  Clavio  recte 
sapere;”  that  “it  was  more  eligible  to  go 
wrong  with  one.  than  right  with  the  other.” 
A  tendency  of  the  same  kind  every  mind 
must  feel  at  the  perusal  of  Dryden’s  pref¬ 
aces  and  Rymer’s  discourses.  With  Dry¬ 
den  we  are  wandering  in  quest  of  Truth ; 
whom  we  find,  if  we  find  her  at  all,  drest 
in  the  graces  of  elegance ;  and,  if  we  miss 
her,  the  labour  of  the  pursuit  rewards 
itself ;  we  are  led  only  through  fragrance 
and  flowers.  Rymer,  without  taking  a 
nearer,  takes  a  rougher  way ;  every  step 
is  to  be  made  through  thorns  and  bram¬ 
bles ;  and  Truth,  if  we  meet  her,  ap¬ 
pears  repulsive  by  her  mien,  and  ungrace¬ 
ful  by  her  habit.  Dryden's  criticism  has 


the  majesty  of  a  queen  ;  Ryraer’s  has  the 
ferocity  of  a  tyrant. — Johnson,  Samuel, 
1779-81,  Dryden,  Lives  of  the  English 
Poets. 

Mr.  Rymer  has  his  own  stately  notions 
of  what  is  proper  for  tragedy.  He  is  zeal¬ 
ous  for  poetical  justice ;  and  as  he  thinks 
that  vice  cannot  be  punished  too  severely, 
and  that  the  poet  ought  to  leave  his  vic¬ 
tims  objects  of  pity,  he  protests  against 
the  introduction  of  very  wicked  charac¬ 
ters.  .  .  .  Our  author  understands 

exactly  the  balance  of  power  in  the  affec¬ 
tions.  He  would  dispose  of  all  the  poet’s 
characters  to  a  hair,  according  to  his  own 
rules  of  fitness.  He  would  marshal  them 
in  array  as  in  a  procession,  and  mark  out 
exactly  what  each  ought  to  do  or  suffer. 
According  to  him,  so  much  of  presage  and 
no  more  should  be  given — such  a  degree 
of  sorrow,  and  no  more  ought  a  character 
to  endure ;  vengeance  should  rise  pre¬ 
cisely  to  a  given  height,  and  be  executed 
by  a  certain  appointed  hand.  He  would 
regulate  the  conduct  of  fictitious  heroes 
as  accurately  as  of  real  beings,  and  ofte’ 
reasons  very  beautifully  on  his  own  poet 
decalogue.  .  .  .  Mr.  Rymer  is  an  c 

thusiastic  champion  for  the  poetical  pi 
rogatives  of  kings.  No  courtier  e’ 
contended  more  strenuously  for  their 
vine  right  in  real  life,  than  he  for  th 
pre-eminence  in  tragedy. — Talfourd,  8ir 
Thomas  Noon,  1820,  Rymer  on  Tragedy , 
Retrospective  Review ,  vol.  I,  pp.  8,  9. 

The  worst  critic  that  ever  lived. — Ma¬ 
caulay,  Thomas  Babington,  1831,  Bos¬ 
well’s  Life  of  Johnson,  Edinburgh  Review, 
Critical  and  Miscellaneous  Essays. 

Rymer,  however,  was  a  ripe  scholar, 
and  the  founder,  in  our  literature,  of 
what  has  been  considered  as  the  French 
or  the  classical  school  of  criticism ;  and 
he  has  won  the  unlucky  distinction  of  be¬ 
ing  designated  as  “Shakespeare’s  critic!” 
— Disraeli,  Isaac,  1841,  Shakespeare , 
Amenities  of  Literature. 

Thomas  Rymer  and  John  Dennis  may 
be  regarded  as  the  first  regular  and 
professional  critics,  and,  apart  from 
the  fact  that  they  were  contemporaries, 
resemble  one  another  in  many  respects. 
Each  was  a  man  of  considerable  ability, 
each  passed  through  a  University  curricu¬ 
lum,  each  was  maddened  by  a  furious  zeal 
for  the  honour  of  tragedy,  and  each,  after 
a  checquered  career  in  which  poverty. 
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criticism,  and  ill-temper  strongly  obtained, 
died,  if  not  quite  “unknelled,  uncoffined 
and  unknown,”  at  all  events  unregretted. 
The  latent  “ferocity”  of  the  two  men  be¬ 
came  active  and  aggressive  so  soon  as  they 
touched  upon  the  subject  of  Shakespeare’s 
plays,  which,  indeed,  in  the  nineteenth 
century  as  in  the  eighteenth,  have  formed 
the  happy  hunting-grounds  of  a  few  incip¬ 
ient  madmen  and  American  “  theorizers.  ” 
Thoroughly  recognizing  the  value  of  illus¬ 
trating  their  precepts  by  examples,  both 
Rymer  and  Dennis  proved — as  the  Abbe 
d’Aubignac  had  proved — by  their  own 
plays  the  unutterable  stupidity  and  life¬ 
less  character  of  these  precepts.  Amid 
all  the  rubbish  and  pathos  which  the 
last  two  centuries  have  to  answer  for 
in  the  shape  of  dramatic  works,  it  is 
certain  that  the  ultima  Thule  of  ab¬ 
surdity  was  reached  when  such  men  as 
Banks,  Rymer,  and  Dennis  proclaimed 
themselves  heaven-born  writers  of  trag¬ 
edy.— Roberts,  William,  1889,  Two  Eight¬ 
eenth  Century  Cl'ities,  The  Bookworm ,  vol. 
2,  p.  146. 


It  would  be  unfair  to  Rymer  to  make 
of  him  nothing  but  a  shocking  example. 
A  little  grain  of  imagination  leavens  all 
his  criticism.  Ilis  admiration  for  the 
Greeks  is  not  pretence ;  he  knows  the  dif¬ 
ference  between  Euripides  and  Seneca,  and 
his  description  of  the  character  of  Phae¬ 
dra,  as  represented  by  the  Greek  and  by 
the  Latin  tragic  poet,  is  sensible.  None 
of  his  critical  writing  is  hard  to  read. 
His  plan  of  a  tragedy  of  “The  Invin¬ 
cible  Armado,”  on  the  classical  model,  to 
compete  with  the  Persians  of  iEschylus, 
will  hold  its  own,  though  nothing  but  an 
outline,  against  the  more  romantic  trag¬ 
edy  of  “Tilburina. ”  The  plan  of  the 
fourth  act — the  old  dames  of  the  Court 
“alarming  our  gentlemen  with  new  appre¬ 
hensions” — is  not  less  pleasant  to  medi¬ 
tate  upon  than  the  inventions  of  Sheri¬ 
dan’s  Tragedy  Rehearsed.  Dennis,  in  his 
remarks  on  Rymer,  took  this  seriously, 
but  Rymer  is  not  quite  free  from  malice 
in  his  commendation  of  his  classical  play. 
— Ker,  W.  P.,  1894,  English  Prose,  ed. 
Craik,  vol.  m,  p.  292. 


Matthew  Henry 

1662-1714. 

Born  at  Broad  Oak,  Flintshire,  Wales,  Oct.  18,  1662:  died  at  Nantwich,  England, 
June  22,  1714.  An  English  biblical  commentator,  son  of  Philip  Henry.  lie  became 
a  nonconformist  minister  at  Chester  in  1687,  and  in  1712  removed  to  Hackney.  His 
chief  work  is  the  “Exposition  of  the  Old  and  New  Testament”  (1708-10).  He  also 
wrote  “A  Method  for  Prayer”  (1710),  etc. — Smith,  Benjamin  E.,  1894-97,  The  Cen¬ 


tury  Cyclopaedia  of  Names,  p.  495. 

GENERAL 

Mr.  Henry's  admirable  “Commentary 
on  the  Scriptures,”  which  hath  been 
blessed  to  the  instruction  and  edification 
of  hundreds  of  ministers,  and  thousands 
of  Christians,  for  more  than  a  century,  still 
maintains  its  reputation  above  most,  if 
not  all,  other  commentaries. — Burnham, 
Richard,  1753-1820,  Pious  Memorials. 

M.  Henry’s  work  has  long  enjoyed  a 
high  and  deserved  reputation.  The  work 
is  distinguished,  not  for  the  depth  of  its 
learning  or  the  originality  of  its  views, 
but  for  the  sound  practical  piety  and  large 
measure  of  good  sense  which  it  discovers. 
The  author  was  well  acquainted  with  the 
character  and  ways  of  God,  and  pro¬ 
foundly  versant  in  the  science  of  human 
nature ;  so  that  from  his  own  experience 
be  very  often  instructs  and  edifies  his 


readers.  He  often  leaves  difficulties  un¬ 
removed  and  even  unnoticed  ;  and  there  is 
a  peculiar  quaintness  in  the  turn  of  many 
of  his  remarks,  which  renders  his  work 
somewhat  repulsive  to  persons  of  fastid¬ 
ious  taste ;  but  few  books  of  such  extent 
on  the  Bible  contain  so  much  writing  to 
the  purpose,  or  are  so  well  fitted  to  pro¬ 
mote  the  general  good  of  men. — Orme, 
William,  1824,  Bibliotheca  Biblica. 

“I  have  often  read  portions  of  Henry’s 
‘Commentary/  and  consulted  it;  but  I 
have  now  begun  with  the  first  chapter  of 
Genesis,  and  I  mean  to  read  the  work 
through  regularly.  I  have  set  myself, 
sir,  two  chapters  every  morning,  and  1 
anticipate  it  as  a  feast.  This  is  the  way 
to  read  Matthew  Henry,  sir.  1  discover 
new  beauties  in  him  every  day,  that  are 
not  obvious  when  reading  detached  parts. 
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I  would  advise  you  to  adopt  the  same 
method,  sir;  you  will  be  quite  delighted 
with  it.  I  have  found  that  the  most  pious 
persons  of  my  acquaintance,  in  the  latter 
period  of  their  lives,  have  been  great 
readers  of  Henry.  There  must  be  some¬ 
thing  next  to  inspiration  in  him,  sir;  for 
as  face  answers  to  face,  so  does  the  heart 
of  one  Christian  to  another.”  1  asked  his 
opinion  of  Scott’s  Commentary.  “Oh,  it  is 
a  good  work,  sir,  but  it  is  not  to  be  com¬ 
pared  to  Henry ;  there  is  not  that  unction 
of  spirit  that  there  is  in  Henry.” — Hall, 
Robert,  1831,  Reminiscences ,  ed.  Green. 

This  work  has  now  been  before  the 
Christian  community  for  more  than  a  hun¬ 
dred  years,  and  has,  from  its  first  publi¬ 
cation,  been  so  well  received,  and  is  so 
generally  approved,  that  all  recommenda¬ 
tion  of  the  work  seems  now  superfluous. 
.  .  .  Many  other  valuable  commen¬ 

taries,  it  is  true,  have  been  given  to  the 
public  since  this  work  was  first  edited, 
and  have  deservedly  gained  for  them¬ 
selves  a  high  estimation  and  extensive 
circulation.  But  it  may  be  safely  said 
that  Henry’s  “Exposition  of  the  Bible” 
has  not  been  superseded  by  any  of  these 
publications,  and,  in  those  points  in  which 
its  peculiar  excellence  consists,  remains 
unrivalled.  For  some  particular  pur¬ 
poses,  and  in  some  particular  respects, 
other  commentaries  may  be  preferable; 
but,  taking  it  as  a  whole,  and  as  adapted 
to  every  class  of  readers,  this  “Commen¬ 
tary”  may  be  said  to  combine  more  excel¬ 
lences  than  any  work  of  the  kind  which 
was  ever  written  in  any  language.  It 
may  be  more  necessary  for  the  unlearned 
to  read  such  works  as  this,  than  for  the 
learned  ;  yet  I  am  persuaded  that  there  is 
no  man  living,  however  learned,  but  might 
derive  much  practical  instruction  from 
Henry’s  ‘  ‘  Exposition  of  the  Bible”  ;  and  if 
ministers  of  the  gospel  would  spend  much 
time  in  perusing  this  work,  it  would  man¬ 
ifest  itself  by  the  richness  and  spirituality 
of  their  sermons  and  lectures. — Alexan¬ 
der,  Archibald,  1833,  Henry’s  Commen¬ 
tary  on  the  Old  and  New  Testament,  Preface. 

The  “Commentary”  of  Matthew  Henry 
has  for  above  a  century  been  highly  prized 
by  Christians  of  all  denominations;  nor 
has  any  subsequent  one  rendered  it  less 
valuable,  or  less  desirable  in  every 
Christian  library.  With  such  views  of  the 
virtue  and  excellence  of  this  work,  views 


which  the  writer  has  long  entertained, 
and  some  sense  of  the  benefit  which  he 
trusts  that  he  has  personally  derived  from 
it  for  many  years,  he  has  great  pleasure 
in  making  these  introductory  remarks. 

.  .  .  Very  practical  and  edifying,  lively, 
sound  and  devotional.—  Bickersteth,  Ed¬ 
ward,  1844,  The  Christian  Student. 

Bishop  Atterbury’s  controversial  elo¬ 
quence  is  forgotten;  while,  without  elo¬ 
quence,  and  with  no  distinguished  power 
of  thought,  a  devout  spirit  and  doctrinal 
accuracy  have  preserved  the  works  of 
Matthew  Henry.— Spalding,  William, 
1852-82,  A  History  of  English  Literature, 
p.  319. 

Whose  4  4  Commentary*  ’  formed  the 
“daily  reading,”  of  Robert  Hall  and 
Thomas  Chalmers,  and  is  remarkable  alike 
for  the  copiousness  and  pious  ingenuity  of 
its  thoughts,  and  for  the  strength  and 
simplicity  of  its  language. — Angus,  Jo¬ 
seph,  1865,  The  Handbook  of  English  Lit¬ 
erature,  p.  448. 

The  author  [in  his  “Exposition”]  be¬ 
trays  a  remarkable  fertility  of  practical 
suggestion ;  and,  although  the  work  at 
first  sight  seems  diffuse,  it  will  be  found 
on  closer  study  to  contain  rich  stores  of 
tersely  spoken  truths,  which  hold  the  at¬ 
tention  by  their  quaint  freshness  and  apt¬ 
ness,  and  feed  the  spiritual  life  by  their 
scriptural  unction.  It  has  no  critical  value. 
— Schaff-Herzog,  eds.,  1883,  Encyclope¬ 
dia  of  Religious  Knowledge ,  vol.  II,  p.  973. 

Henry's  “Exposition  of  the  Old  and 
New  Testament,  ”  which  for  practical  uses 
has  not  been  superseded,  was  begun  in 
November  1704.  The  first  volume  was 
published  in  1708,  fol.  ;  that  and  four 
other  volumes,  bringing  his  labours  to  the 
end  of  the  gospels,  appeared  in  a  uniform 
edition  in  1710,  fol.  Before  his  death  he 
completed  the  Acts  for  an  unpublished 
sixth  volume.  After  his  death  the  Epis¬ 
tles  and  Revelation  were  prepared  by  thir¬ 
teen  nonconformist  divines,  whose  names 
are  given  by  John  Evans  (1767-1827)  in 
the  “Protestant  Dissenters’  Magazine,” 
1797,  p.  472,  from  a  memorandum  by 
Isaac  Watts.  The  complete  edition  of 
1811,  4to,  6  vols.,  edited  by  George  Bur- 
der  and  John  Hughes,  has  additional  mat¬ 
ter  from  Henry’s  manuscripts.  Henry’s 
“Exposition”  has  often  been  abridged. — 
Gordon,  Alexander,  1891,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography,  vol.  xxvi,  p.  124. 
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Charles  Montagu 

Earl  of  Halifax 
1661  1715. 

Poet  and  statesman,  a  grandson  of  the  Parliamentary  general,  the  Earl  of  Man¬ 
chester,  was  born  at  Horton,  Northamptonshire,  16th  April  1661,  and  from  Westmin¬ 
ster  passed  in  1679  to  Trinity  College,  Cambridge.  His  most  notable  poetical  achieve¬ 
ment  was  a  parody  on  Dryden’s“Hind  and  Panther,”  entitled  “The  Town  and  Country 
Mouse”  (1687),  of  which  he  was  joint-author  with  Matthew  Prior.  M.  P.  for  Maldon 
(1688)  and  a  lord  of  the  treasury  (1692),  he  in  that  year  proposed  to  raise  a  million 
sterling  by  way  of  loan — so  the  National  Debt  was  established.  In  1694  money  was 
again  wanted,  and  Montagu  supplied  it  by  originating  the  Bank  of  England,  as  pro¬ 
posed  by  William  Paterson  three  years  earlier.  For  this  service  Montagu  was  ap¬ 
pointed  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer.  His  next  work  was  the  recoinage  in  1695,  ap¬ 
pointing  his  friend  Newton  warden  of  the  Mint,  and  raising  a  tax  on  windows  to  pay 
the  expense ;  and  now  he  first  introduced  exchequer  bills.  In  1697  he  became  premier, 
but  his  arrogance  and  vanity  soon  made  him  unpopular,  and  on  the  Tories  coming  into 
power  in  1699  he  was  obliged  to  accept  the  auditorship  of  the  exchequer  and  with¬ 
draw  from  the  Commons  as  Baron  Halifax.  He  was  impeached  for  breach  of  trust  in 
1701,  and  again  in  1703,  but  the  proceedings  fell  to  the  ground.  He  strongly  sup¬ 
ported  the  union  with  Scotland  and  the  Hanoverian  succession.  On  the  queen’s  death 
he  was  appointed  a  member  of  the  council  of  regency,  and  on  George  I.’s  arrival  be¬ 
came  an  earl  and  prime-minister.  He  died  19th  May  1715. — Patrick  and  Groome, 
eds.,  1897,  Chambers's  Biographical  Dictionary,  p.  452. 

personal  capacities  which  would  have  rendered  you 

Lost  rose  BathiUo,  deck'd  with  borrow'd  bays,  the  greatest  poet  of  your  age,  have  to 
Renown'd  for  others’  project,  others’  lays,  the  advantage  of  Great  Britain  been  em- 


A  gay,  pragmatical,  pretending  tool 
Opinionately  wise,  and  pertly  dnll. 

A  demy -statesman,  talkative  and  load, 

Hot  without  courage ,  without  merit  proud, 

A  leader  fit  for  the  unthinking  crowd 

— Shippen,  William,  ?  1704,  Faction  Dis¬ 
played. 

A  certain  minister,  renowned  for  wit, 
and  called  a  poet  by  all  the  poets  (for 
fathering  a  copy  of  verses,  by  whomever 
wrote) ;  the  Mecenas  of  the  age,  an  hon¬ 
our  acquired  with  little  expense,  when 
few  or  none  are  found  to  contest  it  with 
him. — Manley,  Mrs.  de  la  Riviere, 
1709,  The  New  Atalantis,  Second  ed.,  vol. 
I,  p.  183. 

I  agree  with  you,  Lord  Halifax  has  no 
other  principle  but  his  ambition  ;  so  that 
he  would  put  all  in  distraction  rather  than 
not  gain  his  point.— Marlborough,  Duke 
OF,  1709,  Letter  to  the  Duchess  of  Marlbor¬ 
ough,  Feb.  7. 

Your  patronage  had  produced  those 
arts,  which  before  shunned  the  com¬ 
merce  of  the  world,  into  the  service  of 
life ;  and  it  is  to  you  we  owe,  that  the  man 
of  wit  has  turned  himself  to  be  a  man  of 
business.  .  .  .  Your  own  studies  have  been 
diverted  from  being  the  highest  ornament, 
to  the  highest  use  to  mankind;  and  the 


ployed  in  pursuits  which  have  made  you 
the  most  able  and  unbiased  patriot. — 
Steele,  Richard,  1711,  The  Taller,  Dedi¬ 
cation,  vol.  IV. 

Thus  Congreve  spent  in  writing  plays 
And  one  poor  office  half  hiB  days; 

While  Montague,  who  claim’d  the  station 
To  be  Maecenas  of  the  nation, 

For  poets  open  table  kept, 

But  ne’er  consider’d  where  they  slept : 
Himself  os  rich  ns  fifty  Jews, 

Was  easy  though  they  wanted  shoes. 

— Swift,  Jonathan,  1729,  A  Libel  on  the 
Rev.  Dr.  Delany,  and  his  Excellency  John 
Lord  Carteret. 

Proud  as  Apollo  on  his  forked  hill 

Sat  full-blown  Bujo,  puff’d  by  every  quill; 

Fed  with  soft  Dedication  all  day  long, 

Horace  and  he  went  baud  in  hand  in  song. 
— Pope,  Alexander,  1735,  Epistle  to  Dr. 
Arbuthnot. 

The  brilliancy  of  Montague’s  genius  was 
such,  that  his  works  as  a  poet  had  been 
read,  admired,  and  patronised,  by  Dorset. 
Cambridge  left  her  accustomed  precision 
to  honour  him :  in  the  senate  he  com¬ 
manded  the  utmost  attention ;  and  in  the 
palace  he  was  trusted,  promoted,  and  en¬ 
nobled.  He  was  the  active  principle  that 
moved  the  council,  the  exchequer,  and 
the  treasury.  His  mind  pervaded  every 
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department  of  the  state.  The  king  val¬ 
ued  him  as  his  chief  support;  queen 
Anne’s  prejudices  gave  way  to  applause  ; 
and  George  1.  created  him  earl  of  Halifax, 
and  gave  him  the  garter.  This  nobleman, 
whom  the  Commons  had  recommended  as 
“deserving  William’s  favour,”  persecuted 
him  afterwards  with  a  virulence  that  dis¬ 
graced  them  ; — a  strange  retribution  this 
for  restoring  the  credit  of  the  national 
bank ;  for  completing  a  new  coinage  of 
the  silver  money  in  two  years,  which  was 
judged  impossible;  for  his  first  proposing 
and  affecting  the  union  of  the  British  king¬ 
doms  ;  and  his  earnestly  promoting  the 
settlement  of  the  crown  in  the  Brunswick 
line.  -Noble,  Mark,  1806,  A  Biograph¬ 
ical  History  of  England. ,  vol.  I,  p.  251. 

Those  who  have  written  on  the  life  of 
Newton  have  touched  with  the  utmost  re¬ 
serve  upon  the  connexion  which  existed 
between  his  half-niece  Catherine  Barton, 
and  his  friend  Charles  Montague,  who  died 
Earl  of  Halifax.  They  seem  as  if  they 
were  afraid  that,  by  going  fairly  into  the 
matter,  they  should  find  something  they 
would  rather  not  tell.  The  consequence 
is,  that  when  a  writer  at  home  or  abroad. 
Voltaire  or  another,  hints  with  a  sneer 
that  a  pretty  niece  had  more  to  do  with 
Newton’s  appointment  to  the  Mint  than 
the  theory  of  gravitation,  those  who  would 
like  to  know  as  much  as  can  be  known  of 
the  whole  truth  find  nothing  in  any  attain¬ 
able  biography  except  either  total  silence 
or  a  very  awkward  and  hesitating  account 
of  half  something. — De  Morgan,  Augus¬ 
tus,  1853,  Lord  Halifax  and  Mrs.  Cather¬ 
ine  Barton ,  Notes  and  Queries,  First  Ser¬ 
ies,  vol.  8,  p.  429. 

My  own  belief  is  that  Mrs.  Barton  was 
neither  Halifax’s  mistress  nor  his  wife, 
and  that  the  liaison  between  them  was  of 
the  same  sort  with  that  between  Congreve 
and  Mrs.  Bracegirdle,  with  that  between 
Swift  and  Stella,  and  that  between  Pope 
and  Martha  Blount,  with  that  between 
Cowper  and  Mrs.  Unwin. — -Macaulay, 
Thomas  Babington,  1853,  Letter  to  Au¬ 
gustus  De  Morgan,  Newton :  His  Friend  : 
and  His  Niece,  p.  70. 

GENERAL 

The  noble  Montagu  remains  unnamed. 

For  wit,  forhumour.and  for  judgment  famed ; 
To  Dorset  ho  directs  his  artful  muse, 

In  numbers  such  as  Dorset’s  self  might  use. 

How  negligently  graceful  ho  unreins 

His  verse,  and  writes  in  loose,  familiar  strains  1 


—Addison,  Joseph,  1694,  An  Account  of 
the  Greatest  English  Poets. 

For  ev'ry  Grace  of  every  Muse  is  thine; 

In  theo  their  various  Fires  united  shine, 

Darling  of  Phoebus  and  the  tuneful  Nine! 

—Congreve,  William,  1698,  The  Birth 
of  the  Muse. 

Considered  as  a  poet  his  lordship  makes 
a  less  considerable  figure  than  the  earl  of 
Dorset :  there  is  a  languor  in  his  verses 
which  seems  to  indicate  that  ho  was  not 
born  with  a  poetical  genius.  That  he  was 
a  lover  of  the  Muses  there  is  not  the  least 
doubt,  as  we  find  him  patronizing  the 
poets  so  warmly;  but  there  is  some  differ¬ 
ence  between  a  propensity  to  poetry  and 
a  power  of  excelling  in  it. — Cibber,  The- 
ophilus,  1753,  Lives  of  the  Poets  vol.  in. 

Many  a  blandishment  was  practised 
upon  Halifax,  which  he  would  never  have 
known,  had  he  no  other  attractions  than 
those  of  his  poetry,  of  which  a  short  time 
has  withered  the  beauties.  It  would  now 
be  esteemed  no  honour,  by  a  contributor 
to  the  monthly  bundles  of  verses,  to  be 
told,  that,  in  strains  either  familiar  or 
solemn,  he  sings  like  Montague. — John¬ 
son,  Samuel,  1779-81,  Halifax,  Lives  of 
the  English  Poets. 

Of  him,  as  of  several  of  his  contempo¬ 
raries,  especially  of  Mulgrave  and  of  Spart, 
it  may  be  said  that  his  fame  has  suffered 
from  the  folly  of  those  editors  who, 
down  to  our  own  time,  have  persisted  in 
reprinting  his  rhymes  among  the  works 
of  the  British  poets.  There  is  not  a  year 
in  which  hundreds  of  verses  as  good  as 
any  that  he  ever  wrote,  are  not  sent  in 
for  the  Newdigate  prize  at  Oxford,  and 
for  the  Chancellor’s  medal  at  Cambridge. 
His  mind  had  indeed  great  quickness  and 
vigour,  but  not  that  kind  of  quickness 
and  vigour  which  produces  great  dramas 
or  odes  :  and  it  is  most  unjust  to  him'that 
his  “Man  of  Honour”  and  his  “Epistle  on 
the  Battle  of  the  Boyne”  should  be  placed 
side  by  side  with  “Comus”  and  “Alex¬ 
ander’s  Feast.  ”  Other  eminent  statesmen 
and  orators,  Walpole,  Pulteney,  Chatham, 
Fox,  wrote  poetry  not  better  than  his. 
But  fortunately  for  them,  their  metrical 
compositions  were  never  thought  worthy 
to  be  admitted  into  any  collection  of  our 
national  classics. — Macaulay,  Thomas 
Babington,  1843,  Charles  Montague,  Cri¬ 
tical  and  Historical  Essays. 
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Nahum  Tate 

1652-1715. 


Nahum  Tate,  joint  author  with  Dryden  of  the  Second  Part  of  “Absalom  and  Achi- 
tophel,”  was  born  in  Dublin,  in  1652,  the  son  of  Dr.  Faithful  Tate,  and  educated  at 
Trinity  College  there.  He  came  to  London,  published  in  1677  a  volume  of  “Poems,” 
and  between  that  date  and  1682  had  produced  the  tragedies  of  “Brutus  and  Alba” 
and  “The  Loyal  General;  Richard  II.  ;  or,  the  Sicilian  Usurper;”  an  altered  version 
of  Shakespeare’s  “King  Lear;”  and  an  application  of  “Coriolanus”  to  court  politics 
of  the  day,  as  “The  Ingratitude  of  a  Comomnwealth  ;  or,  The  Fall  of  Coriolanus.” 
Tate  wrote  three  other  plays  before  the  Revolution.  It  was  not  till  1696  that  he  pro¬ 
duced,  with  Dr.  Nicholas  Brady  (born  1659,  died  1726),  also  an  Irishman,  and  then 
chaplain  to  William  III.,  a  “New  Version  of  the  Psalms  of  David  ;”  and  in  1707  one 
more  tragedy  of  his  was  acted,  “Injured  Love;  or,  The  Cruel  Husband.”  In  1692, 
Tate  became  poet-laureate,  and  remained  laureate  during  the  rest  of  Dryden’s  life, 
and  throughout  Queen  Anne’s  reign. — Morley,  Henry,  1879,  .4  Manual  of  English 
Literature ,  ed.  Tyler,  p.  453. 


PERSONAL 

These  are  to  certify  that  I  have  sworn 
and  admitted  Nahum  Tate  into  ye  place 
and  quality  of  Poet  Laureate  to  Her 
Majesty  in  ordinary,  to  have,  hold,  and 
exercise  and  enjoy  the  said  place,  together 
with  all  rights,  profits,  privileges,  and 
advantages  thereunto  belonging,  in  as 
full  and  ample  manner  as  any  Poet 
Laureate  hath  formerly  held,  and  of  right 
ought  to  have  held  and  enjoyed  the  Bame. 
Given  under  my  hand  this  24th  day  of 
December,  in  the  firstyear  of  her  Majesty’s 
reign.— Jersey,  1702,  Letters  Patent. 

Tate’s  morality  was  so  obstrusive  that 
it  gave  rise  to  many  bitter  satires  against 
him.  From  choice  he  mingled  little  with 
the  wits  and  dramatists  of  the  time, 
though  with  a  few  chosen  companions  he 
was  free  and  jovial.  In  general  society  he 
was,  however,  taciturn  and  reserved, 
showing  little  trace  of  brilliancy  of  mind 
or  ease  of  manner.  His  portrait  is  not 
extant.  He  is  said  to  have  had  a  some¬ 
what  refined  face,  with  a  downcast  look, 
and  that  in  many  respects  he  realised  in 
his  personal  appearance  the  drowsy 
characteristics  of  his  muse. — West, 
Kenyon,  1895,  The  Laureates  of  England , 
p.  63. 

KING  LEAR 


Tate  has  put  his  hook  in  the  nostrils  of 
this  Leviathan,  for  Garrick  and  his  follow¬ 
ers,  the  showmen  of  the  scene,  to  draw 
the  mighty  beast  about  more  easily.  A 
happy  ending !— as  if  the  living  martyrdom 
that  Lear  had  gone  through, — the  flaying 
of  his  feelings  alive,  did  not  make  a  fair 
dismissal  from  the  stage  of  life  the  only 
decorous  thing  for  him.  If  he  is  to  live 
and  be  happy  after,  if  he  could  sustain 
this  world’s  burden  after,  why  all  this 
pudder  and  preparation,  why  torment  us 
with  all  this  unnecessary  sympathy?  As 
if  the  childish  pleasure  of  getting  his  gilt 
robes  and  sceptre  again  could  tempt  him 
to  act  over  again  his  misused  station, — ■ 
as  if  at  his  years,  and  with  this  experi¬ 
ence,  anything  was  left  but  to  die. — ■ 
Lamb,  Charles,  1810?  On  the  Tragedies 
of  Shakespeare. 

At  the  commencement  of  the  eighteenth 
century  the  eclipse  was  total.  In  1707, 
one  called  Nahum  Tate  published  a  “King 
Lear,”  warning  his  readers  “that  he  had 
borrowed  the  idea  of  it  from  a  play  which 
he  had  read  by  chance,  the  work  of  some 
nameless  author.”  This  “nameless 
author”  was  Shakespeare. — Hugo,  Vic¬ 
tor,  1864,  William  Shakespeare,  tr.  Bail- 
lot ,  p.  25. 

GENERAL 


Though  Tate’s  alterations  are,  in  many 
places,  mean  and  unworthy  to  be  placed 
so  near  the  composition  of  the  best  dra¬ 
matic  author,  it  must  be  confessed,  that, 
in  the  conduct  of  some  scenes,  whether 
contrived  by  himself  or  hinted  to  him  by 
his  friend  Dryden,  he  is  not  unhappy. — 
Davies,  Thomas,  1783,  Dramatic  Miscel¬ 
lanies,  vol.  II,  p.  326. 


There  is  another,  called  Nahum  Tate, 
who  is  ready  to  make  oath,  that  he  has 
caused  many  reams  of  verse  to  be  pub¬ 
lished,  whereof  both  himself  and  his  book¬ 
seller  (if  lawfully  required)  can  still  pro¬ 
duce  authentic  copies;  and  therefore 
wonders,  why  the  world  is  pleased  to 
make  such  a  secret  of  it. — Swift,  Jona¬ 
than,  1704,  A  Tale  of  a  Tub,  Dedication. 
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In  the  year  1680,  Mr.  Dryden  under¬ 
took  the  poem  of  “Absalom  and  Achito- 
phel,”  upon  the  desire  of  King  Charles 
II.  The  performance  was  applauded  by 
every  one ,  and  several  persons  pressing 
him  to  write  a  second  part,  he.  upon 
declining  it  himself,  spoke  to  Mr.  Tate 
to  write  one,  and  gave  him  his  advise  in 
the  direction  of  it;  and  that  part  begin¬ 
ning, 

“Next  theso,  a  troop  of  busy  spirits  press, ” 
and  ending 

“To  talk  like  Door,  and  to  write  like  thee,” 
containing  near  two  hundred  verses,  were 
entirely  Mr.  Dryden’s  composition,  besides 
some  touches  in  other  places. — -Tonson, 
Jacou,  1716,  ed.,  Absalom  and  Achitophel, 
Preface. 

The  Bard  whom  pilfer’d  Pastorals  renown, 
"Who  turns  a  Persian  tale  for  half-a-crown, 
Just  writes  to  make  his  barrenness  appear, 
And  strains,  from  hord-bouud  brains,  eight 
lines  a  year; 

Ho  who,  still  wanting,  though  he  lives  on 
theft. 

Steals  much,  spends  little,  yet  1ms  nothing 
left : 

And  Ho  who,  now  to  sense,  now  nonsense 
leaning, 

Means  not,  but  blunders  round  about  moan¬ 
ing; 

Aud  He,  whoso  fustian’s  so  sublimely  bad, 

It  is  not  Poetry,  but  proso  run  marl. 

All  these,  my  modest  satire,  bade  translate, 
And  own’d  that  nine  such  Poets  made  a  Tate. 

— Pope,  Alexander,  1735,  Epistle  to  Dr. 
Arbuthnot. 

He  was  a  man  of  learning,  courteous, 
and  candid,  but  was  thought  to  possess  no 
great  genius,  as  being  deficient  in  what  is 
its  first  characteristic,  namely,  invention. 
— CiBnER,  Theophilus,  1753,  Lives  of  the 
Poets,  vol.  hi,  p.  258. 

One  of  those  second-rate  bards,  who, 
by  dint  of  pleonasm  and  expletive,  can  find 
smooth  lines  if  any  one  will  supply  them 
with  ideas. — Scorr,  Sir  Walter,  1  SOS- 
21,  Lfe  of  Dryden ,  p.  288. 

There  is  an  English  word-joiner — author 
we  will  not  call  him — who  has  had  the 
temerity  to  accomplish  two  things,  either 
of  which  would  have  been  enough  to  have 
conferred  upon  him  a  bad  immortality. 
Nahum  Tate  has  succeeded,  to  an  extent 
which  defies  all  competition,  in  degrading 
the  Psalms  of  David  and  the  Lear  of  Shak- 
spere  to  the  condition  of  being  tolerated, 
and  perhaps  even  admired,  by  the  most 


dull,  gross,  and  anti-poetical  capacity. 
These  were  not  easy  tasks;  but  Nahum 
Tate  has  enjoyed  more  than  a  century  of 
honour  for  his  labours;  and  his  new  ver¬ 
sions  of  the  Psalms  are  still  sung  on  (like 
the  shepherd  in  Arcadia  piped)  as  if  they 
would  never  be  old,  and  his  Lear  was  ever 
the  Lear  of  the  playhouse,  until  Mr.  Mac- 
ready  ventured  upon  a  modern  heresy  in 
favour  of  Shakspere.—  Knight,  Charles, 
1849,  Studies  of  Shakspere. 

This  poor  grub  of  literature.  .  .  . 

Mr.  Nahum  Tate  is  not  of  a  class  of  whom 
it  can  be  Bafe  to  say  that  they  are  “well 
known;”  they  and  their  desperate  tricks 
are  essentially  obscure,  and  good  reason 
he  has  to  exult  in  the  felicity  of  such  ob¬ 
scurity  ;  for  else  this  same  vilest  of  trav¬ 
esties,  Mr.  Nahum’s  “Lear,”  would  conse¬ 
crate  his  name  to  everlasting  scorn.  For 
himself,  he  belonged  to  the  age  of  Drydep 
rather  than  of  Pope;  he  “ flourished. '*  *' 
we  can  use  such  a  phrase  of  one  who  w 
always  withering,  about  the  era  of  t 
Revolution;  and  his  “Lear,”  we  belie\ 
was  arranged  in  the  year  1682.  But  the 
family  to  which  he  belongs  is  abundantly 
recorded  in  the  “Dunciad,  ”  and  his  own 
name  will  be  found  amongst  its  catalogues 
of  heroes.— De  Quincey,  Thomas,  1847? 
Biographical  Essays,  pp.  6,  7. 

The  greatest  merit  of  Tate’s  official  odes 
is  their  brevity.  ...  A  Laureate 
inferior  to  many  of  the  race,  though  very 
far  from  being  the  worst  poet,  and  by  no 
means  a  vicious  one.  —  Hamilton,.  Wal¬ 
ter,  1879,  The  Poets  Laureate  of  England, 
pp.  125,  130. 

A  personal  study  of  Tate’s  work  results 
in  disappointment.  It  is  wholly  lacking 
in  imagination,  has  no  depth  of  insight  or 
feeling,  except  as  it  shows  depth  in  the 
borrowed  thought  with  which  it  is  per¬ 
vaded  ;  yet  it  contains  often  wit  and 
fancy,  and  has  much  beauty  of  phrase  and 
of  versification.  His  translations  from 
Juvenal  and  Ovid  have  many  graces  of 
style,  and  his  own  poem  called  “Panacea” 
has  much  artistic  excellence.  The  sub¬ 
ject  is  uninteresting  to  readers  now,  con¬ 
cerned  as  it  is  with  the  charms  of  tea, 
but  in  Tate’s  time  tea  was  a  luxury  which 
was  very  much  prized.  Tate’s  great  de¬ 
fect  is  that  he  had  not  only  little  origi¬ 
nality  of  thought,  but  that  his  metaphors 
and  turns  of  expression  are  borrowed 
right  and  left.  As  Pope  said ; 
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"He  steals  much,  spends  little,  yet  has  noth¬ 
ing  left.” 

Tate’s  merit  is,  that,  in  an  age  which  en¬ 
joyed  the  coarseness  of  Dryden  and  Shad- 
well,  he  lived  a  moral  and  upright  life, 
and  reflected  that  morality  in  his  later 
poetry.  When  first  he  began  to  write  he 
catered  to  the  taste  of  the  age  by  the 
usual  coarse  allusions  in  his  plays.  But 
as  the  profligacy  of  the  Restoration  grad¬ 
ually  grew  less,  and  virtue  and  religion 
began  once  more  to  be  considered  of  some 
importance,  Tate  of  course  had  the  good 


sense  to  forecast  the  future  and  change 
his  methods.  And  therefore  his  later 
poems  are  not  disfigured  by  the  impurity 
unhappily  so  prevalent. — West,  Kenyon, 

1895,  The  Laureates  of  England ,  p.  62. 
Several  hymns  are  attributed  to  him, 

and  some  of  these  are  so  good  that  they 
cover  a  multitude  of  shortcomings.  For 
those  well-known  lines  on  the  lips  of  al¬ 
most  every  boy  and  girl  at  Christmastide, 
“While  shepherds  watched  their  flocks  by 
night,”  we  thank  him. — Wright,  J.  C., 

1896,  The  Poets  Laureate,  p.  24. 


Gilbert  Burnet 

1643-1715 


Born,  in  Edinburgh,  18  Sept.  1643.  To  Marischal  Coll.,  Aberdeen,  1653;  M.  A., 
1657.  Studied  theology.  Probationer  for  Presbyterian  Ministry,  1661.  Visited  Eng¬ 
lish  Universities,  1663.  Travelled  in  Holland  and  France,  1664;  spent  some  time  at 
Court  on  return.  F.R.S.,  1664.  Inducted  to  living  of  Saltoun,  29  Jan.  1665. 
Clerk  of  Presbytery  of  Haddington,  9  May  1667.  Prof,  of  Divinity,  Glasgow  Univ., 
1669;  resigned  living  of  Saltoun.  To  London,  1671.  Returned  to  Glasgow  and  mar¬ 
ried  Lady  Margaret  Kennedy,  1672.  To  London,  1673.  Chaplain  to  King.  1673-74. 
Chaplain  to  Rolls  Chapel,  1675-84.  In  France,  Sept,  to  Oct.,  1683.  Wife  died, 
1684.  In  France,  Italy,  and  Holland,  1685-87.  In  favour  at  Court  of  William  of 
Orange.  Married  Mary  Scott,  25  May  1687.  Returned  to  England  with  William 
of  Orange,  Nov.  1687.  Bishop  of  Salisbury,  1688.  Second  wife  died,  1698; 
married  Mrs.  Elizabeth  Berkeley  same  year.  Appointed  Governor  to  Duke  of 
Gloucester,  1698.  Active  part  in  ecclesiastical  politics.  Died,  in  London,  7 
March,  1715;  buried  in  St.  James’s  Church,  Clerkenwell.  Works :  [A  complete 
list  in  1823  edn.  of  his  “History  of  his  Own  Times.”]  Chief  Works:  “Discourse  on 
Sir  Robert  Fletcher  of  Saltoun,  ”  1665;  “Conference  between  a  Conformist  and  a  Non¬ 
conformist,”  1669;  “Vindication  of  the  Authority  ...  of  Church  and  State  of 
Scotland,”  1673;  “The  Mystery  of  Iniquity  Unveiled,  ”  1673 ;  “Rome’s  Glory,”  1673; 
“Memories  of  .  .  .  James  and  William,  Dukes  of  Hamilton,”  1852;  “History  of  the 
Reformation,  ”  vol.  i.,  1679;  vol.  ii.,  1681 ;  vol.  iii.,  1714 ;  “Some  Passages  in  the  Life 
and  Death  of  John  Wilmot,  Earl  of  Rochester,”  1680;  “News  from  France,”  1682; 
“Life  and  Death  of  Sir  Matthew  Hale,”  1682 ;  “Life  of  Bishop  Bedell,”  1685;  “Essay 
on  the  Memory  of  Queen  Mary,”  1695;  “Exposition  of  the  Thirty-nine  Articles,” 
1699;  “A  Collection  of  Tracts  and  Discourses,”  1704;  “Exposition  of  the  Church 
Catechism,”  1710;  “Speech  on  the  Impeachment  of  Sacheverell,  ”  1710.  Posthumous: 
“History  of  his  Own  Times,”  with  life  (2  vols. ),  1723-34. — Sharp,  R.  Farquharson, 
1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  40. 


PERSONAL 

A  portly  prince,  and  goodly  to  the  sight, 

He  seemed  a  son  of  Anak  for  his  height; 

Like  those  whom  stature  did  to  crowns  pre 
fer; 

Black-browed  and  bluff,  like  Homer’s  Jupi¬ 
ter  ; 

Broad-backed  and  brawny-built  for  love’s 
delight, 

A  prophet  formed  to  make  a  female  prose¬ 
lyte. 

A  theologue  more  by  need  than  genial  bent; 

By  breeding  sharp,  by  nature  confident, 


Interest  in  all  his  actions  was  discerned; 
More  learned  than  honest,  more  a  wit  than 
learned ; 

Or  forced  by  fear  or  by  his  profit  led, 

Or  both  conjoined,  his  native  clime  he  fled; 
But  brought  the  virtues  of  his  heaven  along; 
A  fair  behaviour,  and  a  fluent  tongue. 

— Dryden,  John,  1687,  The  Hind  and 
the  Panther. 

Dr.  Burnet  is  like  all  men  who  are  above 
the  ordinary  level,  seldom  spoken  of  in  a 
mean — he  must  either  be  railed  at  or 
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admired.  He  has  a  swiftness  of  imagina¬ 
tion  that  no  other  comes  up  to ;  and,  as  our 
nature  hardly  allows  us  to  have  enough 
of  anything  without  having  too  much,  he 
cannot  at  all  times  so  hold  in  his  thoughts 
but  that  at  some  time  they  may  run  away 
with  him,  as  it  is  hard  for  a  vessel  that  is 
brimful  when  in  motion  not  to  run  over; 
and  therefore,  the  variety  of  matter  that 
he  ever  carries  about  him  may  throw  out 
more  than  an  unkind  critic  would  allow  of. 
His  first  thoughts  may  sometimes  require 
more  digestion,  not  from  a  defect  in  his 
judgment,  but  from  the  abundance  of  his 
fancy,  which  furnishes  too  fast  for  him. 
His  friends  love  him  too  well  to  see  small 
faults,  or,  if  they  do,  think  that  his  greater 
talents  give  him  a  privilege  of  straying 
from  the  strict  rules  of  caution,  and  ex¬ 
empt  him  from  the  ordinary  rules  of  cen¬ 
sure.  He  produces  so  fast,  that  what  is 
well  in  his  writings  calls  for  admiration, 
and  what  is  incorrect  deserves  an  excuse. 
He  may  in  some  things  require  grains  of 
allowance  which  those  only  can  deny  him 
who  are  unknown  or  unjust  to  him.  He 
is  not  quicker  in  discerning  other  men’s 
faults  than  he  is  in  forgiving  them ;  so 
ready,  or  rather  glad,  to  acknowledge  his 
own,  that  from  blemishes  they  become  or¬ 
naments. — Halifax,  Marquis  of,  c  1710, 
Character  of  Burnet. 

During  the  five  years  he  remained  at 
Saltoun,  he  preached  twice  every  Sunday, 
and  once  more  on  one  of  the  weekdays; 
he  catechised  three  times  a  week,  so  as 
to  examine  every  parishioner,  old  or 
young,  thrice  over  in  the  compass  of  a 
year ;  he  went  round  his  parish,  from 
house  to  house,  instructing,  reproving, 
or  comforting  them,  as  occasion  required  ; 
those  that  were  sick,  he  visited  twice  a 
day;  he  administered  the  sacrament  four 
times  a  year,  and  personally  instructed 
all  such  as  gave  notice  they  intended  to 
receive  it;  all  that  remained  above  his 
own  necessary  subsistence  (in  which  he 
was  very  frugal),  he  gave  away  in  charity. 
— Burnet,  Thomas,  1724-34,  ed.,  History 
of  My  Own  Time ,  by  Gilbert  Burnet,  Life. 

Bishop  Burnet  was  a  man  of  the  most 
extensive  knowledge  I  ever  met  with ; 
had  read  and  seen  a  great  deal,  with  a 
prodigious  memory,  and  a  very  indifferent 
judgment :  he  was  extremely  partial,  and 
readily  took  every  thing  for  granted  that 
he  heard  to  the  prejudice  of  those  he  did 


not  like:  which  made  him  pass  for  a  man 
of  less  truth  than  he  really  was.  I  do  not 
think  he  designedly  published  any  thing 
he  believed  to  be  false.  He  had  a  bois¬ 
terous  vehement  manner  of  pressing  him¬ 
self,  which  often  made  him  ridiculous,  es¬ 
pecially  in  the  house  of  lords,  when  what 
he  said  would  not  have  been  thought  so, 
delivered  in  a  lower  voice,  and  a  calmer 
behaviour.  Ilis  vast  knowledge  occa¬ 
sioned  his  frequent  rambling  from  the 
point  he  was  speaking  to,  which  ran  him 
into  discourses  of  so  universal  a  nature, 
that  there  was  no  end  to  be  expected  but 
from  a  failure  of  his  strength  and  spirits, 
of  both  which  he  had  a  larger  share  than 
most  men ;  which  were  accompanied  with 
a  most  invincibleassurance. — Dartmouth, 
Earl,  1734?  Burnet’s  History  of  My  Own 
Time ,  note. 

With  whose  character  and  conduct  we 
should  have  been  perhaps  better  ac¬ 
quainted  had  he  3poken  less  of  them  him¬ 
self.— Lodge,  Edmund,  1821-34,  Por¬ 
traits  of  Illustrious  Personages  of  Great 
Britain,  vol.  Vli,  p.  37. 

The  fame  of  Burnet  has  been  attacked 
with  singular  malice  and  pertinacity. 
The  attack  began  early  in  his  life,  and  is 
still  carried  on  with  undiminished  vigour, 
though  he  has  now  been  more  than  a  cen¬ 
tury  and  a  quarter  in  his  grave.  He  is, 
indeed,  as  fair  a  mark  as  factious  animos¬ 
ity  and  petulant  wit  could  desire.  The 
faults  of  his  understanding  and  temper  lie 
on  the  surface,  and  cannot  be  missed. 
They  were  not  the  faults  which  are  ordina¬ 
rily  considered  as  belonging  to  his  coun¬ 
try.  Alone  among  the  many  Scotchmen 
who  have  raised  themselves  to  distinction 
and  prosperity  in  England,  he  had  that 
character  which  satirists,  novelists,  and 
dramatists,  have  agreed  to  ascribe  to 
Irish  adventurers.  His  high  animal  spir¬ 
its,  his  boastfulness,  his  undissembled 
vanity,  his  propensity  to  blunder,  his  pro¬ 
voking  indiscretion,  his  unabashed  audac¬ 
ity,  afforded  inxehaustible  subjects  of 
ridicule  to  the  Tories.  Nor  did  his  ene¬ 
mies  omit  to  compliment  him,  sometimes 
with  more  pleasantry  than  delicacy,  on  the 
breadth  of  his  shoulders,  the  thickness  of 
his  calves,  and  his  success  in  matrimonial 
projects  on  amorous  and  opulent  widows. 
Yet  Burnet,  though  open  in  many  respects 
to  ridicule,  and  even  to  serious  censure, 
was  no  contemptible  man. — Macaulay, 
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Thomas  Babington,  1849  History  of  Eng¬ 
land ,  ch.  vii. 

An  able  and  well-read,  but  reckless  and 
unscrupulous  man,  Burnet  has  been  more 
violently  assailed  than  most  men,  and  his 
statements  as  to  the  history  of  his  times 
have  been  often  impugned.  Certainly  he 
cannot  be  acquitted  of  inaccuracy,  and 
probably  not  of  wilful  misstatement,  but 
he  had  many  fine  traits  in  his  character, 
and  must  be  allowed  to  have  proved  him¬ 
self  useful  not  only  as  a  politician,  but 
also,  and  much  more  markedly,  as  a  bish¬ 
op. — Perry,  George  G.,  1864,  History  of 
the  Church  of  England,  vol.  in,  p.  14. 

No  English  bishop  exhibited  a  greater 
activity  in  combating  the  evil  of  plurali¬ 
ties;  in  watching  over  the  character  and 
education  of  his  clergy ;  in  making  him¬ 
self  intimately  acquainted  with  the  wants 
and  circumstances  of  the  parishes  under 
his  care,  than  this  great  scholar  and  ac¬ 
tive  politician. — Lecky,  William  Edward 
Hartpole,  1877,  History  of  England  in 
the  Eighteenth  Century,  vol.  I,  p.  90. 

The  historical  interest  of  Burnet’s  char¬ 
acter  lies  in  the  fact  that  from  his  en¬ 
trance  upon  public  life  as  a  mere  boy  he 
was  the  consistent  representative  of  broad 
church  views  both  in  politics  and  doctrine. 
Except  in  the  two  or  three  instances  men¬ 
tioned,  his  voice  was  ever  for  toleration, 
and  his  practice  in  his  diocese  was  still 
more  emphatically  so.  He  was  a  man 
perfectly  healthy  and  robust  in  body  and 
in  mind  ;  a  meddler,  and  yet  no  intriguer  ; 
a  lover  of  secrets,  which  he  was  incapable 
of  keeping ;  a  vigorous  polemist,  but  with¬ 
out  either  spite  or  guile;  whatever  the 
heart  conceived  the  tongue  seemed  com¬ 
pelled  to  utter  or  the  pen  to  write.  — Airy, 
Osmund,  1886,  Dictionary  of  National 
Biography,  vol.  VII,  p.  404. 

HISTORY  OF  THE  REFORMATION 
1679-1714 

Burnet  wrote  the  “History  of  the  English 
Reformation”  in  a  partial,  caustic,  but  in¬ 
teresting  manner :  his  greatest  honour 
consists  in  having  been  refuted  by  Bossuet. 
Burnet  was  a  blunderer  and  a  factious 
man,  of  a  spirit  akin  to  that  of  the  Frond 
eurs  :  neither  the  revolutionary  candour  of 
Whitelocke,  nor  the  republican  enthusiasm 
of  Ludlow,  is  to  be  found  in  his  memoirs. 
— Chateaubriand,  Franqois  Ren£,  Vi- 
COMte  DE,  1837,  Sketches  of  English  Liter¬ 
ature,  vol.  II,  p.  196. 


Written  in  a  better  style  than  those, 
who  know  Burnet  by  his  later  and  more 
negligent  work,  are  apt  to  conceive,  and 
which  has  the  signal  merit  of  having  been 
the  first  in  English,  as  far  as  I  remember, 
which  is  fortified  by  a  large  appendix  of 
documents.  — Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39, 
Introduction  to  the  Literature  of  Europe,  pt. 
iv,  ch.  viii,  par.  49. 

No  cautions  need  be  suggested  before 
the  perusal  of  the  laborious  work  of  this 
impartial  and  liberal  churchman,  an  orna¬ 
ment  to  his  order,  and  who  deserved  the 
name  of  Christian.  Smytii,  William, 
1840,  Lectures  on  Modern  History. 

One  of  the  most  thoroughly  digested 
works  of  the  century.  Botta,  Anne  C. 
Lynch,  1860,  Hand-Book  of  Universal  Lit¬ 
erature,  p.  500. 

HISTORY  OF  MY  OWN  TIME 

Learning  is  sunk  so  very  low,  that  I  am 
most  certainly  inform’d,  that  nothing  is 
now  hardly  read  but  Burnett’s  romance  or 
libel,  call’d  by  him  “The  History  of  his 
Own  Times.”  ’Tis  read  by  men,  women, 
and  children.  Indeed  it  is  the  common 
table-book  for  ladies  as  well  as  gentlemen, 
especially  such  as  are  friends  to  the  revo¬ 
lution  scheme.  .  .  .  Burnett  must 

have  been  the  greatest  of  villains,  in  writ¬ 
ing  such  libel  Is  or  romances,  in  order  to 
poison  present  and  future  ages.  For  tho’ 
honest  wise  men  will  rightly  judge  of  such 
performances,  and  be  by  no  means  byass’d 
by  them,  yet  they  bear  no  proportion  to 
others,  who  will  be  sway’d  by  such  books, 
and  will  greedily  imbibe  the  principles  in 
them,  and  instill  them  in  their  children 
and  dependents. — Hearne,  Thomas,  1733- 
-34,  Reliquice  Hearniance  cd.  Bliss,  Mar. 
19,  April  9,  vol.  in,  pp.  125,  129. 

I  would  willingly  live  to  give  that  ras¬ 
cal  the  lie  in  half  his  history. — Peterbor¬ 
ough,  Lord,  1734-36,  Spence’s  Anecdotes, 
ed.  Singer,  p.  117. 

This  author  is,  in  most  particulars,  the 
worst  qualified  for  an  historian  that  ever 
I  met  with.  His  style  is  rough,  full  of 
improprieties,  in  expressions  often  Scotch, 
and  often  such  as  are  used  by  the  meanest 
people.  He  discovers  a  great  scarcity  of 
words  and  phrases,  by  repeating  the  same 
several  hundred  times,  for  want  of  capac¬ 
ity  to  vary  them.  His  observations  are 
mean  and  trite,  and  very  often  false. 
His  Secret  History  is  generally  made  up 
of  coffeehouse  scandals,  or  at  best  from 
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reports  at  the  third,  fourth,  or  fifth  hand. 

.  .  .  lie  is  the  most  partial  of  all  writ¬ 

ers  that  ever  pretended  so  much  to  im¬ 
partiality  ;  and  yet  I,  who  knew  him  well, 
am  convinced  that  he  is  as  impartial  as 
he  could  possibly  find  in  his  heart;  I  am 
sure  more  than  I  ever  expected  from  him  ; 
particularly  in  his  accounts  of  the  Papist 
and  fanatic  plots.  This  work  may  more 
properly  be  called  A  History  of  Scotland 
during  the  Author’s  Time,  with  some  Di¬ 
gressions  relating  to  England,  rather  than 
deserve  the  title  ho  gives  it ;  for  I  believe 
two-thirds  of  it  relates  only  to  that  beg¬ 
garly  nation,  and  their  insignificant 
br angles  and  factions.  .  .  .  After 

all,  he  was  a  man  of  generosity  and  good¬ 
nature.  and  very  communicative ;  but,  in 
his  ten  last  years,  was  absolutely  party- 
mad,  and  fancied  ho  saw  Popery  under 
every  bush.  He  has  told  me  many  pas¬ 
sages  not  mentioned  in  his  history,  and 
many  that  are,  but  with  several  circum¬ 
stances  suppressed  or  altered.  He  never 
gives  a  good  character  without  one  essen¬ 
tial  point,  that  the  person  was  tender  to 
dissenters,  and  thought  many  things  in 
the  church  ought  to  be  amended. — Swift, 
Jonathan,  1734?  Short  Remarks  on 
Bishop  Burnet’s  History,  Works,  vol.  xil, 
pp.  187,  188,  189. 

Thus  piously  ends  the  most  partial, 
malicious  heap  of  scandal  and  misrepre¬ 
sentation,  that  was  ever  collected,  for  the 
laudable  design  of  giving  a  false  impres¬ 
sion  of  persons  and  things  to  all  future 
ages.  -Dartmouth,  Earl,  1734?  Bur¬ 
net’s  History  of  my  Own  Time,  note. 

Burnet’s  “History  of  his  Own  Times”  is 
very  entertaining.  The  style,  indeed,  is 
mere  chit-chat.  I  do  not  believe  that 
Burnet  intentionally  lied  ;  but  he  was  so 
much  prejudiced,  that  he  took  no  pains 
to  find  out  the  truth.  He  was  like  a  man 
who  resolves  to  regulate  his  time  by  a  cer¬ 
tain  watch ;  but  will  not  inquire  whether 
the  watch  is  right  or  not. — -Johnson, 
Samuel,  1773,  Life  by  Boswell . 

Did  you  ever  read  that  garrulous,  pleas¬ 
ant  history?  He  tells  his  story  like  an 
old  man  past  political  service,  bragging 
to  his  sons  on  winter  evenings  of  the  part 
he  took  in  public  transactions,  when  his 
“old  cap  was  new.”  Full  of  scandal,  which 
all  true  history  is.  No  palliatives ;  but 
all  the  stark  wickedness,  that  actually 
gives  the  momentum,  to  national  actors. 


Quite  the  prattle  of  age,  and  outlived  im¬ 
portance.  Truth  and  sincerity  staring 
out  upon  you  perpetually  in  alto  relievo. 
Himself  a  party  man— he  makes  you  a 
party  man.  None  of  the  cursed  philosoph¬ 
ical  Humeian  indifference,  so  cold,  and 
unnatural,  and  inhuman !  None  of  the 
cursed  Gibbonian  fine  writing,  so  fine  and 
composite !  None  of  Dr.  Robertson’s  per¬ 
iods  with  three  members.  None  of  Mr. 
Roscoe's  sage  remarks,  all  so  apposite, 
and  coming  in  so  clever,  lest  the  reader 
should  have  had  the  trouble  of  drawing 
an  inference.  Burnet’s  good  old  prattle 
I  can  bring  present  to  my  mind;  I  can 
make  the  revolution  present  to  me:  the 
French  revolution,  by  a  converse  perver¬ 
sity  in  my  nature,  I  fling  as  far  from  me. 
— Lamb,  Charles,  1800,  Letters  to  Man¬ 
ning,  ed.  Fitzgerald,  March  1,  vol.  II,  p.  174. 

We  are  apt  to  mistake,  or  dissemble  at 
least,  even  to  ourselves,  our  true  prin¬ 
ciples  of  action.  Bishop  Burnet  professes 
to  write  his  “History  of  his  Own  Time' 
for  public  ends,  pro  born  publico.  This 
might  be  one  inducement ;  but  who  sees 
not  that  the  main  motive  for  engaging  in 
that  work  was  a  love  of  prate,  a  busy, 
meddling  humour  to  pry  into  State  secrets, 
and  the  vanity  of  disclosing  the  part  which 
he  had.  or  fancied  he  had,  in  them?  He 
had  sense  and  honesty ;  but  was  warped  in 
his  judgment  of  men  and  things,  as  most 
men  are,  by  strong  prejudices,  and  a  heat 
of  temper  that  sometimes  looks  fanatical. 
As  a  writer,  he  is  not  very  respectable. 
A  vague,  general,  indistinct  expression, 
and  a  slovenly  neglect  of  grammar  make 
the  reading  of  his  works  un instructing  and 
unpleasant.  He  neither  informs  us  clearly 
and  precisely,  nor  entertains  us  agreeably. 
He  wrote  too  much  and  too  hastily  to 
write  well. — Hurd,  Richard,  1808?  Com¬ 
monplace  Book,  ed.  Kilvert,  p.  243. 

Arbuthnot,  Swift  and  Pope  directed 
their  merciless  satire  against  him;  their 
satire  is  still  read,  but  so  is  his  history ; 
and  the  history  will  continue  to  increase 
in  estimation  when  the  satire  will  be  pe¬ 
rused  only  by  a  few  curious  readers,  and 
by  them  chiefly  because  it  relates  to  bo 
eminent  a  man.  The  personal  faults  and 
weaknesses  of  the  historian  were  undis¬ 
guised,  he  wore  them  on  his  Sleeve,  for  daws 
to  peck  at;  but  they  were  proofs  rather 
of  simplicity  of  character  than  of  worldli¬ 
ness,  and  both  in  his  life  and  writings  the 
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good  predominated  greatly. — Southey, 
Robert,  1823,  Burnet's  History  of  his  Own 
Time ,  Quarterly  Review,  vol.  29,  p.  170. 

Burnet’s  “  History  of  his  own  Times” 
is  a  truly  valuable  book.  His  credulity  is 
great,  but  his  simplicity  is  equally  great; 
and  he  never  deceives  you  for  a  moment. 
— Coleridge,  Samuel  Taylor,  1830, 
Table  Talk,  ed.  Ashe,  June  15,  p.  98. 

Whatever  he  reports  himself  to  have 
heard  or  seen,  the  reader  may  be  assured 
he  really  did  hear  or  see.  But  we  must 
receive  his  representations  and  conclusions 
with  that  caution  which  must  ever  be  ob¬ 
served  when  we  listen  to  the  relation  of 
a  warm  and  busy  partisan,  whatever  be 
his  natural  integrity  and  good  sense.  He 
is  often  censured,  and  sometimes  cor¬ 
rected  ;  but  the  fact  seems  to  be,  that, 
without  his  original,  and  certainly  honest 
account,  we  should  know  little  about  the 
wants  and  affairs  he  professes  to  explain, 
lany  of  the  writers  who  are  not  very  will- 
g  to  receive  his  assistance,  would  be 
^ally  at  a  loss  without  it. — Smyth, 
l LLlAM,  1 840, Lect ures  on  Modern  History . 
Is  gossiping  and  garrulous,  but  honest. 
No  reader  can  doubt  that  the  author  might 
easily  have  been  misled  by  his  own  prej¬ 
udices  and  the  misrepresentations  of 
others.  As  little  would  it  be  denied  by 
any  one  that  this  history  is  in  the  main 
a  faithful  picture  of  the  men  and  scenes 
which  it  portrays.— Porter,  Noah,  1870, 
Books  and  Reading,  p.  184. 

His  words  are  generally  well  chosen, 
his  illustrations  appropriate,  and  his  dic¬ 
tion  copious  without  being  in  any  way  ex¬ 
travagant ;  but  his  dry  correctness  is  not 
made  up  for  by  fluent  melody  or  by  happy 
originality  of  combination.  The  great 
charms  of  his  "History  of  my  own  Times” 
lie  in  the  gossip  from  behind  the  scenes, 
and  the  skilful  delineation  of  character. 
He  had  something  of  Boswell’s  faculty  for 
noting  characteristic  incidents,  besides 
the  power  of  showing  them  briefly  in  a 
connected  portraiture.  None  of  our  his¬ 
torians  surpass,  if  any  equal  him,  in  this 
respect.  When  we  compare  his  vivid  de- 
linations  of  the  men  of  the  Revolution  with 
Macaulay’s  jumble  of  characteristic  traits 
and  high-flown  moral  commonplaces,  we  at 
once  recognise  thehand  of  a  natural  master 
of  the  art.— Minto,  William,  1872-80, 
Manual  of  English  Prose  Literature,  p.  338. 
To  literary  style  or  to  eloquence  Burnet 


has  no  pretensions,  nor  is  there  even  the 
slightest  appearance  of  an  attempt  at 
style;  his  epithets  are  often  clumsy,  and 
his  constructions  ungainly.  From  this 
criticism,  however,  the  most  admirable 
"conclusion”  must  be  excepted.  This 
gives  Burnet  at  his  very  best ;  the  thoughts 
are  matured  and  noble,  and  the  diction  is 
elevated  and  impressive.  The  whole  work 
has  been  subject  to  the  acrimonious  criti¬ 
cism  of  Dartmouth  and  the  pungent  satire 
of  Swift,  to  whom  he  was  especially  ob¬ 
noxious,  and  who  is  no  doubt  the  author 
of  a  satirical  epitaph  upon  him  (Hist.  MSS. 
Comm,  of  the  Rep.  468^)  ,  but  while  the 
former  of  tbese,  who  frequently  accuses 
him  of  deliberate  falsehood  through  party 
feeling  (c.  g.  Gth  Rep.  245  note),  has  now 
and  again  hit  undoubted  blots,  the  value 
of  the  "History  of  his  own  Time”  as  a 
candid  narrative  and  an  invaluable  work  of 
reference  has  continually  risen  as  investi¬ 
gations  into  original  materials  have  pro¬ 
ceeded.— Airy,  Osmund,  1886,  Dictionary 
of  ATational  Biography,  vol.  VII,  p.  404. 

Whatever  the  subject  in  hand,  a  battle 
or  a  revolution,  the  character  of  a  great 
statesman  or  the  untimely  death  of  a  dear 
friend,  Burnet’s  narrative  jogs  along  at 
the  same  slow  apathetic  pace.  The  lack 
of  eloquence  is  not  compensated  by  clear¬ 
ness  or  method,  for  the  arrangement  is 
careless  and  the  impression  left  on  the 
reader  is  one  of  confusion.  Still  less  is 
the  uncouthness  of  the  form  compensated 
by  the  profundity  of  the  thought. — Mon¬ 
tague,  F.  C.,  1894,  English  Prose,  ed. 
Craik,  vol.  lu,  p.  319. 

Burnet’s  "History  of  his  Own  Times” 
actually  deserves  the  character  which 
Clarendon  incorrectly  gives  of  his  own  ;  it 
is  rather  the  material  for  history  than 
history  itself.  This  is  not  a  consequence 
of  crude  treatment,  for  all  is  well  ar¬ 
ranged  and  lively,  nor  from  the  encum¬ 
brance  of  original  documents,  of  which  it 
is  nearly  destitute.  It  arises  rather  from 
the  predominance  of  the  autobiographic 
tone,  much  more  marked  than  in  Claren¬ 
don,  though  Clarendon  also  relates  as  an 
eyewitness,  which  almost  brings  the  book 
down  to  the  level  of  personal  memoirs. 
It  must  nevertheless  be  classed  with  his¬ 
tories,  and,  if  not  one  of  the  most  digni¬ 
fied,  it  is  undoubtedly  one  of  the  most  en¬ 
tertaining.— Garnett,  Richard,  1895, 
The  Age  of  Dry  den,  p.  179. 


GILBERT  BURNET 


595 


A  Whig  Clarendon,  without  the  genius 
and  the  art. — Saintsbuky,  George,  1898, 
A  Short  History  of  English  Literature,  p. 
523. 

GENERAL 

This  mitred  historian,  who  seems  to 
know  more  personal  secrets  than  any  that 
ever  writ  before  him.  —Cibber,  Colley, 
1739,  An  Apology  for  Ilis  Life. 

When  the  nation  was  no  longer  agitated 
by  domestic  faction,  literature  was  again 
cultivated  and  restored  with  unexampled 
success.  During  the  civil  wars,  the  clas¬ 
sical  learning  for  which  the  Scots  were 
early  distinguished,  was  absorbed  and  lost 
in  the  controversial  vortex  of  religion  and 
liberty ;  two  names  ever  dear  to  mankind, 
with  which  the  world  has  alternately  been 
guided  or  deceived.  From  the  restoration 
down  to  the  union,  the  only  author  of  em¬ 
inence  whom  Scotland  produced,  was  Bur¬ 
net,  the  celebrated  bishop  of  Sarum,  who, 
when  transplanted  into  England,  was  con¬ 
spicuous  as  a  political  writer,  an  histor¬ 
ian,  and  a  divine.  As  an  historian  alone 
he  descends  to  posterity;  and  his  curious 
research  into  facts,  the  unaffected  ease 
and  simplicity  of  his  dramatic  narrative, 
his  bold  and  glowing  delineations  of  char¬ 
acter,  are  far  superior  to  every  historical 
production  of  the  period.— Laing,  Mal¬ 
colm,  1800-4,  History  of  Scotland,  vol .  iv, 
p.  389. 

The  Spirit  of  Party  has  touched  with  its 
plague-spot  the  character  of  Burnet;  it 
has  mildewed  the  page  of  a  powerful 
mind,  and  tainted  by  its  suspicions, 
its  rumours,  and  its  censures,  his  probity 
as  a  man.  Can  we  forbear  listening  to 
all  the  vociferations  which  faction  has 
thrown  out?  Do  we  not  fear  to  trust 
ourselves  amid  the  multiplicity  of  his 
facts  ?  And  when  we  are  familiarised  with 
the  variety  of  his  historical  portraits,  are 
we  not  startled  when  it  is  suggested  that 
“they  are  tinged  with  his  own  passions 
and  his  own  weaknesses?”  Burnet  has 
indeed  made  “his  humble  appeal  to  the 
Great  God  of  Truth”  that  he  has  given  it 
as  fully  as  he  could  find  it ;  and  he  has  ex¬ 
pressed  his  abhorrence  of  “a  lie  in  his¬ 
tory,”  so  much  greater  a  sin  than  a  lie  in 
common  discourse,  from  its  lasting  and 
universal  nature.  Yet  these  hallowing 
protestations  have  not  saved  him!  A 
cloud  of  witnesses,  from  different  motives, 
have  risen  up  to  attaint  his  veracity  and 


his  candour;  while  all  the  Tory  wits  have 
ridiculed  his  style,  impatiently  inaccurate, 
and  uncouthly  negligent,  and  would  sink 
his  vigour  and  ardour,  while  they  expose 
the  meanness  and  poverty  of  his  genius. 
Thus  the  literary  and  the  moral  character 
of  no  ordinary  author  have  fallen  a  victim 
to  party-feeling.— Disraeli,  Isaac,  1814, 
Political  Criticism,  Quarrels  of  Authors. 

With  all  his  talents  and  integrity,  was 
sometimes  rather  hasty  than  wise.  — Dib- 
din,  Thomas  Frognall,  1824,  The  Library 
Companion,  p.  114,  note. 

A  writer,  whose  voluminous  works,  in 
several  branches  of  literature,  find  numer¬ 
ous  readers  a  hundred  and  thirty  years 
after  his  death,  may  have  great  faults,  but 
must  also  have  had  great  merits;  and 
Burnet  had  great  merits,  a  fertile  and 
vigorous  mind,  and  a  style  far  indeed  re¬ 
moved  from  faultless  purity,  but  always 
clear,  often  lively,  and  sometimes  rising 
to  solemn  and  fervid  eloquence. — -Ma¬ 
caulay,  Thomas  Babington1,  1843,  Bishop 
Burnet,  Critical  and  Historical  Essays. 

Burnet’s  writings  are  still  popular. 
Ilis  “History  of  the  Reformation”  is  in 
the  hands  of  every  student  of  religious 
progress.  The  lives  of  Hale  and  Wilmot 
are  widely  read.  The  “History  of  his  Own 
Times”  is  a  work  of  unusual  interest.  Even 
its  great  faults  lend  it  a  peculiar  charm. 
The  innocent  vanity,  the  earnest  sincer¬ 
ity,  his  fear  and  hatred  of  tory  principles, 
his  blind  approval  of  those  of  the  whigs, 
lend  to  Burnet’s  narrative  a  vigor  and  an 
artlessness  that  win  the  attention  of  the 
reader.  His  learning,  upon  any  single 
topic,  was  not  great,  but  his  knowledge 
extended  over  a  wide  circle  of  subjects 
peculiarly  well  suited  to  the  designs  upon 
which  he  entered.  His  chief  works  had  a 
political  and  controversial  bearing.  They 
were  intended  to  serve  the  purposes  of  his 
party  in  the  government  or  the  church. 
They  were  written  hastily,  and  seem  rather 
to  satisfy  the  understanding  than  the 
taste.  It  is  a  sufficient  test,  therefore, 
of  his  real  ability,  that  notwithstanding 
many  faults,  they  have  attained  a  rep¬ 
utation  with  posterity  that  has  not  yet  died 
out.  .  .  .  His  histories  are  arranged 

without  art,  and  with  none  of  those  philo¬ 
sophic  views  which  indicate  a  reflective 
power.  He  thought  justly  but  not  deeply ; 
he  wrote  clearly  but  too  hastily;  and  the 
only  trait  that  will  give  vitality  to  his 
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writings  is  the  constancy  with  which  they 
defend  freedom  of  thought  in  politics  and 
religion.^LAWRENCE,  Eugene,  1855,  The 
Lives  of  the  British  Historians ,  vol.  I,  pp. 
304,  311. 

Fox  considered  Rurnet’s  style  to  be  per¬ 
fect.  We  were  once  talking  of  our  his¬ 
torian’s  introducingoccasionally  the  words 
of  other  writers  into  his  work  without 
marking  them  as  quotations,  when  Fox 
said,  "that  the  style  of  some  of  the  au¬ 
thors  so  treated  might  need  a  little  mend¬ 
ing,  but  that  Burnet's  required  none." 
— Rogers,  Samuel,  1855?  Tabic  Talk. 

Bishop  Burnet  was  very  strenuous  for 
the  passing  of  the  Comprehension  Bill. 
Having  been  all  his  life  connected  with  the 
Church,  but  able  to  look  at  her  condition 
and  wants  with  eyes  of  one  who  had  looked 
at  her  from  a  distance,  and  had  mingled 
much  with  men  of  other  churches,  he 
seemed  to  have  discerned  better  than  any 
other  prelate,  at  least  of  his  time,  wherein 
her  true  policy  lay.  By  no  means  a  Pur¬ 
itan  himself,  in  the  strict  sense  of  the 
word- -too  much  a  courtier  for  that— he 
yet  saw  the  reasonableness  of  many  of  the 
objections  of  the  Puritans,  and  marvelled 
at  the  obstinacy  of  many  of  his  brethren 
to  retain,  simply  out  of  pride,  many  of 
those  things  whose  removal  would  have 
been  every  way  a  gain  to  the  Church. 
But  the  good  bishop  in  this  matter  was  a 
man  in  advance  of  his  age,  and  had  to  pay 
the  penalty  of  failing  to  aid  those  whom 


he  wished  to  serve,  and  not  failing  to  incur 
the  odium  of  his  own  friends. — Conder, 
G.  W. ,  1863,  Bishop  Burnet  and  the  Eng¬ 
lish  Revolution ,  Exeter  Hall  Lectures. 

Bishop  Burnet  was  the  greatest  name  in 
literature  which  Scotland  produced  in  the 
seventeenth  century.  ...  He  had  a 
wide  and  ready  command  of  language,  and 
his  historical  method  and  style  are  equal, 
if  not  superior,  to  the  best  English  writers 
of  his  day.  His  narrative  is  always  method¬ 
ical,  ‘and  runs  on  naturally  with  much 
simplicity  and  ease.  His  chief  historical 
works  are  still  valuable  as  sources  of  in¬ 
formation,  and  they  are  also  more  inter¬ 
esting  reading  than  almost  any  writings 
on  the  same  subjects  of  that  generation 
or  the  succeeding  one.  -Mackintosh, 
John,  1878-92.  The  History  of  Civilisation 
in  Scotland ,  vol.  ill,  pp.  364,  365. 

Burnet’s  prejudices  were  at  least  those 
of  a  great  mind  and  a  benevolent  heart, 
and  his  narrative  is  perhaps  as  fair  as  it 
was  possible  for  a  man  of  that  generation 
to  pen. — Wyon,  Frederick  William, 
1875,  The  History  of  Great  Britain  During 
the  Reign  of  Queen  Anney  vol.  II,  p.  328. 

Burnet  had  talent  and  merit,  but  was 
hot-headed,  pragmatical,  and  injudicious. 
— Saintsbury,  George,  1886,  Specimens 
of  English  Prose  Style,  p.  119. 

The  active,  fussy,  good-natured  Whig 
partisan. —Tout,  T.  F.,  1890,  History  of 
England ,  pt.  iii,  p.  4. 


Thomas  Burnet 

1635  7-1715 

Master  of  the  Charter-house,  was  born  in  1635,  and  died  in  1715.  His  chief  work, 
originally  in  Latin,  but  rendered  into  English  in  1691,  was  “The  Sacred  Theory  of  the 
Earth."  Written  in  a  day  when  geological  science  was  yet  unborn,  it  is,  of  course, 
full  of  error  and  wild  speculation  ;  but  its  eloquence  and  picturesque  grandeur  of  style 
redeem  it  from  oblivion.  Burnet’s  other  principal  works  were,  “Archaeologia  Philo- 
sophica" — “On  Christian  Faith  and  Duties" — ’and  “The  State  of  the  Dead  and  Reviv¬ 
ing."  He  held  some  peculiar  religious  views,  which  debarred  him  from  preferment  in 
the  Church. — Collier,  William  Francis,  1861,  A  History  of  English  Literature,  p.  248. 

have  there  so  charming  a  dress,  that  they 
could  hardly  be  more  agreeably  repre¬ 
sented  with  the  addition  of  poetical  fiction, 
and  the  power  of  numbers.  This  ancient 
author,  and  a  modern  one,  have  fallen 
into  my  hands  within  these  few  days;  and 
the  impressions  they  have  left  upon  me, 
have  at  the  present  quite  spoiled  me  for  a 
merry  fellow.  The  modern  is  that  admir- 


THE  SACRED  THEORY  OF  THE 
EARTH 

We  know  the  highest  pleasure  our  minds 
are  capable  of  enjoying  with  composure, 
when  we  read  sublime  thoughts  communi¬ 
cated  to  us  by  men  of  great  genius  and 
eloquence.  Such  is  the  entertainment  we 
meet  with  in  the  philosophic  parts  of  Cic¬ 
ero's  writings.  Truth  and  good  sense 
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able  writer  the  author  of  “the  Theory  of 
the  Earth.” — Steele,  Richard,  1711, 
The  Spectator ,  No.  146,  Aug.  17. 

The  novelty  of  his  ideas,  the  perspicuity 
and  elegance  of  his  style  recommended  his 
works  to  the  attention  of  the  learned. — 
Enfield,  William,  1791,  History  of  Phil¬ 
osophy. 

They,  who  are  indifferent  to  science, 
will  find,  in  this  “Theory  of  the  Earth,” 
a  philosophical  romance  which  delights  by 
its  admirable  contrivances,  its  vigorous 
language,  its  noble  descriptions  of  the 
stupendous  objects  of  nature,  its  new 
views  of  ages  and  of  scenes,  which,  though 
they  never  rolled  over  this  habitable  globe, 
easily  might,  and  which  if  they  did  not, 
one  cannot  help  wishing  they  had.  All 
that  is  grand  and  awful  in  mundane  com¬ 
motions,  in  a  deluge,  or  in  a  conflagration, 
of  a  world,  is  here  described,  by  a  pencil 
that  puts  the  picture  before  the  eyes. 
Those  blissful  ages,  when  stormsand  winds, 
and  changes  of  seasons,  were  unknown  in 
a  globe  of  perpetual  spring,  when  centu¬ 
ries  were  as  years,  and  the  human  frame 
rejoiced  in  the  purity  and  pellucidness  of 
the  atmosphere,  which  fed  instead  of  cor¬ 
roding  it,  are  here  not  only  presented  to 
the  imagination,  but  almost  proved  to  the 
understanding.  And  with  a  pen  of  equal 
power,  are  sketched  the  close  of  the 
world,  the  moment  when  the  foundations 
of  the  earth  sink,  its  joints  and  ligatures 
burst  asunder,  the  mountains  melt,  and 
the  sea  is  evaporated. — Southern,  H., 
1822,  Dr.  Burnet's  Theory  of  the  Earth , 
Retrospective  Review ,  vol.  6,  p.  133. 

Apart  from  his  mistakes,  his  works  con¬ 
tain  some  things  relating  to  the  Scriptures 
worth  reading ;  while  the  reader  ought  to 
be  on  his  guard  against  their  sophistry  and 
skepticism. — Orme,  William,  1824,  Bib¬ 
liotheca  Biblica. 

As  regards  ingenuity  of  hypothesis  and 
majesty  of  style,  the  work  is  beyond  praise ; 
as  a  philosophical  system,  it  is  beneath 
criticism. — Allibone,  S.  Austin,  1854- 
58,  Dictionary  of  English  Literature ,  vol. 
l,  p.  298. 

With  his  genius  and  imagination  and 
consummate  scholarship,  he  is  a  very  dif¬ 
ferent  species  of  writer  from  his  garrulous 
and  mitred  namesake :  his  English  style  is 
singularly  flowing  and  harmonious,  as  well 
as  perspicuous  and  animated,  and  rises  on 


fit  occasions  to  much  majesty  and  even 
splendor.— Craik,  George  L.,  1861,  A 
Compendious  History  of  English  Literature , 
and  of  the  English  Language,  vol.  11,  p.  191. 

His  pictures  of  the  devastation  caused 
by  the  unbridled  powers  of  Nature  are 
grand  and  magnificent,  and  give  him  a 
claim  to  be  placed  among  the  most  elo¬ 
quent  and  poetical  of  prose-wr  iters.— 
Backus,  Truman  J.,  1875,  ed.,  Shaw's 
New  History  of  English  Literature ,  p.  195. 

The  secret  of  this  effect  upon  his  readers 
was  that  Burnet  was  enamoured  of  his  own 
pre-geological  dream.  He  thought  him¬ 
self  inspired  with  superhuman  insight. 
He  believed  that  it  was  his  divine  mission 
to  retrieve  the  scene  of  the  Golden  Age 
and  to  chronicle  its  ruin.  He  introduces 
his  singular  book  with  no  mock-modesty; 
he  confesses  that  what  we  are  about  to 
read  has  “more  masculine  beauty  than  any 
poem  or  romance.”  This  mystical  con¬ 
viction  carried  away  the  learned  alike  and 
the  unlearned,  and  even  Burnet’s  fiercest 
opponents  admitted,  as  Keill  does,  that 
‘  ‘  never  was  any  book  of  philosophy  written 
in  a  more  lofty  and  plausible  style.” 
When  a  vision  is  presented  to  us  with  such 
gestures  of  rapture,  in  accents  of  such 
melodious  solemnity,  it  seems  almost  rude 
to  hint  that  it  is  mathematically  and  geo¬ 
logically  absurd.  Burnet  was  like  the 
sorcerer  in  “Kubla  Khan;”  the  reader 
had  to  flee  from  his  enchantment,  for  “he 
on  honey  dew  had  fed,  and  drunk  the  milk 
o  f  Paradise.  ’  ’  He  was  so  positive  that  he 
fell  into  an  opposite  extreme  of  danger, 
and  was  accused  of  scepticism  because  he 
would  insist  that  things  must  have  been 
as  he  dreamed  they  might  have  been. 
— Gosse,  Edmund,  1894,  English  Prose, 
ed.  Craiic,  vol.  Ill,  p .  246. 

Burnet’s  mind  was  the  mind  of  a  poet; 
he  had  just  enough  science  to  misguide 
him,  and  more  than  enough  learning  to 
gloss  over  the  vagaries  of  his  science.  He 
is  quite  as  much  at  home  in  expounding 
the  catastrophe  of  the  future,  the  final 
conflagration,  as  the  watery  catastrophe 
of  which  he  believes  the  traces  to  be  vis¬ 
ible  everywhere  around  him.  At  the  same 
time  he  has  a  strong  affinity  to  the  ration¬ 
alizing  divines,  even  more  visible  in  his 
strictly  theological  writings,  and  would 
not  for  the  world  propound  anything  of 
whose  reasonableness  he  has  not  first  con¬ 
vinced  himself.  As  a  writer  he  stands 
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high,  combining  the  splendour  and  melody 
of  a  former  age  with  the  ease  and  lucidity 
of  his  own. — Garnett,  Richard,  1895, 
The  Age  of  Dryden,  p.  230. 

Burnet’s  book  is  a  fanciful  explanation 
of  cosmogony  and  cosmolysis,  in  which 
the  Deluge  is  the  great  event  in  the  past 
and  the  final  conflagration  the  great  event 
of  the  future.  From  this  point  of  view 
it  is  chiefly  interesting  as  an  attempt  to 
combine  the  nascent  interest  in  physical 
science  with  the  expiring  tendency  to  im¬ 
aginative  romance.  Something  of  the 
same  mixture  appears  in  the  manner,  for 


there  are  touches  of  the  vernacularity, 
and  even  the  meanness,  which  was  invading 
style.  But  on  the  whole  the  older  magnifi¬ 
cence  prevails,  and  Burnet  has  a  just, 
though  probably  rather  a  vague,  repute  as 
commanding  real  eloquence  of  description, 
marred  at  times  by  a  tawdriness  which 
reminds  us  that  we  are  in  the  half- 
century  of  Lee,  not  in  that  of  Shakes¬ 
peare,  but  showing  in  prose  not  a  little 
of  the  redeeming  splendour  which  Lee 
shows  in  verse.  -  Saintsbury,  George, 
1898,  A  Short  History  of  English  Litera¬ 
ture,  p.  518. 


G-eorge  Hickes 

16421715 


George  Hickes,  D.  D.,  non  juror  and  philologist,  born  at  Newsham  near  Thirsk, 
June  20,  1642,  in  1664  was  elected  fellow  of  Lincoln  College,  Oxford,  and  in  1666 
took  orders.  In  1676  he  became  chaplain  to  the  Duke  of  Lauderdale,  in  1682  a  royal 
chaplain,  and  in  1683  Dean  of  Worcester.  Refusing  to  take  the  oaths  to  William  III., 
he  was  deprived  of  his  benefices.  In  1693  he  was  sent  with  a  list  of  the  nonjuring 
clergy  to  the  exiled  king  at  St.  Germains,  and  in  1694  was  consecrated  Bishop  of  Thet- 
ford.  He  published  works  in  controversial  and  practical  divinity,  a  “Thesaurus  Lin- 
guarura  Veterum  Septentrionalium”  (1705),  and  a  grammar  of  Anglo-Saxon  and 
Mceso-Gothic  (1689).  He  died  December  15,  1715. — Patrick  and  GroOme,  eds.,  1897, 
Chambers's  Biographical  Dictionary,  p,  489. 


GENERAL 

The  book  (“Institutiones”]  discovers 
an  accuracy  in  this  language  beyond  the 
attainments  of  any  that  had  gone  before 
him  in  that  study,  and  will  be  of  most 
necessary  use  to  such  as  shall  apply  them¬ 
selves  to  the  right  understanding  of  the 
ancient  history  and  laws  of  this  kingdom. 
But,  as  all  first  draughts  of  any  sort  are 
usually  imperfect,  so  there  seem  to  be 
some  defects  in  it  that  might  have  been 
supplied.  For  example:  There  wanted  a 
chapter  of  the  variety  of  dialects,  which 
might  have  been  had  out  of  the  northern 
interlineary  versions  of  the  gospel,  men¬ 
tioned  by  Dr.  Marshall ;  one  whereof  is 
peremptorily  affirmed  to  have  belonged  to 
St.  Cuthbert,  as  the  other,  in  all  likelihood, 
did  to  venerable  Bede.— Nicolson,  Will¬ 
iam,  1696-1714,  English  Historical  Li¬ 
brary. 

A  few  other  nonjurors  ought  to  be  par¬ 
ticularly  noticed.  High  among  them  in 
rank  was  George  Hickes,  Dean  of  Worces¬ 
ter.  Of  all  the  Englishmen  of  his  time 
he  was  the  most  versed  in  the  old  Teutonic 
languages  ;  and  his  knowledge  of  the  early 
Christian  literature  was  extensive,  ^s  to 


his  capacity  for  political  discussions,  it 
may  be  sufficient  to  say  that  his  favourite 
argument  for  passive  obedience  was  drawn 
from  the  story  of  the  Theban  legion. — 
Macaulay,  Thomas  Babington,  1855, 
History  of  England,  ch.  xiv. 

His  learning  has  been  commended  by 
Ingram  the  Saxon  scholar,  by  Bishops 
Nicolson,  Horne,  and  Van  Milder t,  and 
even  by  Burnet,  Kennett,  and  others  most 
opposed  to  him  on  polemical  grounds. 
Horne  and  Van  Mildert  agree  in  praising 
his  skill  and  judgment  in  the  controversy 
with  Rome.  His  many  controversial  trea¬ 
tises  have  deservedly  sunk  into  oblivion, 
but  the  most  ephemeral  of  them  abound 
in  recondite  allusions  to  the  Fathers  and 
the  classical  writers,  as  well  as  in  the 
facts  and  precedents  of  ecclesiastical  his¬ 
tory.  His  fame,  however,  rests  upon  his 
researches  into  the  history  of  the  lan¬ 
guages  kindred  to  the  mother  tongue  of 
the  English  race. — Maskell,  J.,  1885, 
George  Hickes  the  Nonjuror,  Notes  and 
Queries,  Sixth  Series,  vol.  12,  p.  402. 

In  1703-5  his  best-known  work  ap¬ 
peared,  in  one  large  folio  volume,  from  the 
university  press  at  Oxford,  the  “Lirguarum 


HICKES—  W  Y  CHE  RLE  Y 


599 


veterum  septentrionalium  thesaurus 
graramatico-criticus  et  archaeologicus.  ” 
It  is  a  stupendous  monument  of  learn¬ 
ing  and  industry,  and  that  it  should 
be  the  productof  anxious  years  of  suffering 


and  perpetual  turmoil  affords  wonder¬ 
ful  testimony  to  the  author’s  mental  power 
and  energy. — Macray,  W.  D.f  1891,  Dic¬ 
tionary  of  National  Biography,  vol.  XXVI, 
p.  352. 


William  Wycherley 

16407-1715 


William  Wycherley,  1640-1715.  Born,  in  London,  1640.  Educated  in  France, 
1655.  Became  a  Roman  Catholic.  Abjured  Church  of  Rome,  and  matriculated  at 
Queen’s  Coll.,  Oxford.  Took  no  degree.  Student  of  Inner  Temple,  1659.  Served  in 
Army  during  war  with  Holland.  Flay.  “Love  in  a  Wood,”  produced  at  Drury  Lane, 
1671 ;  “The  Gentleman  Dancing  Master,”  Dorset  Gardens  Theatre,  Jan.  1672;  “The 
Country  Wife,”  Lincoln’s  Inn  Fields  Theatre,  1673  [?];  “The  Plain  Dealer,”  Lincoln’s 
Inn  Fields  Theatre,  1674.  Married  (i.)  Countess  of  Drogheda,  1678[?].  After  her 
death  was  imprisoned  for  seven  years  in  the  Fleet  for  debt.  Debts  paid  by  James  II., 
who  gave  him  a  pension  of  £200.  Friendship  with  Pope  begun,  1704.  Married  (».) 
Miss  Jackson,  Nov.  1715.  Died,  in  London,  Dec.  1715.  Buried  in  St.  Paul’s,  Covent 
Garden.  Works:  “Love  in  a  Wood,  ”  1672 ;  “The  Gentleman  Dancing  Master,”  1673 ; 
‘‘The  Country  Wife,”  1675;  “The  Plain  Dealer,”  1677;  “Epistles  to  the  King  and 
Duke”  (anon.),  1682;  “Miscellany  Poems,”  1704;  “Works,”  1713.  Posthumous: 
“Posthumous  Works,”  ed.  by  L.  Theobald,  1728.  Collected  Works:  “Plays,  etc.” 
(2  vols.),  1720. — Sharp,  R.  Fakquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors, 
P.  306. 


PERSONAL 

My  friend  the  Plain-Dealer. — Dryden, 
John,  1692,  Essay  on  Satire. 

Wycherley  died  a  Romanist,  and  has 
owned  that  religion  in  my  hearing.— It 
was  generally  thought  by  this  gentleman’s 
friends,  that  he  lost  his  memory  by  old 
age;  it  was  not  by  age,  but  by  accident, 
as  he  himself  told  me  often.  He  remem¬ 
bered  as  well  at  sixty  years  old,  as  he  had 
done  ever  since  forty,  when  a  fever  occa¬ 
sioned  that  loss  to  him.  .  .  .  Wych¬ 
erley  was  a  very  handsome  man.  His 
acquaintance  with  the  famous  Duchess  of 
Cleveland  commenced  oddly  enough.  One 
day,  as  he  passed  that  duchess’s  coach  in 
the  ring,  she  leaned  out  of  the  window, 
and  cried  out  loud  enough  to  be  heard 
distinctly  by  him;  “Sir,  you’re  a  rascal: 
you’re  a  villain!”  Wycherley  from  that 
instant  entertained  hopes.  He  did  not 
fail  waiting  on  her  the  next  morning: 
and  with  a  very  melancholy  tone  begged 
to  know,  how  it  was  possible  for  him 
to  have  so  much  disobliged  her  Grace? 
They  were  very  good  friends  from  that 
time;  yet,  after  all,  what  did  he  get  by 
her?  He  was  to  have  travelled  with  the 
young  Duke  of  Richmond;  King  Charles 
gave  him,  now  and  then,  a  hundred 
pounds,  not  often.  ...  We  were 
pretty  well  together  to  the  last :  only  his 


memory  was  so  totally  bad,  that  he  did 
not  remember  a  kindness  done  to  him, 
even  from  minute  to  minute.  He  was 
peevish  too  latterly;  so  that  sometimes 
we  were  out  a  little,  and  sometimes  in. 
He  never  did  any  unjust  thing  to  me  in  his 
whole  life;  and  I  went  to  see  him  on  his 
death- bed.— Pope,  Alexander,  1728-30, 
Spence’s  Anecdotes,  ed.  Singer,  pp.  2,  13. 

Wycherley  was  in  a  bookseller’s  shop  at 
Bath,  or  Tunbridge,  when  Lady  Drogheda 
came  in  and  happened  to  inquire  for  the 
“Plain  Dealer.”  A  friend  of  Wycherley’s, 
who  stood  by  him,  pushed  him  toward  her, 
and  said,  “There’s  the  Plain  Dealer,  Mad¬ 
am,  if  you  want  him?”  Wycherley  made 
his  excuses;  and  Lady  Drogheda  said, 
“that  she  loved  plain-dealing  best.”  He 
afterwards  visited  that  lady,  and  in  some 
time  after  married  her.  This  proved  a 
great  blow  to  his  fortunes;  just  before 
the  time  of  his  courtship,  he  was  designed 
for  governor  to  the  late  Duke  of  Rich¬ 
mond  ;  and  was  to  have  been  allowed  fif¬ 
teen  hundred  pounds  a  year  from  the  gov¬ 
ernment.  His  absence  from  court  in  the 
progress  of  this  amour,  and  his  being  yet 
more  absent  after  his  marriage,  (for  Lady 
Drogheda  was  very  jealous  of  him),  dis¬ 
gusted  his  friends  there  so  much,  that  he 
lost  all  his  interest  with  them.  His  lady 
died;  he  got  but  little  by  her:  and  his 
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misfortunes  were  such,  that  he  was  thrown 
into  the  Fleet,  and  lay  there  seven  years. 
— Dennis.  John,  1728-30,  Spence's  Anec¬ 
dotes,  ed.  Singer ,  p.  33. 

A  man  who  seems  to  have  had  among 
his  contemporaries  his  full  share  of  repu¬ 
tation,  to  have  been  esteemed  without  vir¬ 
tue,  and  caressed  without  good  nature. 
Pope  was  proud  of  his  notice.  Wycher¬ 
ley  wrote  verses  in  his  praise,  which  he 
was  charged  by  Dennis  with  writing  to 
himself,  and  they  agreed  for  awhile  to 
flatter  one  another.  It  is  pleasant  to  re¬ 
mark  how  soon  Pope  learnt  the  cant  of  an 
author,  and  began  to  treat  critics  with 
contempt,  though  he  had  yet  suffered  noth¬ 
ing  from  them.  But  the  fondness  of 
Wycherley  was  too  violent  to  last.  His 
esteem  of  Pope  was  such  that  he  submit¬ 
ted  some  poems  to  his  revision ;  and  when 
Pope,  perhaps  proud  of  such  confidence, 
was  sufficiently  bold  in  his  criticisms  and 
liberal  in  his  alterations,  the  old  scribbler 
was  angry  to  see  his  pages  defaced,  and 
felt  more  pain  from  the  detection  than 
content  from  the  amendment  of  his  faults. 
They  parted;  but  Pope  always  considered 
him  with  kindness ;  and  visited  him  a  little 
before  he  died. — Johnson,  Samuel,  1779- 
81,  Pope,  Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

Jn  reading  this  author’s  best  works, 
those  which  one  reads  most  frequently 
over,  and  knows  almost  by  heart,  one  can¬ 
not  help  thinking  of  the  treatment  he  re¬ 
ceived  from  Pope  about  his  verses.  It 
was  hardly  excusable  in  a  boy  of  sixteen 
to  an  old  man  of  seventy.  — Hazlitt,  Will¬ 
iam,  1818,  Lectures  on  the  English  Comic 
Writers. 

So  high  did  Wycherley  stand  in  the  roy¬ 
al  favour,  that  once,  when  he  was  confined 
by  a  fever  to  his  lodgings  in  Bow-street, 
Charles,  who,  with  all  his  faults,  was  cer¬ 
tainly  a  man  of  a  social  and  affable  dispo¬ 
sition,  called  on  him,  sat  by  his  bed,  ad¬ 
vised  him  to  try  change  of  air,  and  gave 
him  a  handsome  sum  of  money  to  defray 
the  expense  of  the  journey.  Buckingham, 
then  master  of  the  horse,  and  one  of  that 
infamous  ministry  shown  by  the  name  of 
the  Cabal,  had  been  one  of  the  duchess’s 
innumerable  paramours.  He  at  first 
showed  some  symptoms  of  jealousy,  but 
soon,  after  his  fashion,  veered  round  from 
anger  to  fondness,  and  gave  Wycherley  a 
commission  in  his  own  regiment,  and  a 
place  in  the  royal  household. — Macaulay, 


Thomas  BabingtoN,  1841,  Comic  Drama¬ 
tists  of  the  Restoration,  Edinburgh  Review; 
Critical  and  Miscellaneous  Essays. 

He  ended  as  he  had  begun,  by  unskilful¬ 
ness  and  misconduct,  having  succeeded 
neither  in  becoming  happy  nor  honest, 
having  used  his  vigorous  intelligence  and 
real  talent  only  to  his  own  injury  and  the 
injury  of  others. — Taine,  H.  A.,  1871, 
History  of  English  Literature,  tr.  Van 
Laun,  vol.  I,  bk.  iii,  ch.  i.f  p.  480. 

LOVE  IN  A  WOOD 
1672 

The  comedy  itself  is  poor  and  feeble, 
and  does  not  contain  a  single  passage  from 
which  the  wit  that  Wycherley  afterwards 
displayed  in  his  writings  could  be  reason¬ 
ably  predicated. — Dunham,  S.  Astley, 
1838,  Literary  and  Scientific  Men  of  Great 
Britain  and  Ireland,  vol.  m,  p.  167. 

Is  worth  little  in  style  or  plot ;  yet  we 
think,  upon  the  whole,  it  has  been  under¬ 
valued.  It  is  not  unamusing.  It  gives 
early  evidence  of  that  dislike  of  backbiting 
and  false  friendship,  which  honourably 
distinguished  Wycherley  through  life. — 
Hunt,  Leigii.  1840.  ed..  The  Dramatic 
Works  of  Wycherley,  Congreve,  Vanbrugh , 
and  Farquhar. 

The  comedy  of  "Love  in  a  Wood"  is, 
indeed,  an  extraordinary  piece  of  inven¬ 
tion,  and  of  writing,  too,  for  a  youth  of 
nineteen.  His  knowledge  of  the  arcana 
of  town  life,  with  its  interminable  in¬ 
trigues  and  love-treasons — if  it  be  not 
profanation  to  use  the  term  "love"  in  this 
description  of  social  commerce — is  cer¬ 
tainly  remarkable.  The  disguises  and 
blunders  and  perplexities  are  conducted 
with  all  the  display  of  a  young  ambition 
to  build  up  a  dramatic  plot :  they  are  spun 
out  to  wearisomeness,  and  mostly  improb¬ 
able  in  design  One  must  keep  one’s  men¬ 
tal  eyes  closed  while  reading  it,  and,  like 
children,  play  at " make-believe. "  More¬ 
over,  we  feel  little  or  no  sympathy  with 
even  the  better  class  of  the  characters ; 
one  cares  nothing  whether  they  "marry 
and  live  happy  afterwards,"  or  not;  for 
their  whole  course  of  conduct  shows  that 
their  jealousy  arises  from  sensual  vanity, 
and  not  from  a  worthy  pride  of  exclusive¬ 
ness;  and,  moreover,  we  feel  that  if  in 
the  end  they  had  all  been  jilted,  they 
would  have  quickly  righted  themselves  by 
some  other  toy  object.  Nevertheless,  it 
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must  be  confessed  that,  gross  as  many  of 
the  scenes  are,  the  “mirror  held  up  to 
nature”  is  not  a  distorted  one. — Clarke, 
Charles  Cowden,  1871,  On  the  Comic 
Writers  of  England,  The  Gentleman's  Mag¬ 
azine,  7i.  s.,  vol.  7,  p.  824. 

Is  in  the  style  of  Etheredge  and  Sedley, 
—indeed  “The  Mulberry  Garden”  of  the 
latter  (1668)  has  been  .iustly  hold  to  have 
suggested  this  play.  Its  satire  on  man¬ 
ners  is,  however,  perhaps  more  incisive 
and  contemptuous  than  theirs;  and,  in 
contrast  to  the  fantastic  figures  of 
Sedley’s  production,  it  already  exhibits 
signs  of  a  realistic  vigour  capable  of  tak¬ 
ing  us  back  from  the  Restoration  writers 
to  Elisabethans  like  Middleton.  Ward, 
Adolphus  William,  1875-99,  A  History 
of  English  Dramatic  Literature ,  vol.  in,  p. 
463. 

THE  GENTLEMAN  DANCING- 
MASTER 
1078 

This  play  sparkles  with  wit;  but,  being 
founded  for  the  most  part  in  fugitive  man¬ 
ners,  and  being  deficient  in  the  more  dur¬ 
able  elements  of  nature,  its  popularity 
ceased  with  the  age  in  which  its  points 
and  allusions  were  familiar  to  the  audience. 
— Dunham,  S.  Astley,  1838,  Literary 
and  Scientific  Men  of  Great  Britain  and 
Ireland,  vol.  ill.  p.  170. 

Preposterously  improbable  in  plot ;  over¬ 
charged,  and  yet  feeble  in  character;  and 
the  dialogue,  not  merely  “flat,  stale,  and 
improbable;”  but,  what  is  the  greatest 
of  all  defects  in  a  play,  there  is  frequent 
repetition  in  it. — Clarke,  Charles  Cow- 
den,  1871,  On  the  Comic  Writers  of  Eng¬ 
land,  The  Gentleman's  Magazine,  n.  s.}  vol. 
7,  p.  825. 

“The  Gentleman’s  Dancing-Master” 
resembles  Moliere  in  manner  more  than 
any  other  of  Wycherley’s  plays  ;  indeed 
its  intrigue  has  been  compared  to  that 
of  “L’Ecole  des  Femmes,”  but,  in  ac¬ 
cordance  with  this  author’s  general 
method  of  working,  the  resemblance  is 
by  no  means  close.  The  English  work 
may  be  described  as  a  capital  farce,  writ¬ 
ten  with  genuine  vigour  and  freshness 
of  humour  ;  and  to  my  mind  this  is  by  far 
the  most  agreeable  of  Wycherley’s  plays. 
—Ward,  Adolphus  William,  1875-99, 
A  History  of  English  Dramatic  Literature, 
vol  m,  p.  463. 


THE  COUNTRY  WIFE 
1673 

This  evening  the  comedy  called  the 
Country  Wife  was  acted  in  Drury-lane, 
for  the  benefit  of  Mrs.  Bignell.  .  -  . 

The  poet,  on  many  occasions,  where  the 
propriety  of  the  character  will  admit  of 
it,  insinuates,  that  there  is  no  defence 
against  vice  but  the  contempt  of  it;  and 
has,  in  the  natural  ideas  of  an  untainted 
innocent,  shown  the  gradual  steps  to  ruin 
and  destruction  which  persons  of  condition 
run  into,  without  the  help  of  a  good  edu¬ 
cation  to  form  their  conduct.  The  tor¬ 
ment  of  a  jealous  coxcomb,  which  arises 
from  his  own  false  maxims,  and  the  ag¬ 
gravation  of  his  pain  by  the  very  words  in 
which  he  sees  her  innocence,  makes  a  very 
pleasant  and  instructive  satire.  Thechar- 
acter  of  Horner,  and  the  design  of  it,  is 
a  good  representation  of  the  age  in  which 
that  comedy  was  written ;  at  which  time 
love  and  wenching  were  the  business  of 
life,  and  the  gallant  manner  of  pursuing 
women  was  the  best  recommendation  at 
Court.  To  this  only  it  is  to  be  imputed, 
that  a  gentleman  of  Mr.  Wycherley’s 
character  and  sense  condescends  to  repre¬ 
sent  the  insults  done  to  the  honour  of  the 
bed,  without  just  reproof;  but  to  have 
drawn  a  man  of  probity  with  regard  to 
such  considerations  had  been  a  monster, 
and  a  poet  had  at  that  time  discovered  his 
want  of  knowing  the  manners  of  the  Court 
he  lived  in,  by  a  virtuous  character  in  his 
fine  gentleman,  as  he  would  shew  his  ig¬ 
norance  by  drawing  a  vicious  one  to  please 
the  present  audience.— Steele,  Richard, 
1709,  The  Tatler,  No.  3,  Apr.  16,  pp.  96, 
97. 

Wycherley  was  before  Congreve ;  and 
his  “Country  Wife”  will  last  longer  than 
anything  of  Congreve’s  as  a  popular  acting 
play.  It  is  only  a  pity  that  it  is  not  en¬ 
tirely  his  own ;  but  it  is  enough  so  to  do 
him  never-ceasing  honour,  for  the  best 
things  are  his  own.  His  humour  is,  in 
general,  broader,  his  characters  more  nat¬ 
ural,  and  his  incidents  more  striking  than 
Congreve’s.  It  may  be  said  of  Congreve, 
that  the  workmanship  overlays  the  mater¬ 
ials:  in  Wycherley,  the  casting  of  the 
parts  and  the  fable  are  alone  sufficient  to 
ensure  success.  We  forget  Congreve's 
characters,  and  only  remember  what  they 
say:  we  remember  Wycherley's  charac¬ 
ters,  and  the  incidents  they  meet  with. 
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just  as  if  they  were  real,  and  forget  what 
they  say,  comparatively  speaking. — Haz- 
litt,  William,  1818,  Lectures  on  the  Eng¬ 
lish  Comic  Writers. 

It  was  evidently  suggested  by  L'Ecole 
des  Femmes :  the  character  of  Arnolphe 
has  been  copied  ;  but  even  here  the  whole 
conduct  of  the  piece  of  Wycherley  is  his 
own.  It  is  more  artificial  than  that  of 
Moliere,  wherein  too  much  passes  in  de¬ 
scription  ;  the  part  of  Agnes  is  rendered 
still  more  poignant;  and,  among  the  com¬ 
edies  of  Charles’s  reign,  I  am  not  sure 
that  it  is  surpassed  by  any. — IIallam, 
Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction  to  the  Liter¬ 
ature  of  Europe,  pt.  iv,  ch.  vi,  par.  48. 

In  the  “Country  Wife”  there  are  no 
such  scenes  and  dialogue  of  continued 
excellence  as  those  of  Olivia  and  her 
visitors  in  the  second  act  of  the  “Plain 
Dealer but  the  principal  female  charac¬ 
ter  hits  a  point  of  more  lasting  nature, 
and  is  an  exquisite  meetingof  the  extremes 
of  simplicity  and  cunning;  so  that  with 
some  alterations,  especially  of  the  impu¬ 
dent  project  of  Horner,  which  would 
have  been  an  affront  in  any  other  age  to 
a  decent  audience,  this  comedy  outlasted 
the  performances  of  the  graver  one. — 
Hunt,  Leigh,  1840,  ed .,  The  Dramatic 
Works  of  Wycherley ,  Congreve ,  Vanbrugh , 
and  Farquhar. 

Though  one  of  the  most  profligate  and 
heartless  of  human  compositions,  it  is  the 
elaborate  production  of  a  mind,  not  indeed 
rich,  original,  or  imaginative,  but  ingen¬ 
ious,  observant,  quick  to  seize  hints,  and 
patient  of  the  toil  of  polishing. — Mac¬ 
aulay,  Tiiomas  Babington,  1841,  Comic 
Dramatists  of  the  Restoration,  Edinburgh 
Review;  Critical  and  Miscellaneous  Essays. 

The  play  itself,  with  all  its  extravagant 
coarseness,  is  not  without  its  home-speak¬ 
ing  moral :  for  the  unrestricted  woman  of 
society,  Alithea,  vindicates  her  own  self- 
respect  by  a  steadiness  and  constancy  to¬ 
wards  the  man  to  whom  she  had  pledged 
her  truth,  till  he  himself,  by  wanton  ab¬ 
surdity  and  self-seeking,  forces  her  to 
marry  the  man  she  preferred,  but  had 
resolutely  refused,  because  of  her  previous 
engagement;  while  the  “cribbed  and  cab¬ 
ined”  country  wife,  mewed  lip  before 
marriage,  and  jealously  watched,  and  mis¬ 
trusted,  and  locked  up  afterwards,  is  ready 
to  rush  into  any  eccentricity  of  conduct 
from  pure  ignorance,  with  resentment  at 


the  injustice  exercised  towards  her.  Bad 
education,  and  want  of  confidence,  from 
first  to  last,  was  the  cause  of  all  the  evil ; 
for  her  nature  is  frank  and  generous,  and 
even  lovable.  She  is  a  wild  weed  brought 
suddenly  into  the  hothouse  of  artificial  and 
licentious  society.  Another  unfavourable 
feature  in  the  play  is  the  hollowness  and 
utter  absence  of  all  confidence  in  the  men 
towards  each  other :  there  is  no  resting- 
place  for  the  heart — all  are  “dear  friends," 
and  all  would  be  traitors  at  the  first  glance 
of  an  inducement.  They  certainly  are 
not  hypocrites  to  each  other,  for  no  one 
is  deceived  in  his  estimate  of  his  compan¬ 
ion’s  friendship. — Clarke,  Charles  Cow- 
den,  1871,  On  the  Comic  Writers  of  Eng¬ 
land,  The  Gentleman's  Magazine,  n.  s.f  vol. 
7,  p.  827. 

Of  all  comedies  I  have  witnessed  none 
appeared  more  amusing,  more  genuine,  or 
more  original.  -Fitzgerald,  Percy,  1882, 
A  New  History  of  the  English  Stage,  vol.  I, 
p.  182,  note. 

There  can  be  no  question  that  the  men 
and  women  who  sat  through  the  acting  of 
Wycherley’s  “Country  Wife”  were  past 
blushing. — Meredith,  George,  1897,  An 
Essay  on  Comedy  and  the  Uses  of  the  Comic 
Spirit,  p.  6. 

It  is  the  most  brilliant  but  the  most  in¬ 
decent  of  Wycherley's  works.  When  it 
was  revived  in  1709,  after  an  interval  of 
six  years,  for  Mrs.  BicknelPs  benefit, 
Steele,  in  a  criticism  in  the  “Tatler”  (16 
April  1709),  said  that  the  character  of 
the  profligate  Horner  was  a  good  repre¬ 
sentation  of  the  age  in  which  the  comedy 
was  written,  when  gallantry  in  the  pursuit 
of  women  was  the  best  recommendation  at 
court.  A  man  of  probity  in  such  manners 
would  have  been  a  monster.  In  1766  Gar¬ 
rick  brought  out  an  adaptation  of  the  play, 
under  the  title  of  “The  Country  Girl,” 
which  is  still  acted  occasionally ;  but,  as 
Genest  says  (v.  116),  in  making  it  decent 
he  made  it  insipid.  Another  adaptation, 
by  John  Lee,  was  published  in  1765. — 
Aitken,  George  A.,  1900,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography,  vol.  LXIII,  p.  197. 

THE  PLAIN-DEALER 
1G74 

Since  the  Plain  Dealer’s  scones  of  manly  rage 
Not  one  lias  dared  to  lash  this  crying  ngo. 

— Congreve,  William,  1695,  Love  for 
Love,  Prologue . 
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There  is  a  heaviness  about  it,  indeed, 
an  extravagance,  an  overdoing  both  in 
the  style,  the  plot,  and  characters,  but 
the  truth  of  feeling  and  the  force  of  in¬ 
terest  prevail  over  every  objection.  The 
character  of  Manly,  the  Plain  Dealer,  is 
violent,  repulsive,  and  uncouth,  which  is 
a  fault,  though  one  that  seems  to  have 
been  intended  for  the  sake  of  contrast; 
for  the  portrait  of  consummate,  artful 
hypocrisy  in  Olivia,  is,  perhaps,  rendered 
more  striking  by  it.  The  indignation  ex¬ 
cited  against  this  odious  and  pernicious 
quality  by  the  masterly  exposure  to  which 
it  is  here  subjected,  is  “a  discipline  of 
humanity.’'  No  one  can  read  this  play 
attentively  without  being  the  better  for  it 
as  long  as  he  lives.  It  penetrates  to  the 
core;  it  shows  the  immorality  and  hateful 
effects  of  duplicity,  by  showing  it  fixing 
its  harpy  fangs  in  the  heart  of  an  honest 
and  worthy  man  It  is  worth  ten  volumes 
of  sermons. — IIazlitt,  William,  1818, 
Lectures  on  the  English  Comic  Writers. 

The  feelings  of  the  public  saw  better 
than  the  court-wits,  and  instinctively  re¬ 
volted  against  this  play  in  spite  of  the  ex¬ 
quisite  scenes  of  the  scandal-mongering 
fine  ladies  and  gentlemen.  -Hunt,  Leigh, 
1840,  erf.,  The  Dramatic  Works  of  Wycher¬ 
ley^  Congreve,  Vanbrugh,  and  Farquhar. 

In  “The  Plain-Dealer”  (1674)  the  cyni¬ 
cism  of  Wycherley  has  reached  its  acme- 
.  .  .  As  for  the  plot  of  this  famous 

comedy,  it  is  not  less  horrible  than  the 
chief  character,  Manly  the  “Plain-Dealer,” 
is  revolting.  The  repulsiveness  of  the 
story,  and  of  its  denouement,  is  such  as  to 
make  description  irksome;  but  the  char¬ 
acter  of  the  hero  may  be  judged  by  con¬ 
trasting  it  with  the  original — if  it  can  be 
so  called — which  suggested  it,  viz.  the 
noble  hero  of  Moliere’s  immortal  “Misan¬ 
thrope.”  .  .  .  Wycherley  must  in 

this  play  be  allowed  to  have  given  proofs 
of  genuine  force  and  of  essential  origi¬ 
nality,  and  to  have  produced  what  is  indis¬ 
putably  one  of  the  most  powerful  dramas 
of  its  age.— Ward,  Adolphus  William, 
1875-99,  A  History  of  English  Dramatic 
Literature,  vol.  in,  pp .  464,  465,  466. 

One  of  the  most  brutally  cynical,  but 
none  the  less  one  of  the  best-constructed 
pieces  which  have  ever  held  the  stage. 
With  his  magnificent  gaiety  and  buoyancy, 
Wycherley  exaggerated  and  disfigured  the 
qualities  which  should  rule  the  comic 


stage,  but  they  were  there ;  he  was  a  ruf¬ 
fian,  but  a  ruffian  of  genius. — Gosse,  ED¬ 
MUND,  1897,  Short  History  of  Modern  Eng¬ 
lish  Literature,  p.  191. 

The  coarseness  of  Wycherley’s  touch  is 
nowhere  more  obvious  than  when  we  com¬ 
pare  the  picture  of  Fidelia,  the  girl  who 
loves  Manly  and  follows  him  to  sea  in 
man’s  clothes,  with  Shakespeare’s  Viola 
in  “Twelfth  Night.”  Fidelia,  with  whom 
we  are  expected  to  be  in  sympathy,  aids 
Manly  in  his  revolting  plot  against  Olivia. 
But  much  may  be  forgiven  on  account  of 
the  underplot  of  the  litigious  widow  Black- 
acre,  and  her  son  Jerry,  a  raw  squire. 
They  are  the  forerunners  of  Goldsmith’s 
Mrs.  Hardcastle  and  Tony  Lumpkin,  and 
of  Steele's  Humphry  Gubbin,  and  the 
scenes  in  which  they  appear  enabled  Wych¬ 
erley  to  make  use  of  such  knowledge  of 
the  law  as  he  had  picked  up  at  the  Temple, 
and  supply  a  much-needed  lighter  element 
to  the  play. — Aitken,  G.  A.,  1900,  Dic¬ 
tionary  of  National  Biography,  vol.  LXIII, 
p.  197. 

GENERAL 

.  .  .  Wycherley  earns  hard  whate’er  lie 

gains ; 

He  wants  no  Judgment,  and  he  spares  no 
Pains: 

He  frequently  excels;  and  at  the  least, 

Makes  fewer  Faults  than  any’ of  the  rest. 

— Rochester,  John  Wilmot  Earl,  1678, 
An  Allusion  to  the  Tenth  Satire  of  the  First 
Book  of  Horace. 

A  Gentleman,  whom  X  may  boldly  reckon 
amongst  the  Poets  of  the  First  Rank :  no 
Man  that  I  know,  except  the  Excellent 
Johnson,  having  outdone  him  in  Comedy; 
in  which  alone  he  has  imploy’d  his  Pen, 
but  with  that  Success,  that  few  have  be¬ 
fore,  or  will  hereafter  match  him. — Laxg- 
baine,  Gerard,  1691,  An  Account  of  the 
English  Dramaiick  Poets,  p.  514. 

The  satire,  wit,  and  strength  of  manly  Wych- 
erly. 

— -Dryden,  John,  1693,  Epistle  to  my 
dear  friend,  Mr.  Congreve ,  on  his  Comedy 
called  the  Double  Dealer. 

In  sense  and  numbers  if  yon  would  excel, 
Read  Wycherley,  consider  Dryden  well. 

In  one,  what  vig’rous  turns  of  fancy  shine! 

In  th’  other,  sirens  warblo  in  each  line. 
—Garth,  Sir  Sa.muel,  1696,  The  Dispen¬ 
sary,  Canto  iv. 

Methinks  Mr.  de  Muralt  should  have 
mention’d  an  excellent  comic  writer,  (liv¬ 
ing  when  he  was  in  England )  I  mean  Mr. 
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Wycherley,  who  was  a  long  time  known 
publickly  to  be  happy  in  the  good  graces 
of  the  most  celebrated  mistress  of  King 
Charles  the  second.  This  gentleman,  who 
pass’d  his  life  among  persons  of  the  high¬ 
est  distinction,  was  perfectly  well  ac¬ 
quainted  with  their  lives  and  their  follies, 
and  painted  them  with  the  strongest  pen¬ 
cil,  and  in  the  truest  colours.  He  has 
drawn  a  Misanthrope  or  man-hater,  in  imi¬ 
tation  of  that  of  Moliere.  All  Wycherley's 
strokes  are  stronger  and  bolder  than  those 
of  our  Misanthrope ,  but  then  they  are  less 
delicate,  and  the  rules  of  decorum  are  not 
so  well  observ’d  in  this  play.  The  English 
writer  has  corrected  the  only  defect  that 
is  in  Moliere's  Comedy,  the  thinness  of  the 
plot,  which  also  is  so  dispos’d,  that  the 
characters  in  it  do  not  enough  raise  our 
concern.  The  English  Comedy  affects  us, 
and  the  contrivance  of  the  plot  is  very  in¬ 
genious,  but  at  the  same  time  it  is  too 
bold  for  the  French  manners.  -Voltaire, 
Francois  Marie  Arouet,  1732?  Letters 
on  the  English  Nation,  p.  143. 

Wycherley  was  really  angry  with  me 
for  correcting  his  verses  so  much.  I  was 
extremely  plagued,  up  and  down,  for 
almost  two  years  with  them.  However,  it 
went  off  pretty  well  at  last ;  and  it  appears, 
by  the  edition  of  Wycherley’s  Posthumous 
Works,  that  he  had  followed  the  advice  I 
so  often  gave  him ;  and  that  he  had  gone 
so  far  as  to  make  some  hundreds  of  prose 
maxims  out  of  his  verses.— Those  verses 
that  are  published,  are  a  mixture  of  Wych¬ 
erley’s  own  original  lines,  with  a  great 
many  of  mine  inserted  here  and  there, 
(but  not  difficult  to  be  distinguished),  and 
some  of  Wycherley’s  softened  a  little  in 
the  running,  probably  by  Theobald,  who 
had  the  chief  care  of  that  edition. — Pope, 
Alexander,  1734-36,  Spence's  Anecdotes, 
cd.  Singer,  p.  113. 

Wycherley  was  ambitious  of  the  repu¬ 
tation  of  wit  and  libertinism;  and  he 
attained  it:  he  was  probably  capable  of 
reaching  the  fame  of  true  comedy  and  in¬ 
structive  ridicule. — Hume,  David,  1762, 
The  History  of  England,  Japies  II. 

If  he  had  composed  nothing  but  his 
poems,  he  would  have  been  one  of  the 
most  neglected  writers  in  the  English  lan¬ 
guage.— Granger,  James,  1769-1824, 
Biographical  History  of  England ,  vol.  V,  p. 
248. 

Wycherley  was  formed  for  his  times, 


and  the  times  for  him  ;  indeed  his  works 
were  too  voluptuous  for  any  but  the  gay 
“Charles’  golden  days;”  besides  they  are 
wanting  in  most  requisites  of  fine  writing ; 
yet  he  laboured  much  to  form  the  manners 
of  the  times,  which  procured  him  the  ap¬ 
pellation  of  slow  Wycherley,  from  Roches¬ 
ter.— Noble,  Mark,  1806,  A  Biograph¬ 
ical  History  of  England ,  vol.  I,  p.  239. 

Translated  into  real  life,  the  characters 
of  .  .  .  Wycherley’s  dramas,  are  prof¬ 
ligates  and  strumpets,  -the  business  of 
their  brief  existence,  tho  undivided  pur¬ 
suit  of  lawless  gallantry.  No  other  spring 
of  action,  or  possible  motive  of  conduct, 
is  recognized  ;  principles  which,  univer¬ 
sally  acted  upon,  must  reduce  this  frame 
of  things  to  a  chaos.  But  we  do  them 
wrong  in  so  translating  them.  No  such 
effects  are  produced  in  their  world.  When 
we  are  among  them,  we  are  amongst  a 
chaotic  people.  We  are  not  to  judge 
them  by  our  usages.  No  reverend  insti¬ 
tutions  are  insulted  by  their  proceedings, 

-for  they  have  none  among  them.  No 
peace  of  families  is  violated, — for  no  fam¬ 
ily  ties  exist  among  them.  No  purity  of 
the  marriage  bed  is  stained,  for  none  is 
supposed  to  have  a  being.  No  deep  affec¬ 
tions  are  disquieted,  no  holy  wedlock 
bands  are  snapped  asunder, — -for  affec¬ 
tion’s  depth  and  wedded  faith  are  not  of 
the  growth  of  that  soil.  There  is  neither 
right  or  wrong, — gratitude  or  its  oppo¬ 
site, — claim  or  duty,  paternity  or  son- 
ship.  Of  what  consequence  is  it  to  virtue, 
or  how  is  she  at  all  concerned  about  it, 
whether  Sir  Simon,  or  Dapperwit,  steal 
away  Miss  Martha;  or  who  is  the  father 
of  Lord  Froth’s,  or  Sir  Paul  Pliant’s  chil¬ 
dren? — Lamb,  Charles.  1824?  On  the 
Artificial  Comedy  of  the  Last  Century. 

Wycherley  has  justly  been  considered 
as  the  earliest  of  our  comic  prose  drama¬ 
tists,  who  forsook  the  fleeting  shapes  of 
custom  and  manners  that  were  brought  to 
their  gayest  head  in  Etherege,  for  the 
more  lasting  wit  and  humour  natural  to 
the  prevailing  qualities  of  mankind.  Eth¬ 
erege  was  the  “dandy”  of  the  prose  drama, 
and  Wycherley  the  first  man.  .  .  . 

He  is  somewhat  heavy  as  well  as  “brawny” 
in  his  step;  and  when  he  moves  faster,  it 
is  seldom  from  gayety.  He  has  “wit  at 
will”  also,  but  then  the  will  to  be  witty 
is  frequently  too  obvious.  It  has  too  ar¬ 
tificial  an  air  of  thought  and  antithesis. 
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His  best  scenes  are  those  of  cross  purposes, 
mutual  exposure,  or  the  contrast  of  nat¬ 
ural  with  acquired  cunning;  those,  in 
short,  in  which  reflection  and  design  have 
much  more  to  do  than  animal  spirits.  His 
style  is  pure  and  unaffected ,  and  clear¬ 
ness  and  force  are  his  characteristics,  in 
preference  to  what  is  either  engaging  or 
laughable  We  can  easily  believe  him  to 
have  been  a  “slow”  writer;  not  from 
dullness,  but  from  caro  and  consideration. 

Hunt,  Leigh,  1840,  cd The  Dramatic 
IForlm  of  Wycherley,  Congreve,  Vanbrugh , 
and  Far(juhar. 

Wycherley’s  plays  are  said  to  have  been 
the  produce  of  long  and  patient  labour. 
The  epithet  of  “slow”  was  early  given  to 
him  by  Rochester,  and  was  frequently  re¬ 
peated.  In  truth,  his  mind,  unless  we  are 
greatly  mistaken,  was  naturally  a  very 
meager  soil,  and  was  forced  only  by  great 
labour  and  outlay  to  bear  fruit,  which,  af¬ 
ter  all,  was  not  of  the  highest  flavour. 
He  has  scarcely  more  claim  to  originality 
than  Terence.  It  is  not  too  much  to  say, 
that  there  is  hardly  anything  of  the  least 
value  in  his  plays,  of  which  the  hint  is  not 
to  be  found  elsewhere.  The  best  scenes 
in  the  “Gentleman  Dancing-Master,”  were 
suggested  by  Calderon’s  Maestro  de  Dan- 
zar,  not  by  any  means  one  of  the  happiest 
comedies  of  the  great  Castilian  poet.  The 
“Country  Wife”  is  borrowed  from  the 
Ecole  des  Maris  and  the  Ecole  des  Femmes. 
The  groundwork  of  the  “Plain  Dealer” 
is  taken  from  the  Misanthrope  of  Moliere. 
One  whole  scene  is  almost  translated  from 
the  Critique  de  V Ecole  des  Femmes  ;  Fidelia 
is  Shakspeare’s  Viola  stolen,  and  marred 
in  the  stealing ;  and  the  Widow  Blackacre, 
beyond  comparison  Wycherley's  best 
comic  character,  is  the  Countess  in  Ra¬ 
cine’s  Plaideurs ,  talking  the  jargon  of  Eng¬ 
lish  instead  of  that  of  French  chicane.  - 
Macaulay,  Thomas  Babington,  1841, 
Comic  Dramatists  of  the  Restoration ,  Edin¬ 
burgh  Review ;  Critical  and  Miscellaneous 
Essays. 

Wycherley,  the  coarsest  writer  who  has 
polluted  the  stage.  .  .  .  His  style  is 

laboured,  and  troublesome  to  read.  His 
tone  is  virulent  and  bitter.  He  frequently 
forces  his  comedy  in  order  to  get  at  spite¬ 
ful  satire.  Effort  and  animosity  mark  all 
that  he  says  or  puts  into  the  mouths  of 
others.  .  .  .  We  find  in  him  no  poetry 
of  expression,  no  glimpse  of  the  ideal,  no 


system  of  morality  which  could  console, 
raise,  or  purify  men.  ...  If  Wych¬ 
erley  borrows  a  character  anywhere,  it  is 
only  to  do  it  violence,  or  degrade  it  to  the 
level  of  his  own  characters.  If  he  imi¬ 
tates  the  Agnes  of  Moliere,  as  he  does  in 
the  “Country  Wife,”  he  marries  her  in 
order  to  profane  marriage,  deprives  her 
of  honour,  still  more  of  shame,  still  more 
of  grace,  and  changes  her  artless  tender¬ 
ness  into  shameless  instincts  and  scandal¬ 
ous  confessions.  If  he  takes  Shakspeare’s 
Viola,  as  in  the  “Plain  Dealer,”  it  is  to 
drag  her  through  the  vileness  of  infamy, 
amidst  brutalities  and  surprises.  If  he 
translates  the  part  of  Celimene,  he  wipes 
out  at  one  stroke  the  manners  of  a  great 
lady,  the  woman’s  delicacy,  the  tact  of  the 
lady  of  the  house,  the  politeness,  the  re¬ 
fined  air,  the  superiority  of  wit  and  knowl¬ 
edge  of  the  world,  in  order  to  substi¬ 
tute  the  impudence  and  cheats  of  a  foul- 
mouthed  courtesan.  If  he  invents  an 
almost  innocent  girl,  Hippolita,  he  begins 
by  putting  into  her  mouth  words  that  will 
not  bear  transcribing.  Whatever  he  does 
or  says,  whether  he  copies  or  originates, 
blames  or  praises,  his  stage  is  a  defama¬ 
tion  of  mankind,  which  repels  even  when 
it  attracts,  and  which  sickens  one  while  it 
corrupts.  A  certain  gift  hovers  over  all 
— -namely,  vigour— which  is  never  absent 
in  England,  and  gives  a  peculiar  character 
to  their  virtues  as  to  their  vices.— Talne, 
H.  A.,  1871,  History  of  English  Literature, 
tr.  Van  Laun,  vol.  I,  bk.  iii,  ch.  i,  pp.  480, 
481,  483. 

Wycherley,  the  first  dramatist  of  the 
time,  remains  the  most  brutal  among  all 
writers  for  the  stage;  and  nothing  gives 
so  damning  an  expression  of  his  day  as 
the  fact  that  he  found  actors  to  repeat 
his  words  and  audiences  to  applaud  him. 

In  men  such  as  Wycherley  Milton  found 
types  for  the  Belial  of  his  great  poem, 
“than  whom  a  spirit  more  lewd  fell  not 
from  Heaven,  or  more  gross  to  love  vice 
for  itself.”  He  piques  himself  on  the 
frankness  and  “plain  dealing”  which 
painted  the  world  as  he  saw  it,  a  world  of 
brawls  and  assignations,  of  orgies  at 
Vauxhall  and  fights  with  the  watch,  of 
lies  and  double  entendres,  of  knaves  and 
dupes,  of  men  who  sold  their  daughters 
and  women  who  cheated  their  husbands. 
But  the  cynicism  of  Wycherley  was  no 
greater  than  that  of  the  men  about  him ; 


606 


WYCHERLEY— SOUTH 


and  in  mere  love  of  what  was  vile,  in  con¬ 
tempt  of  virtue  and  disbelief  in  purity  and 
honesty,  the  King  himself  stood  ahead  of 
any  of  hjs  subjects. — Green,  John  Rich¬ 
ard,  1874,  A  Short  History  of  the  English 
People ,  ck.  ix,  sec.  i. 

His  merits  lie  in  the  vigour  with  which 
his  characters  are  drawn,  the  clearness 
with  which  they  stand  out  from  one  an¬ 
other,  and  the  naturalness  with  which  he 
both  constructs  his  plots  and  chooses  his 
language.  As  for  his  plots,  they  are 
rarely  original,  and  in  the  main  based 
upon  Moliere;  but  Wycherley  neither  bor¬ 
rows  without  reflexion,  nor  combines  with¬ 
out  care.  The  wit  of  his  dialogue  is  less 
sparkling  and  spontaneous  than  that  of 
Congreve’s  or  of  Vanbrugh’s;  he  is,  as 
Leigh  Hunt  says,  somewhat  heavy  as  well 
as  brawny  in  his  step,  and  he  lacks  in  gen¬ 
eral  the  gaiety  of  spirit  which  is  the  most 
charming  phase  of  comic  humour.  On  the 
other  hand,  he  excels  in  satire  of  an  in¬ 
tenser  kind ;  his  sarcasms  are  as  keen  as 
they  are  cruel ;  and  the  cynicism  of  his 
wit  cannot  prevent  us  from  acknowledg¬ 
ing  its  power.  But  while  he  ruthlessly 
uncloaks  the  vices  of  his  age,  his  own 
moral  tone  is  affected  by  their  influence 
to  as  deplorable  a  degree  as  is  that  of  the 
most  light-hearted  and  unthinking  of  the 
dramatists  contemporary  with  him. — 
Ward,  Adolphus  William,  1875-99,  A 
History  of  English  Dramatic  Literature , 
vol.  Ill,  p.  462. 

Wycherley  has  this  merit,  that  he  was 
first  in  the  field  of  our  best  school  of 
comedy- writers.  He  virtually  began  the 
school  of  the  Restoration  comic  dramatists, 


the  so-called  comedy  of  manners.  True 
it  is  that  had  Moliere  not  written  com¬ 
edies  Wycherley  would  not  have  writ¬ 
ten  as  he  did,  and  it  must  be  admitted 
that  Sir  George  Etheredge  wrote  plays  as 
unconventionally  natural  so  far  as  dialogue 
is  concerned  as  Wycherley’s ;  but  Ether- 
edge's  comedies  are  altogether  beneath 
notice  as  literature,  while  Wycherley  is, 
and  ever  will  be,  a  true  English  classic. 
If  he  transferred  to  our  stage  whole  scenes 
from  Moliere,  ho  did  them  into  strong, 
nervous  English,  racy  with  mother  wit.— 
Ckawpurd,  Oswald,  1883,  ed.,  English 
Comic  Dramatists ,  p.  66. 

Whatever  the  cause,  he  was  lost  to  the 
Btage  at  thirty,  and  his  occasional  poet¬ 
ical  productions,  the  most  important  of 
which  have  been  already  noticed,  were  far 
from  qualifying  him  to  sit  in  the  seat  of 
Dryden.  lie  enjoyed,  nevertheless,  su¬ 
premacy  of  another  kind.  Regarded  as  an 
extinct  volcano,  he  gave  umbrage  to  no 
rivals ;  his  urbane  and  undemonstrative 
temper  kept  him  out  of  literary  feuds ;  all 
agreed  to  adore  so  benign  and  inoffensive 
a  deity,  and  the  general  respect  of  the  let¬ 
tered  world  fitly  culminated  in  Pope’s  ded¬ 
ication  of  his  “Homer”  to  him,  the  most 
splendid  literary  tribute  the  age  could  be¬ 
stow.—  Garnett,  Richard,  1895,  The  Age 
of  Dryden,  p.  126. 

In  Wycherley’s  plays  the  immorality  is 
more  realistic,  and  therefore  more  harm¬ 
ful,  than  in  other  Restoration  dramas; 
but  his  vigour  and  clearness  of  delineation 
are  his  greatest  merits.  -Aitken,  G.  A., 
1900,  Dictionary  of  National  Biography , 
vol.  lxiii,  p.  201. 


Robert  Soutli 

1634-1716 

Robert  South,  born  at  Hackney  in  1633,  from  Westminster  passed  as  a  student  to 
Christ  Church  in  1651.  In  1658  he  received  orders  from  a  deprived  bishop,  and  in 
1660  was  appointed  public  orator.  His  vigorous  sermons,  full  of  mockery  of  the  Puri¬ 
tans,  delighted  the  restored  royalists.  He  became  domestic  chaplain  to  Clarendon, 
prebendary  of  Westminster  in  1663,  canon  of  Christ  Church  in  1670,  rector  of  Islip  in 
Oxfordshire  in  1678,  and  chaplain  to  Clarendon’s  son  on  his  embassy  to  the  Polish 
court  of  John  Sobieski  (1676).  He  suppressed  his  disapproval  of  James  II.  ’s  Declara¬ 
tion  of  Indulgence,  “acquiesced  in”  the  Revolution,  but  blazed  out  with  anger  against 
the  proposed  scheme  of  Comprehension.  In  1693  began  his  great  controversy  with 
Sherlock,  Dean  of  St.  Paul’s,  who  had  defended  the  Trinity  against  the  Socinians. 
South  flung  his  “Animadversions”  anonymously  into  the  fray,  but  the  bitter  irony  and 
fierce  sarcasms  quickly  betrayed  his  hand.  Sherlock  published  a  “Defence.”  to  which 
South  rejoined  in  his  “TritheiBtn  charged  upon  Dr.  Sherlock.”  The  controversy  be¬ 
came  the  talk  of  the  town,  and  the  king  himself  interposed.  South  made  interest  for 
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Sacheverell,  and  is  said  to  have  refused  the  see  of  Rochester  and  deanery  of  Westmin¬ 
ster  (1713).  lie  died  Sth  July  1716.  [  1  is  sermons  fill  11  vols.  (1692-1744) : 

in  1717  appeared  his  “Posthumous  Works, ”  with  Memoir;  also  his  “Opera  I’osthuma 
Latina”  (all  republished  by  the  Clarendon  Press  in  1823).  See  his  “Sermons  on  Sev¬ 
eral  Occasions”  (new  ed.  1878),  Quai'terly  Review  (1868),  and  Dean  Lake  in  “Clas¬ 
sic  Preachers”  (1877). — PatkiCK  and  GkoOME,  eds.,  1897,  Chambers's  Biographical 
Dictionary,  p.  808. 


PERSONAL 

Odd’s  fish,  Lory,  your  chaplain  must  be 
a  bishop ;  therefore  put  me  in  mind  of  him 
at  the  next  death.— Charles  II.,  1677? 
To  Lord  Rochester. 

Pray,  my  lord,  desire  Dr.  South  to  die 
about  the  fall  of  the  leaf;  for  he  has  a 
prebend  of  Westminster  .  .  .  and  a  sin¬ 
ecure  in  the  country  .  .  .  which  my 
friends  have  often  told  me  would  fit  me 
extremely.—  Swift,  Jonathan,  1709,  Let¬ 
ter  to  Earl  of  Halifax ,  Jan .  13. 

Dr.  South  holds  out  still ;  but  he  cannot 
be  immortal.— Halifax,  Earl  of,  1709, 
Letter  to  Jonathan  Swift,  Oct.  6. 

Robert  South  stands  hardly  in  the  first 
rank,  but  he  has  never  been  surpassed,  and 
not  often  imitated,  in  his  own  style  as  a 
preacher.  He  was  a  stout  defender  of 
orthodoxy,  and  a  very  hard  hitter  of  his 
opponents.  Men  admired  him,  as  they 
have  admired  some  modern  preachers,  for 
the  sharp  things  he  said  ;  but  they  admired 
him  more  for  his  irrepressible  and  inimit¬ 
able  humour.  A  sermon  of  South’s  is  a 
perpetual  succession  of  jocularities ;  and 
the  churches  in  which  he  preached  re¬ 
sounded  with  the  laughter  of  the  congre¬ 
gations.  But  his  ridicule  was  always 
directed  against  pretence,  or  falseness, 
or  self-assertion,  or  pride — never  against 
anything  high  or  noble.  He  was  an  earn¬ 
est,  self-denying  ecclesiastic,  and  entirely 
without  aims  for  his  own  advancement. 
He  remained  content  with  preferment 
which  was  considered  slight  in  compari¬ 
son  to  his  genius,  and  died  a  poor  man, 
having  spent  his  income  on  good  works. 
— Hutton,  William  Holden,  1895,  Social 
England,  ed.  Traill,  vol.  iv,  p.  418. 

On  the  whole  perhaps  the  greatest 
preacher  of  his  age. — Garnett,  Richard, 
1895,  The  Age  of  Dry  den,  p.  223. 

South,  a  man  of  strong  prejudices  and 
warm  attachments,  was  never  a  self- 
seeker,  and,  when  he  changed  his  attitude, 
followed  what  appeared  to  be  the  dictates 
of  common  sense.  His  use  of  humour  in 
the  pulpit  suggested  to  Tillotson  a  want 


of  seriousness  in  his  character.  Yet  no 
preacher  was  more  direct  in  his  dealing 
with  the  vices  of  the  age,  no  court 
preacher  more  homely  in  his  appeals. 
His  humour  has  a  native  breadth  and 
freshness.  Like  Fuller’s  pleasant  turns, 
it  always  illuminates  his  subject;  but,  un¬ 
like  Fuller’s  conceits,  it  does  not  cloy. 
Baxter  says  that  South  was  “a  fluent,  ex- 
temporate  speaker,”  yet  tells  a  story  of 
his  breaking  down,  which  shows  that  in 
early  life  his  sermons  were  learnt  by  heart. 
Kennett  tells  of  his  attention  to  delivery, 
and  how  he  “worked  up  his  body”  as  he 
approached  his  points.  Wood’s  harsh 
judgment  on  South  is  said  to  have  been 
inspired  by  a  jest  with  which  South  re¬ 
ceived  Wood’s  mention  of  a  bodily  ailment 
from  which  he  suffered. — Gordon,  Alex¬ 
ander,  1898,  Dictionary  of  National  Biog¬ 
raphy,  vol.  Lin,  p.  276. 

SERMONS 

South  had  great  qualifications  for  that 
popularity  which  attends  the  pulpit;  and 
his  manner  was  at  that  time  original.  Not 
diffuse,  not  learned,  not  formal  in  argu¬ 
ment  like  Barrow,  with  a  more  natural 
structure  of  sentences;  a  more  pointed, 
though  by  no  means  a  more  fair  and  satis¬ 
factory,  turn  of  reasoning;  with  a  style 
clear  and  English,  free  from  all  pedantry, 
but  abounding  with  those  colloquial  nov¬ 
elties  of  idiom,  which,  though  now  become 
vulgar  and  offensive,  the  age  of  Charles 
II.  affected ;  sparing  no  personal  or  tem¬ 
porary  sarcasm,  but,  if  he  seems  for  a 
moment  to  tread  on  the  verge  of  buffoon¬ 
ery,  recovering  himself  by  some  stroke  of 
vigorous  sense  and  language, — such  was 
the  witty  Dr.  South,  whom  the  courtiers 
delighted  to  hear.  His  sermons  want  all 
that  is  called  unction,  and  sometimes  even 
earnestness,  which  is  owing,  in  a  great 
measure,  to  a  perpetual  tone  of  gibing  at 
rebels  and  fanatics ;  but  there  is  a  mascu¬ 
line  spirit  about  them,  which  combined 
with  their  peculiar  characteristics,  would 
naturally  fill  the  churches  where  he  might 
be  heard.— Ha llam,  Henry,  1837-39, 
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Introduction  to  the  Literature  of  Europe , 
pt.  iv,  ch.  ii,  par.  56. 

Of  all  the  English  preachers,  South 
seems  to  us  to  furnish,  in  point  of  style, 
the  truest  specimens  of  the  most  effective 
species  of  pulpit  eloquence.  We  are 
speaking,  it  must  be  remembered,  simply 
of  his  style:  we  offer  no  opinion  on  the 
degree  of  truth  or  error  in  the  system  of 
doctrines  he  embraced ;  and  for  his  un¬ 
christian  bitterness  and  often  unseemly 
wit,  would  be  the  last  to  offer  any  apology. 
But  his  robust  intellect — his  shrewd  com¬ 
mon  sense — his  vehement  feelings — 'and  a 
fancy  ever  more  distinguished  by  force 
than  by  elegance,  admirably  qualified  him 
for  a  powerful  public  speaker.  His  style 
is  accordingly  marked  by  all  the  charac¬ 
teristics  which  might  naturally  be  ex¬ 
pected  from  the  possession  of  such  quali¬ 
ties.  It  is  everywhere  direct,  condensed, 
pungent.  His  sermons  are  well  worthy 
of  frequent  and  diligent  perusal  by  every 
young  preacher. — Rogers,  Henry,  1840, 
The  British  Pulpit ,  Edinburgh  Review,  vol. 
72,  p.  82. 

No  explorer  of  the  thorny  tracts  of  the¬ 
ology  can  ever  forget  his  exhilaration  of 
spirit  on  first  reading  the  sermons  of  Dr. 
South,  the  shrewdest,  sharpest,  bitterest, 
and  wittiest  of  English  divines.  His  char¬ 
acter,  formed  by  a  curious  interpenetra¬ 
tion  of  strong  prejudices  and  great  pow¬ 
ers,  and  colored  by  the  circumstances  of 
his  age  and  position,  is  one  of  the  most 
peculiar  in  English  literature,  and,  as 
displayed  in  his  works,  repays  the  most 
assiduous  study.  In  some  points  he  re¬ 
minds  us  of  Sydney  Smith,  though  distin¬ 
guished  from  him  by  many  striking  indi¬ 
vidualities,  and  utterly  opposed  to  him 
in  political  sentiment  and  principle.  He 
is  a  grand  specimen  of  the  old  Tory;  and 
he  enforced  his  Toryism  with  a  courage, 
heartiness,  and  wealth  of  intellectual  re¬ 
sources,  to  which  tho  warmest  radical 
could  hardly  refuse  admiration  and  re¬ 
spect. — Whipple,  Edwin  P,,  1846,  Essays 
and  Reviews ,  vol.  ii,  p.  74. 

The  English  language  affords  no  higher 
specimen  of  its  richness  and  strength  than 
is  to  be  found  in  this  beautiful  discourse. 

Every  student  for  the  Pulpit  or 
the  Bar  should  read  this  eloquent  Sermon. 
— Montagu,  Basil,  1860,  ed.  Adam  in 
Paradise,  Preface . 

I  have  been  re-reading  South's  sermons, 


and  like  the  handsome  way  he  has  of  tak¬ 
ing  everything  for  granted  while  he  seems 
to  be  arguing  its  probability.  But  you 
can  hear  as  good  at  St.  Paul's— I  was  go¬ 
ing  to  say. — Lowell,  James  Russell, 
1800,  Letters,  ed.  Norton,  Dec.  18,  vol.  ii,  p. 
428. 

Robert  South  stands  midway  between 
the  older  and  the  newer  generation.  He 
preached  good  sense  and  good  morals  with 
masculine  force,  but  he  was  not  a  recon¬ 
ciler,  rather  he  was  an  unflinching  com¬ 
batant,  and  a  too  truculent  victor ;  among 
his  gifts  the  grace  of  charity  can  hardly 
be  reckoned;  he  sets  forth  his  gospel  of 
good  morals  with  great  intellectual  clear¬ 
ness  and  energy,  but  rarely  with  what  we 
understand  by  unction.  .  .  .  South's 

preaching  was  not  dry  or  cold;  through 
the  vigour  and  perspicacity  of  his  intel¬ 
lect,  aided  by  the  power  of  a  strong  rhet¬ 
oric,  he  rises  at  times  to  a  kind  of  ra¬ 
tional  enthusiasm.  -Dowden,  Edward, 
1900,  Puritan  and  Anglican,  pp.  325,  326. 

GENERAL 

South’s  sentences  are  gems,  hard  and 
shining:  Voltaire’s  look  like  them,  but 
are  only  French  paste.  -Hare,  A.  W.  and 
J.  C.,  1827-48,  Guesses  at  Truth ,  First 
Series. 

Thro’  listening  palaces  did  rliymeless  South 
Pour  sparkling  waters  from  Uis  golden 
mouth. 

— Landor,  Walter  Savage,  1846,  Satir¬ 
ists. 

As  a  writer.  Dr.  South  is  conspicuous 
for  good  practical  sense,  for  a  deep  in¬ 
sight  into  human  character,  for  liveliness 
of  imagination,  and  exuberant  invention, 
and  for  a  wit  that  knew  not  always  the 
limit  of  propriety.  In  perspicuity,  co¬ 
piousness,  and  force  of  expression,  he  has 
few  superiors  among  English  writers. — 
Cleveland,  Charles  D.,  1848,  A  Com¬ 
pendium  of  English  Literature ,  p.  363. 

Nor  can  the  ingenuity,  the  subtlety,  the 
brilliancy  of  South,  though  too  exuberant 
in  point,  and  drawing  away  the  attention 
from  the  subject  to  the  epigrammatic 
diction,  be  regarded  otherwise  than  as 
proofs  of  the  highest  order  of  intellect. — 
Brougham,  Henry  Lord,  1856,  Contribu¬ 
tions  to  Edinburgh  Review ,  vol.  i,  p.  128. 

South  astonishes  us  by  his  wit,  while  he 
instructs  us  with  his  wisdom. — Porter, 
Noah,  1870,  Books  and  Reading ,  p.  20. 
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He  who  was  called  the  wittiest  of  eccle¬ 
siastics,  Robert  South,  as  different  from 
Barrow  in  his  character  and  life  as  in  his 
works  and  his  mind;  armed  for  war,  an 
impassioned  royalist,  a  partisan  of  divine 
right  and  passive  obedience,  an  acrimon¬ 
ious  controversialist,  a  defamer  of  the 
dissenters,  a  foe  to  the  Act  of  Toleration, 
who  never  refused  to  use  in  his  enmities 
the  licence  of  an  insult  or  a  foul  word. 

•  .  .  His  style  is  anecdotic,  striking, 

abrupt,  with  change  of  tone,  forcible  and 
clownish  gestures,  with  every  species  of 
originality,  vehemence,  and  boldness.  He 
sneers  in  the  pulpit,  he  rails,  he  plays  the 
mimic  and  comedian.  lie  paints  his  char¬ 
acters  as  if  he  had  them  before  his  eyes. 
The  audience  will  recognise  the  originals 
again  in  the  streets;  they  could  put  the 
names  to  the  portraits.  Taine,  II.  A., 
1871,  History  of  English  Literature ,  tr. 
Van  Laun,  voL  ll,  bk.  iii,  ch.  iii,  pp.  65,  66. 

A  quick  and  powerful  intellect,  solider- 
udition.  a  superlative  command  of  homely 
racy  English,  and  wit  of  unsurpassed 
brilliancy,  make  a  combination  that,  in  a 
literary  point  of  view,  places  the  posses¬ 
sor  at  least  on  a  level  with  Taylor  and  Bar- 
row.  Doubtless  his  fame  would  have  been 
equal  to  his  powers  had  he  not  mistaken  his 
vocation.  lie  shows  little  religious  earn¬ 
estness,  and  without  that ,  devotional,  and 
even  controversial,  religious  works  can 
hardly  pretend  to  the  first  rank.  He  was 
an  earnest  Churchman,  but  not  an  earnest 
Christian.  Minto,  William,  1872-80, 
Manual  of  English  Prose  Literature,  p.  334. 

No  person  who  is  wont  to  slake  his  in¬ 
tellectual  thirst  at  “the  wells  of  English 
undefiled/’  will  soon  forget  the  tingling 
delight,  the  exhilaration  of  mind  and 
spirit,  with  which  he  first  read  the  ser¬ 
mons  of  Robert  South,  the  shrewdest,  most 
caustic,  most  firey,  and,  with  the  excep¬ 
tion  of  Thomas  Fuller,  the  wittiest  of  the 
old  English  divines.  Among  the  giants  of 
English  theology  he  stands  alone.  .  .  . 
He  was  a  kind  of  Tory  Sydney  Smith,  yet 
lacking  the  genial,  sunny  disposition,  and 
the  humor,  of  that  divine  wit  and  witty 
divine;  and  in  reading  his  works,  it  is  dif¬ 
ficult  to  say  which  is  mo3t  to  be  admired, 
the  thorough  grasp  and  exhaustive  treat¬ 
ment  of  the  subject,  the  masterly  arrange¬ 
ment  of  the  thoughts,  or  the  vitality,  en¬ 
ergy  and  freshness  of  expression,  which 
have  given  his  sermons  a  higher  place  in 


the  library  of  the  scholar  than  even  in  that 
of  the  theologian  or  the  pulpit  orator. 
.  .  .  South’s  writings  are  a  storehouse 

of  vehement  expression,  such  as  can  be 
found  in  no  other  English  writer.  He  had 
at  his  command  the  whole  vocabulary  of 
abuse,  satire,  and  scorn,  and,  when  his  ire 
was  aroused,  he  was  never  niggard  of 
the  treasures  of  his  indignant  rhetoric. 
Against  everything,  especially,  which  mili¬ 
tated  with  the  doctrines  or  ceremonies  of 
the  English  church,  he  hurled  his  anathe¬ 
mas  and  shot  his  sarcasms.  Radical  edi¬ 
tors  should  study  his  writings  day  and 
night;  nowhere  else  (except  in  Milton) 
will  they  find  such  biting  words  and  sting¬ 
ing  phrases  with  which  to  denounce  wicked 
men,  wicked  institutions,  and  wicked  prac¬ 
tices.  The  intensity  of  thought  and  feel¬ 
ing  which  burns  through  his  writings  has 
hardly  any  parallel  in  English  literature. 
It  has  been  compared  to  the  unwearied 
fire  of  the  epic  poet.  There  are  times 
when  he  seems  to  wrestle  with  his  subject, 
as  if  he  would  grind  it  into  powder;  and 
when  he  seems  to  say  all  that  he  does  say 
to  us,  only  that  we  may  conjecture  how 
much  more  he  could  say  if  he  were  able  to 
wreak  his  thoughts  upon  expression.  It 
has  been  truly  said  that  many  sentences 
in  his  works  appear  torn  from  his  brain  by 
main  strength,  expressing  not  only  the 
thought  he  intended  to  convey,  but  a  kind 
of  impatient  rage  that  it  did  not  come 
with  less  labor.  With  all  his  command  of 
language,  he  seems  often  to  struggle  with 
it  in  order  to  wrestle  from  it  words  enough 
for  his  wealth  of  thought. — Mathews, 
William,  1877,  Hours  With  Men  and 
Books,  pp.  58,  71. 

His  style  is  voluble  and  nervous;  he 
runs  while  he  talks,  and  without  pausing 
he  snatches,  now  from  one  side  and  now 
from  the  other,  missiles,  ornaments,  ob¬ 
jects  of  every  description,  all  of  which 
find  their  proper  places  in  his  motley  dis¬ 
course.  He  never  hesitates  to  invite  vir¬ 
ulence,  buffoonery,  or  even  downright 
hateful  faslehood  to  adorn  his  attacks 
upon  a  brother  divine,  and,  as  Stillingfleet 
said,  waits  in  figurative  lanes  and  argu¬ 
mentative  narrow  passages  ready  to  be¬ 
spatter  his  opponents  with  dirt  amid  fits 
of  roguish  laughter.  There  is  something 
impish  about  Dr.  South. — Gosse,  Edmund, 
1888,  A  History  of  Eighteenth  Century  Lit - 
erature ,  p.  100. 
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“  The  Scourge  of  Fanaticism .”  An  epi¬ 
thet  conferred  on  Robert  South,  a  noted 
English  preacher.  He  had  sharp  wit,  keen 
satire,  and  was  a  man  to  be  admired  and 
not  imitated.  He  was  embittered  against 
Dissenters.  He  was  not  diffuse,  not 
learned, but  he  had  ingenuity, subtlety,  and 
brilliancy,  and  in  his  sermons  often  ap¬ 
proached  buffoonery, which  madehim  popu¬ 
lar  with  the  courtiers. — Frey,  Albert  R., 
1888,  Sobriquets  and  Nicknames,  p.  315. 

Was  as  witty  in  rhetoric  as  he  was  fierce 
in  controversy. — Brooke,  Stopford  A., 
1896,  English  Literature ,  p.  179. 

The  most  masculine  of  English  seven¬ 
teenth-century  writers  except  Hobbes,  and 


indeed  a  sort  of  orthodox  pair  to  that 
writer.  .  .  His  literary  reputation 

rests  upon  his  numerous  and  very  remark¬ 
able  sermons.  .  .  South  has  still 

something  of  Elizabethan  conceit  and 
word-play,  and  a  great  deal  of  Jacobean 
scholasticism.  .  .  .  While  he  never 

has  the  beauty  of  Taylor,  while  he  lacks 
the  easy  lambent  light  of  Fuller’s  wit,  he 
is  in  better  fighting  trim,  better  balanced, 
less  unequal  and  disquieting  than  either, 
and  provides  in  almost  all  his  work  quite 
admirable  examples  of  the  more  scholastic 
prose. — Saintsbury,  George,  1898,  A 
Short  History  of  English  Literature ,  pp. 
443,  444. 


Andrew  Fletcher 

1655-1716 

Andrew  Fletcher,  of  Saltoun,  was  educated  by  Bishop  Burnet,  then  minister  of 
Saltoun.  He  first  appears  as  Commissioner  for  East  Lothian  in  the  Scotch  Parliament ; 
but  his  opposition  to  the  court  occasioned  his  outlawry  and  the  confiscation  of  his 
estates.  In  1685  he  engaged  in  Monmouth’s  rebellion,  but  quarrelled  with  a  fellow- 
officer  named  Dare,  and  shot  him.  Monmouth  was  obliged  to  dismiss  Fletcher,  who 
withdrew  to  the  Continent,  and  entered  the  Austrian  service  against  the  Turks.  In 
1688  he  joined  William  of  Orange  at  the  Hague,  and  after  the  Revolution  his  estates 
were  restored  to  him.  He  soon  joined  the  “Club,”  a  body  of  politicians  who  were 
dissatisfied  with  the  Revolution  Settlement  in  Scotland.  Proud  of  his  good  family  and 
theoretical  Liberalism,  Fletcher  hated  monarchy  and  democracy :  and  desired  to  make 
Scotland  an  oligarchical  republic,  of  the  Venetian  or  Bernese  type.  At  this  time  he 
published  two  “Discourses”  concerning  the  affairs  of  Scotland,  in  one  of  which  he 
recommended  predial  slavery  as  a  remedy  for  pauperism.  He  formed  a  friendship 
with  Paterson,  the  originator  of  the  Bank  of  England,  and  supported  his  Darien 
scheme.  In  Anne’s  reign  he  led  the  “Patriots”  in  their  opposition  to  the  Union.  In 
1703  he  introduced  his  “Limitations”  for  Queen  Anne’s  successor,  some  of  which 
strangely  anticipate  modern  Liberalism,  and  was  a  prime  mover  of  the  “Bill  of  Secur¬ 
ity,”  which  passed  in  1704,  while  the  “Limitations”  were  accepted  in  1705.  But, 
finding  he  could  not  withstand  the  Union,  he  exerted  his  influence  more  practically  to 
secure  freedom  of  trade.  This  attitude,  rather  than  any  real  connection  with  the 
Jacobite  conspiracies,  led  to  his  arrest  in  1708. — Low  and  Pulling,  eds.,  1884,  Dic¬ 
tionary  of  English  History ,  p.  464. 


PERSONAL 

Here  is  one  Fletcher,  Laird  of  Saltoun, 
lately  come  from  Scotland.  He  is  an  in¬ 
genious  but  a  violent  fanatic,  and  doubt¬ 
less  hath  some  commission,  for  I  hear  he 
is  very  busy  and  very  virulent. — Preston, 
Lord,  1683,  Letter  to  Lord  Halifax  from 
Paris ,  Oct.  5. 

A  Scotch  gentleman  of  great  parts,  and 
many  virtues,  but  a  most  violent  republi¬ 
can,  and  extravagantly  passionate. — Bur¬ 
net,  Gilbert,  1715-34,  History  of  My 
Own  Time. 

One  of  the  brightest  of  our  gentry. 


remarkable  for  his  fine  taste  in  all  manner 
of  polite  learning,  his  curious  library,  his 
indefatigable  diligence  in  every  thing  he 
thought  might  benefit  and  improve  his 
country. — Wodrow,  Robert,  1721-22, 
History  of  the  Sufferings  of  the  Church  of 
Scotland ,  vol.  IV,  p.  227. 

A  low,  thin  man,  brown  complexion, 
full  of  fire,  with  a  stern,  sour  look.— 
Macky,  John,  1733,  Memoirs  of  his  Secret 
Services,  p.  223. 

A  most  arrogant,  conceited  pedant  in 
politics;  cannot  endure  the  least  contra¬ 
diction  in  any  of  his  visions  or  paradoxes. 
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— Swift,  Jonathan,  1745?  Remarks  on 
the  Characters  of  The  Court  of  Queen 
Anne ,  note. 

A  man  distinguished  by  learning  and 
eloquence,  distinguished  also  by  courage, 
disinterestedness,  and  public  spirit,  but  of 
an  irritable  and  impracticable  temper. 
Like  many  of  his  most  illustrious  contem¬ 
poraries,  Milton  for  example,  Harrington, 
Marvel,  and  Sidney.  Fletcher  had,  from 
the  misgovernment  of  several  successive 
princes,  conceived  a  strong  aversion  to 
hereditary  monarchy.  Yet  he  was  no 
democrat.  He  was  the  head  of  an  ancient 
Norman  house,  and  was  proud  of  his  de¬ 
scent.  He  was  a  fine  speaker  and  a  fine 
writer,  and  was  proud  of  his  intellectual 
superiority.  Both  in  his  character  of 
gentleman,  and  in  his  character  of  scholar, 
he  looked  down  with  disdain  on  the  com¬ 
mon  people,  and  was  so  little  disposed  to 
entrust  them  with  political  power  that  he 
thought  them  unfit  even  to  enjoy  personal 
freedom.  It  is  a  curious  circumstance 
that  this  man,  the  most  honest,  fearless, 
and  uncompromising  republican  of  his 
time,  should  have  been  the  author  of  a 
plan  for  reducing  a  large  part  of  the  work¬ 
ing  classes  of  Scotland  to  slavery.  He 
bore,  in  truth,  a  lively  resemblance  to 
those  Roman  Senators  who,  while  they 
hated  the  name  of  King,  guarded  the  priv¬ 
ileges  of  their  order  with  inflexible  pride 
against  the  encroachments  of  the  multi¬ 
tude,  and  governed  their  bondmen  and 
bondwomen  by  means  of  the  stocks  and 
the  scourge.— Macaulay,  Thomas  Bab- 
ington,  1849,  History  of  England,  ch.  v. 

There  are  books,  like  “Robert  Elsmere,” 
written  to  illustrate  passing  interest,  or 
to  picture  transitory  events.  They  are 
received  with  much  enthusiasm,  provoke 
much  discussion,  and  monopolise  public 
attention  fora  time,  and  then  are  forgot¬ 
ten  as  others  serving  the  same  purpose  in 
constantly  changing  conditions  take  their 
place.  And  there  are  men  like  these 
books — Sordellos  who  are  born  in  times 
when  activity  must  be  spent  on  interests 
and  events  soon  to  be  forgotten,  who 
adopt  attitudes  which  do  not  make  history, 
and  who,  though  they  play  a  large  part  in 
their  own  day,  have  little  influence  on,  be¬ 
cause  they  have  little  sympathy  with,  the 
future.  Their  ability  cannot  save  them  ; 
the  storms  and  passions  they  raise  or  quell 
cannot  make  them  live ;  their  proportions 


in  their  own  time  are  not  their  proportions 
in  history.  Contemporaries  who  were 
weak  in  comparison  with  them  often  be¬ 
come  of  great  magnitude  and  live,  whilst 
they  pass  away  and  are  hidden  amongst 
the  majority  of  men.  One  of  these,  to 
whom  posterity  has  done  but  scant  justice, 
is  Andrew  Fletcher  of  Saltoun.  On  the 
one  hand,  as  a  parliamentary  representa¬ 
tive,  he  supported  a  party  which  was 
routed  and  which  has  left  no  trace  in  his¬ 
tory;  on  the  other,  as  a  political  philoso¬ 
pher,  he  was  at  once  before  and  behind 
his  time.  Yet  of  no  man  could  it  be  more 
truly  said  that  he  erred  on  the  side  of  up¬ 
rightness,  that  he  ordered  his  life  too 
much  in  accordance  with  principle,  that 
his  honesty  deprived  his  country  of  the 
brilliance  of  his  talents.  As  a  politician, 
he  stood  head  and  shoulders  over  his  con¬ 
temporaries;  he  played  a  leading  part  in 
every  revolutionary  project  of  his  troubled 
times;  as  a  writer  and  man  of  letters  he 
was  one  of  the  most  cultured  and  erudite 
of  his  day;  and  as  a  patriot  he  rose  su¬ 
preme  in  a  crisis  when  patriotism  was 
never  so  strong,  and  when  no  greater  temp¬ 
tations  were  ever  held  out  to  public  men 
to  abandon  it. — MacDonald,  J.  R.,  1893, 
Andrew  Fletcher ,  The  Scottish  Review ,  voL 
22,  p.  61. 

Whose  personality  is  embalmed  by  his 
saying  or  quotatiou  about  the  ballads  of 
a  nation ;  and  by  his  not  quite  sense¬ 
less  crotchet  about  enslaving  beggars.— 
Saintsbury,  George,  1898,  A  Short  His¬ 
tory  of  English  Literature ,  p.  523. 

GENERAL 

His  countryman,  Andrew  Fletcher,  is  a 
better  master  of  English  style:  he  writes 
with  purity,  clearness,  and  spirit;  but  the 
substance  is  so  much  before  his  eyes,  that 
he  is  little  solicitous  about  language. — 
Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction 
to  the  Literature  of  Europe,  pt.  iv,  ch.  vii, 
par.  44. 

As  an  accurate  descriptive  writer  of  the 
manners  of  his  time  he  ranks  high.  His 
pictures  are  generally  sad,  though  his 
hopes  were  ever  bright.  They  are  full  of 
gloom,  with  the  shades  dull  and  dark  and 
full  of  awe;  but,  vivid  with  picturesque 
terseness,  they  lift  his  writings  above  the 
fleeting  reputation  of  an  essayist  into  the 
position  of  valuable  historical  materials. 
Sir  Walter  Scott  was  among  the  first  to 
recognize  this  value  of  his  being  a  limner 
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of  national  life;  and  in  the  novelist’s 
pages  we  come  across  quotations  from 
Fletcher,  which  give  us  glimpses  into  the 
cavalier-like  manners  of  the  time  and  the 
doplorable  state  of  the  country.  His  ac¬ 
curacy  is  undoubted,  and  a  page  of  his 
description  is  like  a  table  of  statistics 
clothed  in  realization. — Purves,  James, 
1882,  Fletcher  of  Saltoun’a  Writings,  The 
Antiquary,  vol.  6,  p .  151. 

As  a  writer  he  is  superior  to  any  Scotch¬ 
man  of  his  age,  and  his  oratory,  nervous 
and  incisive,  is  made  eloquent  by  his  sin¬ 
cerity  and  earnestness. — Espinasse,  Fran¬ 
cis,  1889,  Dictionary  of  National  Biogra¬ 
phy,  vol.  XIX,  p.  296. 

Fletcher  wrote  as  he  must  have  spoken, 
clearly  and  simply.  Always  full  of  his 
subjects,  he  strung  his  arguments  in  a 
plain  sequence,  using  little  or  no  rhetoric, 
and  seeking  no  illustration  except  in  his¬ 
tory,  from  which  he  had  extracted  a  mar 
vellously  sound  philosophy.  Comparison 
with  his  pedantic  Scottish  contemporaries 
lifts  him  high  above  them  all  in  style,  his 
distinguishing  qualities  being  a  just  choice 
of  words,  neatness  of  construction,  and  a 
certain  elegance,  which  is  in  itself  evi¬ 
dence  of  the  breadth  of  his  culture.  He 
has  recourse  to  no  passion  as  an  aid  to 


persuasion,  except  that  of  patriotism,  and 
though  he  continually  works  upon  the  self- 
interest  of  his  audience,  the  largeness  and 
dignity  of  that  interest  at  once  save  his 
theme  from  debasement  and  elevate  the 
tone  of  his  eloquence.  He  may  be  classed 
as  a  strenuous  debater,  rather  than  as  an 
orator. —Wallace,  W.,  1894,  English 
Prose,  ed.  Craik ,  vol .  Ill,  p.  346. 

In  point  of  style  Fletcher  is  unique. 
He  had  no  models.  If  he  had  written  ten 
or  fifteen  years  later,  it  might  have  been 
supposed  that  he  had  imitated  Addison; 
for,  especially  in  the  “Account  of  a  Con¬ 
versation,’’  the  style  of  Fletcher  resem¬ 
bles  the  style  of  Addison.  But  he  had 
ceased  to  write  long  before  the  “Spccfa- 
tor ”  appeared.  To  Burnet  he  doubtless 
owed  a  sound  classical  education,  and  a 
knowledge  of  political  history.  The  clear¬ 
ness  and  elegance  of  his  style,  however, 
were  certainly  not  learned  from  Burnet, 
but  were  evidently  the  result  of  studying, 
very  closely,  the  literature  of  Greece  and 
Rome,  from  which  he  loves  to  draw  illus¬ 
trations  for  the  purpose  of  enforcing  his 
own  theories  of  government,  and  his  pecul¬ 
iar  political  schemes. — Omond,  G.  W.  T., 
1897,  Fletcher  of  Saltoun  ( Famous  Scots 
Series),  p.  150. 


John  Lord  Somers 

1651-1716 


Somers  studied  at  Oxford,  was  admitted  to  the  bar,  and  was  one  of  the  counsel  for 
the  famous  seven  bishops,  in  1681.  In  1692  he  became  Attorney-General,  and  in  1697 
was  made  Lord  Chancellor,  and  raised  to  the  peerage.  He  was  afterwards  deprived 
of  his  Chancellorship  and  impeached,  but  was  acquitted.  Somers  was  chairman  of  the 
committee  that  drafted  the  celebrated  Declaration  of  Right,  in  1689.  IForA*: — The 
works  that  Somers  has  left  are  scarcely  proportionate  to  his  great  fame  as  a  jurist.  His 
speeches  were  never  preserved.  The  most  important  of  his  published  works  are  “A  Brief 
History  of  the  Succession  of  the  Crown,”  and  “The  Security  of  Englishmen’s  Lives,”  a 
treatise  on  grand  juries.  Besides  his  graver  works,  Somers  is  the  author  of  the  trans¬ 
lation  of  Dido’s  “Epistle  to  ^Eneas,”  and  of  Plutarch’s  “Alcibiades, ”  in  Tonson's 
English  versions  of  Ovid  and  Plutarch.  The  “Declaration  of  Right”  is  conjectured  to 
have  emanated  wholly  from  him,  and  also  King  William’s  last  Speech  to  Parliament. 
—Hart,  John  S.,  1872,  A  Manual  of  English  Literature,  p.  238. 


PERSONAL 

The  life,  the  soul,  and  the  spirit  of  his 
party.— Sunderland,  Robert  Spencer, 
Earl,  1701,  To  King  William,  Sept.  11; 
Miscellaneous  State  Papers,  vol.  ill,  p.  446. 
A  shallow  statesman ,  though  of  mighty  fame 
An  unjust  judge,  and  blemish  of  the  mace, 
Witness  the  banker  s’  long- depending  case, 


— Shippen,  William?,  1704,  Faction  Dis¬ 
played. 

He  was  very  learned  in  his  own  pro¬ 
fession,  with  a  great  deal  more  learning 
in  other  professions,  in  divinity,  philoso¬ 
phy,  and  history.  He  had  a  great  capac¬ 
ity  for  business,  with  an  extraordinary 
temper;  for  he  was  fair  and  gentle. 
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perhaps  to  a  fault, considering  his  post.  So 
that  he  had  all  the  patience  and  softness, 
as  well  as  the  justice  and  equity,  becom¬ 
ing  a  great  magistrate. — Burnet,  Gil¬ 
bert,  1715-34,  History  of  My  Own  Time. 

His  life  was,  in  every  part  of  it,  set  off 
with  that  graceful  modesty  and  reserve, 
which  made  his  virtues  more  beautiful,  the 
more  they  were  cast  in  such  agreeable 
shades.  .  .  .  His  greatest  humanity  ap¬ 
peared  in  the  minutest  circumstances  of 
his  conversation.  You  found  it  in  the  be¬ 
nevolence  of  his  aspect,  the  complacency 
of  his  behaviour,  and  the  tone  of  his  voice. 
His  great  application  to  the  severer  stud¬ 
ies  of  the  law,  had  not  infected  his  tem¬ 
per  with  anything  positive  or  litigious. 
He  did  not  know  what  it  was  to  wrangle 
on  indifferent  points,  to  triumph  in  the 
superiority  of  his  understanding,  or  to  be 
supercilious  on  the  side  of  truth.  He 
joined  the  greatest  delicacy  of  good  breed¬ 
ing  to  the  greatest  strength  of  reason. 

.  .  .  His  principles  were  founded  in  rea¬ 
son,  and  supported  by  virtue;  and,  there¬ 
fore,  did  not  lie  at  the  mercy  of  ambi¬ 
tion.  avarice,  or  resentment.  His  notions 
were  no  less  steady  and  unshaken,  than 
just  and  upright.— Addison,  Joseph, 
1716,  The  Freeholder ,  No.  39. 

Somers,  whose  timorous  nature,  joined 
with  the  trade  of  a  common  lawyer,  and  the 
consciousness  of  a  mean  extraction,  had 
taught  him  the  regularity  of  an  alderman, 
or  a  gentleman  usher.  -Swift,  Jonathan, 
1719,  Letter  to  Lora  Bolingbroke,  Dec.  19. 

One  of  those  divine  men,  who,  like  a 
chapel  in  a  palace,  remain  unprofaned, 
while  all  the  rest  is  tyranny,  corruption, 
and  folly.  All  the  traditional  accounts  of 
him,  the  historians  of  the  last  age,  and 
its  best  authors,  represent  him  as  the 
most  incorrupt  lawyer,  and  the  honestest 
statesman  ;  as  a  masterly  orator,  a  genius 
of  the  finest  taste,  and  as  a  patriot  of  the 
noblest  and  most  extensive  views;  as  a 
man,  who  dispensed  blessings  by  his  life, 
and  planned  them  for  posterity.  He  was 
at  once  the  model  of  Addison,  and  the 
touchstone  of  Swift:  the  one  wrote  from 
him,  the  other  for  him. — Walpole,  Hor¬ 
ace,  1758,  A  Catalogue  of  the  Royal  and 
Noble  Authors  of  England ,  Scotland  and 
Ireland,  vol.  IV,  p.  76. 

In  truth,  he  united  all  the  qualities  of 
a  great  judge,  an  intellect  comprehensive, 
quick  and  acute,  diligence,  integrity, 


patience, suavity.  In  council,  the  calm  wis¬ 
dom,  which  he  possessed  in  a  measure 
rarely  found  among  men  of  parts  so  quick 
and  of  opinions  so  decided  as  his,  acquired 
for  him  the  authority  of  an  oracle.  The 
superiority  of  his  powers  appeared  not 
less  clearly  in  private  circles.  The  charm 
of  his  conversation  was  heightened  by  the 
frankness  with  which  he  poured  out  his 
thoughts.  His  good  temper  and  his  good 
breeding  never  failed.  His  gesture,  his 
look,  his  tones  were  expressive  of  benev¬ 
olence.  His  humanity  was  the  more  re¬ 
markable  ;  because  he  had  received  from 
nature  a  body  such  as  is  generally  found 
united  with  a  peevish  and  irritable  mind. 
His  life  was  one  long  malady:  his  nerves 
were  weak  :  his  complexion  was  livid  :  his 
face  was  prematurely  wrinkled.  Yet  his 
enemies  could  not  pretend  that  he  had  ever 
once,  during  a  long  and  troubled  public 
life,  been  goaded,  even  by  sudden  provo¬ 
cation,  into  vehemence  inconsistent  with 
the  mild  dignity  of  his  character.  AT 
that  was  left  to  them  was  to  assert  the 
his  disposition  was  very  far  from  being  d 
gentle  as  the  world  believed,  that  he  wat 
really  prone  to  the  angry  passions,  and 
that  sometimes,  while  his  voice  was  soft, 
and  his  words  kind  and  courteous,  his  del¬ 
icate  frame  was  almost  convulsed  by  sup¬ 
pressed  emotion.  It  will  perhaps  be 
thought  that  this  reproach  is  the  highest 
of  all  eulogies.  The  most  accomplished 
men  of  those  times  have  told  us  that  there 
was  scarcely  any  subject  on  which  Somers 
was  not  competent  to  instruct  and  to  de¬ 
light.— Macaulay,  Thomas  Babington, 
1855,  History  of  England ,  ch.  xx. 

Somers’s  learning  and  judgment,  his 
honesty,  his  eloquence,  his  modesty,  mild¬ 
ness,  candour,  and  taste,  together  with 
his  sweetness  of  temper,  have  been  ac¬ 
knowledged  by  all  modern  authors  of 
whose  writings  he  has  been  the  subject. 
—Foss,  Edward,  1864,  The  Judges  of 
England,  vol.  vil,  p.  362. 

Learning,  patience,  industry,  instinctive 
equitableness  of  judgment,  comprehensive¬ 
ness  of  view,  subtlety  of  discernment,  and 
command  of  apt  and  perspicuous  language ; 
in  short,  all  the  qualities  best  fitted  to 
adorn  the  woolsack,  are  ascribed  to  Som¬ 
ers  by  his  contemporaries.  Yet,  partly 
by  the  fault  of  his  reporters,  partly 
in  consequence  of  the  dearth  of  causes 
celebres,  partly  by  reason  of  his  early 
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surrender  of  the  great  seal,  his  recorded 
achievement  is  by  no  means  commensurate 
with  his  reputation.  .  .  .  Courtly 

and  reserved  by  nature  or  habit,  Somers 
carried  into  the  relations  of  ordinary  life 
a  certain  formality  of  demeanour,  but  in 
his  hours  of  relaxation  could  be  an  agree¬ 
able  companion.  It  does  not  appear  that 
he  was  a  brilliant  talker,  but  his  vast  eru¬ 
dition  and  knowledge  of  affairs  placed  him 
at  his  ease  with  men  of  the  most  diverse 
interests  and  occupations.  His  religious 
opinions  appear  to  have  been  latitudina- 
rian.  His  domestic  life  did  not  escape  the 
breath  of  scandal.  His  oratory,  which 
cannot  be  judged  by  the  meagre  reports 
which  alone  are  extant,  is  said  to  have 
united  close  reasoning  with  a  masculine 
eloquence,  the  charm  of  which  was  en¬ 
hanced  by  a  musical  voice.  To  Burke, 
Somers  was  the  type  of  “the  old  whigs’’ 
to  whom  was  addressed  the  famous  “Ap¬ 
peal  to  Macaulay  he  was  no  less  a  sym¬ 
bol  of  awe  and  veneration.  Yet  as  a 
statesman  he  does  not  merit  all  the  praise 
which  has  been  lavished  upon  him  by  whig 
panegyrists.— Rigg,  J.  M.,  1898,  Diction¬ 
ary  of  National  Biography,  vol.  LIU,  pp. 
224,  227. 

GENERAL 

His  style  in  writing  was  chaste  and  pure, 
but,  at  the  same  time,  full  of  spirit  and 
politeness ;  and  fit  to  convey  the  most  intri¬ 
cate  business  to  the  understanding  of  the 
reader,  with  the  utmost  clearness  and 
prespicuity.  And  here  it  is  to  be  lamented, 
that  this  extraordinary  person,  out  of  his 
natural  aversion  to  vain-glory,  wrote  sev¬ 
eral  pieces,  as  well  as  performed  several 
actions,  which  he  did  not  assume  the  hon¬ 
our  of :  though,  at  the  same  time,  so  many 
works  of  this  nature  have  appeared,  which 
every  one  has  ascribed  to  him,  that,  I  be¬ 
lieve,  no  author  of  the  greatest  eminence 
would  deny  my  Lord  Somers  to  have  been 
the  best  writer  of  the  age  in  which  he 
lived. — Addison,  Joseph,  1716,  The  Free¬ 
holder,  No.  39. 

The  world  will  do  that  justice  to  the 


collection,  as  not  to  suppose  that  these 
specimens  from  it,  iimnitis  ignis  reliquice, 
will  afford  an  adequate  idea  of  its  merits. 
It  filled  upwards  of  sixty  volumes  in 
quarto,  and  did  not  contain  a  paper  from 
Lord  Somers’s  pen  which  the  most  intimate 
friend  would  have  wished  to  secrete,  or 
the  bitterest  enemy  could  have  fairly 
turned  to  his  prejudice. — Haudwicke, 
Lord,  1778,  ed.,  Miscellaneous  Stale  Pa¬ 
pers. 

This  great  lawyer,  to  whom  every  Eng¬ 
lishman  who  feels  the  blessings  of  that 
constitution  of  government  under  which 
he  has  the  happiness  to  live,  owes  the 
highest  obligations  for  the  excellent  and 
spirited  defences  he  made  of  the  two  great 
bulwarks  of  it,  the  limited  succession  to 
the  crown,  and  the  trial  by  jury.  -Sew¬ 
ard,  William,  1795-97,  Anecdotes  of  Some 
Distinguished  Persons ,  vol.  n,  p.  272. 

Political  studies  alone  did  not  occupy 
the  active  mind  of  Mr.  Somers.  He  had 
devoted  himself  with  much  ardour  to  clas¬ 
sical  pursuits;  and  of  the  progress  which 
he  had  made  in  these,  and  of  his  general 
attachment  to  literature,  he  afforded  an 
instance  in  1681,  by  the  publication  of  a 
translation,  into  English,  of  the  Epistles 
of  Dido  to  tineas,  and  of  Ariadne  to  The¬ 
seus,  from  Ovid.  It  would  be  unreasonable 
to  institute  a  comparison  between  the  ver¬ 
sions  of  Mr.  Somers  and  those  of  Dryden 
and  Pope ;  but  may  be  asserted  that  in 
Mr.  Somers’s  attempt  there  is  consider¬ 
able  power  of  diction,  and  some  ease  of 
versification.  —  Roscoe,  Henry,  1830, 
Lives  of  Eminent  British  Lawyers ,  p.  145. 

But  the  greatest  man  among  the  mem¬ 
bers  of  the  Junto,  and  in  some  respects, 
the  greatest  man  of  that  age,  was  the 
Lord  Keeper  Somers.  He  was  equally 
eminent  as  a  jurist  and  as  a  politician,  as 
an  orator  and  as  a  writer.  His  speeches 
have  perished ;  but  his  State  papers  re¬ 
main,  and  are  models  of  terse,  luminous, 
and  dignified  eloquence. — Macaulay, 
Thomas  Babington,  1855,  History  of  Eng¬ 
land,  ch.  xx. 


Thomas  Parnell 

1679-1718 

Thomas  Parnell,  born  in  Dublin  in  1679,  and  M.  A.  of  Trinity  College  there,  took 
deacon’s  orders  in  1700,  and  in  1705  was  made  Archdeacon  of  Clogher.  He  married, 
was  intimate  with  the  wits  of  Queen  Anne’s  time,  and  towards  the  end  of  her  reign 
went  over  to  the  Tories.  The  queen’s  death  destroyed  his  hope  of  advancement  by 
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the  change.  Parnell  obtained  a  prebend  through  the  influence  of  Swift,  and  in  1716 
was  vicar  of  Finglass.  He  died  in  1718,  aged  thirty-nine,  and  his  friend  Pope  pub¬ 
lished,  in  1722,  a  collected  edition  of  his  poems.  The  best  of  them  was  *  ‘The  Hermit,  ” 
modernized  from  an  old  moral  tale. — Morley,  Henry,  1879,  A  Manual  qf  English 

Literature,  ed.  Tyler,  p .  533. 


PERSONAL 

Snch  were  the  notes  thy  once-loved  poet  song, 
Till  denth  uucituely  stopp’d  bus  tuneful 
tongue. 

O,  just  beheld  and  lost,  admired  and  mourn’d  ! 
With  softest  manners,  gentlest  arts  adorn’d  I 
Blcss’d  in  each  science  1  bless’d  in  every 
Btraiu  I 

Dear  to  tho  Muse  1  to  Hnrloy  dear — in  vain ! 
— Pope,  Alexander,  1721,  To  the  Right 
Honourable  Robert,  Earl  of  Oxford. 

Dr.  Thomas  Parnell  was  archdeacon  of 
Cloghcr  in  Ireland.  He  was  a  very  ingen¬ 
ious  man.  His  poems  were  published  by 
Mr.  Pope.  He  took  at  last  to  immoder¬ 
ate  drinking  of  mild  ale,  which  kill’d  him 
when  he  was  hardly  40.  ’Tis  said  ho 
translated  Homer’s  Iliad  into  English  in 
excellent  prose,  and  that  Mr.  Pope  after¬ 
wards  put  it  into  verse,  and  that  this  is 
what  goes  for  Mr.  Pope's  translation  of 
the  Iliad,  that  he  (Mr.  Pope)  understands 
little  or  nothing  of  the  original. — Hearne, 
Thomas,  1734,  Reliquice  Hearniance,  ed. 
Bliss,  May  26,  vol.  hi,  p.  139. 

Parnell,  by  what  I  have  been  able  to 
collect  from  my  father  and  uncle,  who 
knew  him,  was  the  most  capable  man  in 
the  world  to  make  the  happiness  of  those 
he  conversed  with,  and  the  least  able  to 
secure  his  own.  He  wanted  that  evenness 
of  disposition  which  bears  disappointment 
with  phlegm,  and  joy  with  indifference. 
He  was  ever  much  elated  or  depressed ; 
and  his  whole  life  spent  in  agony  or  rap¬ 
ture.  But  the  turbulence  of  these  pas¬ 
sions  only  affected  himself,  and  never 
those  about  him  :  he  knew  the  ridicule  of 
his  own  character,  and  very  effectually 
raised  the  mirth  of  his  companions,  as 
well  at  his  vexations  as  at  his  triumphs. 
How  much  his  company  was  desired,  ap¬ 
pears  from  the  extensiveness  of  his  con¬ 
nections,  and  the  number  of  his  friends. 
Even  before  he  made  any  figure  in  the  lit¬ 
erary  world,  his  friendship  was  sought  by 
persons  of  every  rank  and  party. — GOLD¬ 
SMITH,  Oliver,  1770,  The  Life  of  Dr.  Par¬ 
nell. 

Parnell,  who  did  not  want  ambition  or 
vanity,  was  desirous  to  make  himself  con¬ 
spicuous,  and  to  shew  how  worthy  he  was 


of  high  preferment.  As  he  thought  him¬ 
self  qualified  to  become  a  popular  preach¬ 
er,  he  displayed  his  elocution  with  great 
success  in  the  pulpits  of  London ;  but  the 
queen’s  death  putting  an  end  to  his  expec¬ 
tations,  abated  his  diligence ;  and  Pope 
represents  him  as  falling  from  that  time 
into  intemperance  of  wine.  That  in  his 
latter  life  he  was  too  much  a  lover  of  the 
bottle,  is  not  denied;  but  I  have  heard  it 
imputed  to  a  cause  more  likely  to  obtain 
forgiveness  from  mankind,  the  untimely 
death  of  a  darling  son  ;  or,  as  others  tell, 
the  loss  of  his  wife,  who  died  (1712)  in 
the  midst  of  his  expectations.— Johnson, 
Samuel,  1779-81,  Parnell,  Lives  of  the 
English  Poets. 

The  whole  tenor  of  Parnell’s  history 
convinces  us  that  he  was  an  easy-tempered, 
kind-hearted,  yet  querulous  and  self-indul¬ 
gent  man,  who  had  no  higher  motive  or 
object  than  to  gratify  himself.  His  very 
ambition  aspired  not  to  very  lofty  alti¬ 
tudes.  His  utmost  wish  was  to  attain  a 
metropolitan  pulpit,  where  he  could  have 
added  the  reputation  of  a  popular  preacher 
to  that  of  being  the  protege  of  Swift,  and 
the  pet  of  the  Scriblerus  Club. — Gilfil- 
lan,  George,  1855,  ed.,  The  Poetical 
Works  of  Johnson,  Parnell,  Gray,  and 
Smollett,  Memoir,  p.  89. 

He  was  always  in  a  state  either  of  ela¬ 
tion  or  depression.  His  company  was 
much  sought  by  men  of  both  parties,  for 
he  was  agreeable,  generous,  and  sincere. 
When  he  had  a  fit  of  spleen  he  with¬ 
drew  to  a  remote  part  of  the  country, 
that  be  might  not  annoy  others.  He 
shared  Swift's  dislike  of  Ireland,  and  was 
consequently  not  popular  with  his  neigh¬ 
bours.  In  spite  of  his  considerable  for¬ 
tune,  he  seemed  to  have  often  exceeded 
his  income;  but  his  chief  weakness,  ac¬ 
cording  to  Pope,  was  his  inability  to  re¬ 
sist  the  general  habit  of  heavy  drinking. 
Pope  ascribes  the  intemperance  to  dejec¬ 
tion  occasioned  by  the  death  of  Parnell's 
wife.  But  the  vice  was  apparently  neither 
gross  nor  notorious.  Parnell  was  fond 
of  popular  preaching,  and  was  often  heard 
in  public  places  in  Southwark  and  London 
in  Queen  Anne’s  time. — Aitken,  George 
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A.,  1895,  Dictionary  of  National  Biogra¬ 
phy >  vol.  XLin,  p.  350. 

GENERAL 

The  agreeable  Parnell. — Smollett,  To¬ 
bias  George,  1757-58,  History  of  Eng¬ 
land,  George  /.,  notes. 

It  is  sufficient,  to  run  over  Cowley  once : 
But  Parnel,  after  the  fiftieth  reading,  is 
as  fresh  as  at  the  first. — -Hume,  David, 
1753  77,  Of  Simplicity  and  Refinement  in 
Writing. 

The  universal  esteem  in  which  his  poems 
are  held,  and  the  reiterated  pleasure  they 
give  in  the  perusal,  are  a  sufficient  test  of 
their  merit.  He  appears  to  me  to  be  the 
last  of  that  great  school  that  had  modelled 
itself  upon  the  ancients,  and  taught  Eng¬ 
lish  poetry  to  resemble  what  the  general¬ 
ity  of  mankind  have  allowed  to  excel. 

.  .  .  Parnell  is  ever  happy  in  the  se¬ 

lection  of  his  images,  and  scrupulously 
careful  in  the  choice  of  his  subjects.  His 
productions  bear  no  resemblance  to  those 
tawdry  things,  which  it  has  for  some  time 
been  the  fashion  to  admire;  in  writing 
which  the  poet  sits  down  without  any 
plan,  and  heaps  up  splendid  images  with¬ 
out  any  selection  ;  where  the  reader  grows 
dizzy  with  praise  and  admiration,  and  yet 
soon  grows  weary,  he  can  scarcely  tell 
why.  Our  poet,  on  the  contrary,  gives 
out  his  beauties  with  a  more  sparing  hand ; 
he  is  still  carrying  his  reader  forward, 
and  just  gives  him  refreshment  sufficient 
to  support  him  to  his  journey’s  end.— 
Goldsmith,  Oliver,  1770,  The  Life  of  Dr. 
Parnell. 

The  general  character  of  Parnell  is  not 
great  extent  of  comprehension,  or  fertil¬ 
ity  of  mind.  Of  the  little  that  appears 
still  less  is  his  own.  His  praise  must  be 
derived  from  the  easy  sweetness  of  his  dic¬ 
tion  :  in  his  verses  there  is  more  happiness 
than  pains;  he  is  sprightly  without  effort, 
and  always  delights,  though  he  never  rav¬ 
ishes;  every  thing  is  proper,  yet  every 
thing  seems  casual.  If  there  is  some  ap¬ 
pearance  of  elaboration  in  the  “Hermit,” 
the  narrative,  as  it  is  less  airy,  is  less 
pleasing.  Of  his  other  compositions  it  is 
impossible  to  say  whether  they  are  the 
productions  of  Nature,  so  excellent  as  not 
to  want  the  help  of  Art,  or  of  Art  so  re¬ 
fined  as  to  resemble  Nature. — Johnson, 
Samuel,  1779 -SI,  Parnell,  Lives  of  the 
English  Poets. 

Mr.  Parnell’s  tale  of  the  “Hermit”  is 


conspicuous  throughout  the  whole  of  it, 
for  beautiful  descriptive  narration.  The 
manner  of  the  Hermit’s  setting  forth  to 
visit  the  world ;  his  meeting  with  a  com¬ 
panion,  and  the  houses  in  which  they  are 
successively  entertained,  of  the  vain  man, 
the  covetous  man,  and  the  good  man,  are 
pieces  of  very  fine  painting,  touched  with 
a  light  and  delicate  pencil,  overcharged 
with  no  superfluous  colouring,  and  convey¬ 
ing  to  us  a  lively  idea  of  the  objects. — 
Blair,  Hugh,  1783,  Lectures  on  Rhetoric 
and  Belles-Lettres,  ed.  Mills ,  Lecture  xl,  p. 
454. 

The  compass  of  Parnell’s  poetry  is  not 
extensive,  but  its  tone  is  peculiarly  de¬ 
lightful  :  not  from  mere  correctness  of  ex¬ 
pression,  to  which  some  critics  have 
stinted  its  praises,  but  from  the  graceful 
and  reserved  sensibility  that  accompanied 
his  polished  phraseology.  The  curiosa 
felieitas,  the  studied  happiness  of  his  dic¬ 
tion,  does  not  spoil  its  simplicity.  His 
poetry  is  like  a  flower  that  has  been  trained 
and  planted  by  the  skill  of  the  gardener, 
but  which  preserves,  in  its  cultured  state, 
the  natural  fragrance  of  its  wilder  air. — 
Campbell,  Thomas,  1819,  Specimens  of  the 
British  Poets. 

A  geutle  wit  wns  pu.ro,  polite  Purnell, 

By  mmiy  praised,  for  many  loved  him  well. 
His  muse  glides  on  “with  geutlo  swimming 
walk,” 

And  e’eu  whilo  singing  only  seems  to  talk. 

In  fact  she  is  an  English  gentlewoman. 
Whom  no  one  would  believe  a  thing  uncom¬ 
mon. 

Till,  by  experience  taught,  wo  find  how  rare 
Such  truly  English  gentlewomen  are. 

— Coleridge,  Hartley,  1849,  Sketches  of 
English  Poets,  Poems ,  vol.  II. 

We  know  not  how  it  is  with  others,  but 
we  never  think  of  Parnell’s  “Hermit” 
without  tranquilizing  and  grateful  feel¬ 
ings.  Parnell  was  a  true  poet  of  a  minor 
order;  he  saw  nature  for  himself,  though 
he  wrote  a  book  style ;  and  this,  and  one 
or  two  other  poems  of  his,  such  as  the 
eclogue  on  “Health,”  and  the  “Fairy 
Tale,”  have  inclined  us  to  believe  that 
there  is  something  in  the  very  name  of 
“Parnell”  peculiarly  gentle  and  agreeable. 
— Hunt,  Leigh,  1849,  A  Book  for  a  Cor¬ 
ner. 

The  character  of  his  poetry  is  in  keep¬ 
ing  with  the  temperament  of  the  man.  It 
is  slipshod,  easy,  and  pleasing.  If  the 
distinguishing  quality  of  poetry  be  to  give 
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pleasure,  then  Parnell  is  a  poet.  You 
never  thrill  under  hia  power,  but  you  read 
him  with  a  quiet,  constant,  subdued  grati¬ 
fication.  If  never  eminently  original,  he 
has  the  art  of  enunciating  commonplaces 
with  felicity  and  grace.  The  stories  ho 
relates  are  almost  all  old,  but  his  manner 
of  telling  thorn  is  new.  Ilis  thoughts  and 
images  are  mostly  selected  from  his  com¬ 
mon-place  book  ;  but  he  utters  them  with 
such  a  natural  ease  of  manner,  that  you 
are  tempted  to  think  them  his  own.  He 
knows  the  compas9  of  his  poetical  powers, 
and  never  attempts  anything  very  lofty  or 
arduous. — Gilfillan,  George,  1855,  ed., 
The  Poetical  Works  of  Johnson,  Parnell, 
Gray,  and  Smollett,  Memoir,  p.  89. 

Parnell  is  always  an  inoffensive  and 
agreeable  writer;  and  sometimes,  as,  for 
example,  in  his  Nightpiece  on  Death, 
which  probably  suggested  Gray’s  more 
celebrated  Elegy,  he  rises  to  considerable 
impressiveness  and  solemn  pathos.  But, 
although  his  poetry  is  uniformly  fluent  and 
transparent,  and  its  general  spirit  refined 
and  delicate,  it  has  little  warmth  or  rich¬ 
ness,  and  can  only  be  called  a  sort  of 
water-color  poetry. — Craik,  George  L., 
1861,  A  Compendious  History  of  English 
Literature  and  of  the  English  Language, 
vol.  n,  p.  26-1. 

The  great  drawback  to  Parnell,  notwith¬ 
standing  the  simplicity  and  charm  of  his 
style,  is  the  want  of  the  popular  element 
in  his  subjects,  and  the  absence  of  any¬ 
thing  of  passion  or  enthusiasm  in  his  man¬ 
ner.  The  periodical  contributions  of  Par¬ 
nell  were  in  the  style  of  visions  and 
allegories,  which  Addison  so  successfully 
employed,  without  the  coldness  and  tedi¬ 
ousness  which  usually  characterised  them 
in  other  hands.  Those  of  Parnell  possess 
considerable  merit,  but  none  of  his  prose 
was  equal  to  his  verse. — MONTGOMERY, 
Henry  R.,  1862,  Memoirs  of  the  Life  and 
Writings  of  Sir  Richard  Steele,  vol.  I,  p. 
2C1. 

In  contemplating  the  Lampadephoria  of 
poetical  history  we  sometimes  meet  with 
a  figure  whose  torch  was  well  charged 
with  the  resin  of  genius  and  ready  to  be 
enflamed,  but  whom  accidental  circum¬ 
stances  removed  from  the  line  of  light  so 
long  and  so  far  that  its  destiny  was  never 
properly  fulfilled.  Such  a  figure  i9  Par¬ 
nell,  who,  having  spent  his  youth  as  a 
thoroughly  insignificant  amateur  in  verse. 


was  roused  during  the  last  five  years  of 
his  life,  under  the  influence  of  Pope,  a 
much  younger  man  than  he,  to  strike  a 
few  magnificent  chords  on  the  lyre  of  a 
true  poet.  .  .  .  This  sententious  and 

sonorous  writer,  whose  verse  in  its  deeper 
harmonies  surpasses  even  Pope’s  in  melo¬ 
dy,  fancied  himself  a  satirist,  a  society- 
singer,  and  emulated  in  his  false  ambition 
the  successes  of  Oldham  and  Prior.  But 
while  he  was  vainly  attempting  to  subdue 
for  himself  a  province  in  Acrostic-land, 
there  lay  unvisited  a  romantic  island  of 
poesy,  which  was  his  by  birthright,  and  it 
was  Pope  who  opened  his  eyes  to  this  fact. 

.  .  .  “The  Hermit'*  may  be  considered 
as  forming  the  apex  and  chef  d'auvre  of 
Augustan  poetry  in  England.  It  is  more 
exactly  in  the  French  taste  than  any  work 
that  preceded  it,  and  after  it  English 
poetry  swiftly  passed  into  the  degeneracy 
of  classicism.  *  Parnell’s  poem  is  the 
model  of  a  moral  conic ;  the  movement  is 
dingified  and  rapid,  the  action  and  reflec¬ 
tion  are  balanced  with  exquisite  skill,  the 
surprise  is  admirably  prepared,  and  the 
treatment  never  flags  from  beginning  to 
end. — Gosse,  Edmund,  1880,  English 
Poets ,  ed.  Ward,  vol.  ill,  pp.  133,  134. 

Besides  Parnell’s  significance  as  the 
first  of  the  churchyard  poets,  there  is  in 
his  poetry  a  genuine  feeling  for  Nature, 
which  is  very  unlike  the  Augustan  spirit, 
and  which  even  suggests  Wordsworth.  It 
seems  as  if  the  latter  might  have  named 
Parnell  along  with  Lady  Winchelsea  in  hi3 
famous  utterance  in  1815. — Phelps,  Wil¬ 
liam  Lyon,  1893,  The  Beginnings  of  the 
English  Romantic  Movement,  p.  26. 

Who  possessed  the  soul  of  a  poet,  but 
gave  limited  expression  to  it,  for  it  was 
only  during  the  later  years  of  a  short  life 
that  he  discovered  where  his  genius  lay. 
— Dennis,  John,  1894,  The  Age  of  Pope, 
p.  107. 

We  quite  agree  with  Blair  that  Parnell 
would  stand  much  higher  in  popular  esti¬ 
mation  had  his  merits  not  been  so  prepos¬ 
terously  overrated  by  Hume. — Collins, 
John  Churton,  1895,  Essays  and  Studies, 

p.  110. 

As  a  poet,  Parnell's  work  is  marked 
with  sweetness,  refined  sensibility,  musical 
and  fluent  versification,  and  high  moral 
tone.  There  are  many  faulty  lines  and 
awkward  expressions,  and  there  would 
have  beon  more  had  not  Pope  revised  the 
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more  important  pieces.  Pope,  his  junior 
by  nine  years,  gave  him  much  good  advice, 
and  the  twenty  poems  which  Pope  pub¬ 
lished  contain  all  by  which  his  friend  will 
be  remembered.  The  best  are  “The  Her¬ 
mit,”  ‘‘The  Fairy  Tale,”  “The  Night  Piece 
on  Death,”  “The  Hymn  to  Contentment, ” 
and  ‘‘Hesiod,  or  the  Rise  of  Woman.” 
Parnell  was  a  careful  student  of  Milton, 
and  his  writings  influenced  Young  and 
Blair  in  one  direction  and  Goldsmith,  Gay, 
and  Collins  in  another. — Aitken,  George 
A.,  1895,  Dictionary  of  National  Biogra¬ 
phy,  vol.  xliii,  p.  351. 

It  is  curious  that,  out  of  the  small  bulk 
of  Parnell’s  poetical  work,  poetical  criti¬ 
cism  of  the  most  various  times  and  tastes 
has  been  able  to  pick  quite  different  things 
to  sustain  his  reputation.  The  famous 
“Hermit”  has  kept  its  place  in  all  anthol¬ 
ogies  ;  Goldsmith  extolled  the  translations, 
and  Johnson  endorsed  his  views,  though 
he  himself  liked  the  “Allegory  on  Man” 


best.  And  later  censorship,  which  finds 
the  “Hermit”  not  much  more  than  a 
smooth  and  ingenious  exercise  in  verse, 
and  the  translations  and  imitations  unim¬ 
portant,  has  lavished  praise  on  two  small 
pieces,  “The  Night-Piece  on  Death”  and 
the  “Hymn  to  Contentment,”  the  former 
of  which  certainly  displays  nature-paint¬ 
ing  of  a  kind  unknown  in  the  work  of  any 
but  one  contemporary,  while  the  re¬ 
turn  of  the  second  to  the  “Comus”  al¬ 
ternation  of  trochaic  and  iambic  cadence 
is  an  almost  equally  important,  though 
doubtless  unintended,  protest  against  the 
ceaseless  iambs  of  the  couplet.  It  is 
not  possible  to  call  Parnell  a  great  poet 
as  he  stands ;  but  the  quality  and  the 
variety  of  his  accomplishment  show  that 
in  slightly  different  circumstances  and 
in  other  times  he  would  probably  have 
been  one. — Salntsbury,  George,  1898, 
A  Short  History  of  English  Literature , 
p.  562. 


Nicholas  Rowe 

1674  1718. 


Born  at  Little  Barford,  Bedfordshire,  1674;  baptized,  30  June.  Early  education 
at  a  school  at  Highgate.  To  Westminster  School  as  King's  Scholar,  1638.  Called 
to  Bar  at  Middle  Temple.  Abandoned  legal  profession  after  death  of  his  father  in 
1692.  Married  (i.)  Antonia  Parsons,  1700  [  ?J.  Play,  “The  Ambitious  Stepmother,  ” 
produced  at  Lincoln’s  Inn  Fields,  1700;  “Tamerlane,”  1702;  “The  Fair  Penitent,” 
1703;  “The  Biter,”  1704;  “Ulysses,”  1706.  “The  Royal  Convert,”  Haymarket,  25 
Nov.  1707;  “Jane  Shore,”  Drury  Lane,  2  Feb.  1714;  “Lady  Jane  Grey,”  Drury 
Lane,  20  April  1715.  Wife  died,  1706.  Under-Secretary  to  Sec.  of  State  for  Scot¬ 
land,  1709-11.  Poet  Laureate,  Aug.  1715.  Surveyor  of  Customs,  Oct.  1715. 
Married  (ii.)  Anne  Devenish,  1717.  Clerk  of  Council  to  Prince  of  Wales.  Clerk  of 
Presentations,  1718.  Died,  in  London,  6  Dec.  1718.  Buried  in  Westminster  Abbey. 
Works:  “The  Ambitious  Stepmother,”  1701 ;  “Tamerlane, ”  1702;  “The  Fair 
Penitent,”  1703;  “Britannia’s  Charge  to  the  Sons  of  Freedom,”  1703;  “The  Biter,” 
1705;  “Ulysses, ”  1706  ;  “Ode  on  the  late  Glorious  successes  of  Her  Majesty's  Arms,” 
1707;  “The  Royal  Convert,”  1708;  “The  Tragedy  of  Jane  Shore,”  [1714];  “Poems 
on  Several  Occasions,”  1714  ;“ Maecenas, ”  1714 ;  “The  Tragedy  of  Lady  Jane  Grey,” 
1715;  “Ode  for  the  New  Year  1716,”  1716.  He  translated:  Boileau's  “Lutrin,” 
1708;  De  La  Bruyere’s  “Characters,”  1708;  Quillet’s  “Callipaedise, ”  1710;  Lucan’s 
“Pharsalia,”  1718;  and  edited :  Shakespeare’s  Works,  1709.  Collected  Works:  in  3 
vols.,  1727;  in  2  vols.,  ed.  by  Dr.  Johnson,  1792. — Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897, 
A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  241. 


PERSONAL 

Mr.  Rowe  accompanied  me,  and  passed 
a  week  in  the  forest.  I  need  not  tell  you 
how  much  a  man  of  his  turn  entertained 
me;  but  I  must  acquaint  you  there  is  a 
vivacity  and  gaiety  of  disposition,  almost 
peculiar  to  him,  which  make  it  impossible 
to  part  from  him  without  that  uneasiness 


which  generally  succeeds  all  our  pleasures. 
— Pope,  Alexander,  1715-16,  Letter  to 
Edward  Blount .  Feb.  10. 

Mr.  Nic.  Rowe  is  made  poet  laureat  in 
the  room  of  Mr.  Tate,  deceased.  This 
Rowe  is  a  great  whig,  and  but  a  mean 
poet. — Hearne,  Thomas,  1715,  Reliquice 
Heamianx,  ed.  Bliss, Aug.  26,  vol.  n,  p.  16. 
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Mr.  Rowe,  as  to  his  person,  was  grace¬ 
ful  and  well  made,  his  face  regular  and  of 
a  manly  beauty ;  he  had  a  quick,  and  fruit¬ 
ful  invention,  a  deep  penetration,  and  a 
largo  compass  of  thought,  with  a  singular 
dexterity,  and  easiness  in  communicating 
his  opinions.  He  was  master  of  most 
parts  of  polite  learning,  especially  the 
Classic  Authors,  both  Greek  and  Latin ; 
ho  understood  the  French,  Italian  and 
Spanish  languages.  He  had  likewise  read 
most  of  the  Greek  and  Roman  histories  in 
their  original  languages;  and  most  that 
are  written  in  English,  French,  Italian 
and  Spanish  :  He  had  a  good  taste  in  phi¬ 
losophy,  and  having  a  firm  impression  of 
religion  upon  his  mind,  he  took  delight  in 
divinity,  and  ecclesiastical  history,  in  both 
which  ho  made  great  advances  in  the  times 
he  retired  to  the  country,  which  were  fre¬ 
quent.  Ho  expressed  upon  all  occasions, 
bis  full  perswasion  of  the  truth  of  revealed 
religion;  and  being  a  sincere  member  of 
the  established  church  himself,  he  pitied, 
but  condemned  not,  those  who  departed 
from  him;  he  abhorred  the  principle  of 
persecuting  men  on  account  of  religious 
opinions,  and  being  strict  in  his  own,  he 
took  it  not  upon  him  to  censure  those  of 
another  persuasion.  Ilis  conversation  was 
pleasant,  witty,  and  learned,  without  the 
least  tincture  of  affectation  or  pedantry ; 
and  his  inimitable  manner  of  divert 
ing,  or  enlivening  the  company,  made  it 
impossilbe  for  any  one  to  be  out  of  humour 
when  he  was  in  it:  Envy  and  detraction, 
seemed  to  be  entirely  foreign  to  his  con¬ 
stitution  ;  and  whatever  provocation  he 
met  with  at  any  time,  he  passed  them 
over,  without  the  least  thought  of  resent¬ 
ment  or  revenge.  There  were  not  want¬ 
ing  some  malevolent  people,  and  some 
pretenders  to  poetry  too,  that  would  some 
times  bark  at  his  best  performances;  but 
he  was  too  much  conscious  of  his  own 
genius,  and  had  so  much  good-nature  as 
to  forgive  them,  nor  could  however  be 
tempted  to  return  them  an  answer. — Wel- 
wood,  James,  171 6  -18,  ed.r  Rowe's  Lucan's 
Pharsalia,  Preface. 

Mr.  Rowe’s  Plays  were  written  from 
the  heart.  He  practised  the  virtue  he 
admired,  and  he  never,  in  his  gayest  mo¬ 
ments,  suffered  himself  to  talk  loosely  or 
lightly  upon  religious  or  moral  subjects; 
or  to  turn  any  thing  sacred,  or  which  good 
men  reverenced  as  such,  into  ridicule. — 


Cibber,  Theophilus,  1753,  Lives  of  the 
Poets ,  vol.  Ill,  p.  279. 

Rowe,  in  the  opinion  of  Mr.  Pope,  main¬ 
tained  a  decent  character,  but  had  no 
heart.  Mr.  Addison  was  justly  offended 
with  hirn  for  some  behaviour  which  arose 
from  that  want,  and  estranged  himself 
from  him;  which  Rowe  felt  very  severely. 
Mr.  Pope,  their  common  friend,  knowing 
this,  took  an  opportunity,  at  some  junc¬ 
ture  of  Mr.  Addison’s  advancement,  to 
tell  him  poor  Rowe  was  grieved  at  his 
displeasure,  and  what  satisfaction  he  ex¬ 
pressed  at  his  good  fortune ;  which  he  ex¬ 
pressed  so  naturally,  that  he  could  not  but 
think  him  sincere.  Addison  replied,  I  do 
not  suspect  that  he  feigned ;  but  the  lev¬ 
ity  of  his  heart  is  such,  that  he  is  struck 
with  any  new  adventure,  and  it  would 
affect  him  just  in  the  same  manner 
if  he  heard  I  was  going  to  be  hanged. 
— Mr.  Pope  said,  he  could  not  deny  but 
that  Mr.  Addison  understood  Rowe  well. 
— Ruffhead,  Owen,  1769,  Life  of  Alex¬ 
ander  Pope. 

Deserves  to  be  remembered  as  a  tragic 
dramatist  on  grounds  more  solid  than 
those  which  entitle  him  to  an  “esteem” 
such  as  too  many  of  his  contemporaries 
have  failed  to  secure.  The  success  of  his 
literary  career,  which  may  be  held  to  have 
culminated  in  his  appointment  (just  after 
the  close  of  our  period)  to  the  Poet-Lau- 
reateship,  was  due  in  part  to  his  personal 
presence,  breeding,  and  training, — in  part 
to  his  assiduous  service  in  the  interest  of 
the  dominant  political  party  to  which  he 
remained  consistently  attached,  — and  very 
largely  to  the  versatility  of  his  talents 
and  to  the  modesty  with  which  he  bore  the 
successes  of  a  singularly  prosperous  ca¬ 
reer. — Ward,  Adolphus  William,  1875- 
99,  A  History  of  English  Dramatic  Liter¬ 
ature,  vol.  ill,  p.  433. 

Rowe  died  on  the  6th  December,  1718, 
and  was  buried  in  Westminster  Abbey, 
where  there  is  a  handsome  monument  to 
his  memory  in  Poet’s  Corner.  On  the 
front  of  the  pedestal  is  the  inscription: — 
“To  the  memory  of  Nicholas  Rowe,  Esq., 
who  died  in  1718,  aged  forty-five;  and  of 
Charlotte,  his  only  daughter,  wife  of 
Henry  Fane,  Esq.,  who,  inheriting  her 
father's  spirit,  and  amiable  in  her  own 
innocence  and  beauty,  died  in  the  twenty- 
second  year  of  her  age,  1739.”  Then 
follows  a  poetical  epitaph : — 
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“Thy  religues,  Rows,  to  this  sad  shrii le  we  fnts/, 
And  near  thy  Shakespeare  place  thy  hoi\our'd 

b\ist. 

Oh!  next  him  skilled  to  draw  the  tender  tear, 
j For  never  heart  felt  passion  more  sincere; 

To  nobler  sentiments  to  fire  the  brave, 

For  never  Briton  more  disdain’d  a  slave. 

Peace  to  thy  gentle  shade,  and  endless  rest; 

Blest  in  thy  genius,  in  thy  love  too  blest  ! 

And  blest,  that  timely  from  our  scene  removed, 
Thy  soul  enjoy 8  the  liberty  it  loved. 

To  thee  so  mourn'd  in  death,  so  loved  in  life, 

The  childless  parent,  and  the  widow’d  wife 
ll'ifA  tears  inscribes  this  monumental  stone 
That  holds  their  ashes,  and  expects  her  own. " 

— Hamilton.  Walter.  1879,  The  Poets 
Laureate  of  England,  p.  137. 

TAMERLANE 

1702 

This  was  the  tragedy  which  Rowe  valued 
most  and  that  which  probably,  by  the 
help  of  political  auxiliaries,  excited  most 
applause ;  but  occasional  poetry  must 
often  content  itself  with  occasional  praise. 
“Tamerlane”  has  for  a  long  time  been 
acted  only  once  a  year,  on  the  night  when 
king  William  landed.  Our  quarrel  with 
Lewis  has  been  long  over;  and  it  now 
gratifies  neither  zeal  nor  malice  to  see 
him  painted  with  aggravated  features,  like 
a  Saracen  upon  a  sign. — Johnson,  Sam¬ 
uel,  1779-81,  Rowe,  Lives  of  the  English 
Poets. 

The  play  upon  which  its  author  is  said 
3  have  “valued  himself  most,  ”  chiefly  in¬ 
terests  us  as  treating  one  of  the  most 
famous  themes  of  the  Elisabethan  drama. 
But  most  assuredly  this  Tamerlane  would 
have  caused  supreme  astonishment  to  Mar¬ 
lowe.  In  the  place  of  the  truculent  hero 
of  the  old  tragedy,  with  his '  ‘  high  astound¬ 
ing  terms,”  we  are  here  met  by  a  calm, 
tolerant,  nay  philosophic  prince,  who  dis¬ 
cusses  the  common  merits  of  varying 
forms  of  religion  in  a  tone  resembling 
that  of  Nathan  the  Wise,  and  whom  the 
severest  of  personal  trials  hardly  suffice  to 
move  from  his  temperate  calm.  .  . 

The  plot  is  altogether  without  dramatic 
probability;  everything  as  usual  resolves 
itself  into  a  love-story;  but  even  here  the 
poet  fails  to  rise  to  the  height  of  his  own 
situations;  his  efforts  indeed  are  percep¬ 
tible,  but  to  borrow  a  phrase  which  he  ap¬ 
pears  to  affect,  “it  wo’  not  be.” — Ward, 
Adolphus  William,  1875-99,  A  History 
of  English  Dramatic  Literature,  vol.  ill, 
pp.  434,  435. 


THE  FAIR  PENITENT 

170a 

One  of  the  most  pleasing  tragedies  on 
the  stage,  where  it  still  keeps  its  turns  of 
appearing,  and  probably  will  long  keep 
them,  for  there  is  scarcely  any  work  of 
any  poet  at  once  so  interesting  by  the 
fable,  and  so  delightful  by  the  language. 
The  story  is  domestick,  and  therefore 
easily  received  by  the  imagination,  and 
assimilated  to  common  life;  the  diction  is 
exquisitely  harmonious,  and  soft  or 
sprightly  as  occasion  requires.  -Johnson, 
Samuel,  1779-81,  Rowe,  Lives  of  the  Eng¬ 
lish  Poets. 

It  is  a  remarkable  instance  of  the  decay 
of  dramatic  art  at  this  period,  that  sev¬ 
eral  of  the  principal  authors  of  the  time 
felt  themselves  at  liberty  to  write  imita¬ 
tions  of  old  plays  belonging  to  the  orig¬ 
inal  school,  by  way  of  adapting  them  to 
the  taste  of  their  own  age.  “The  Fair 
Penitent”  of  Rowe  i3  well  known  as  a 
poor  imitation  of  Massinger’s  “Fatal 
Dowry.”  It  does  not  greatly  excel  the 
original  in  the  management  and  conduct 
of  the  piece  ;  and,  in  everything  else,  falls 
as  far  beneath  it  as  the  baldest  translation 
can  sink  below  the  most  spirited  original. 
--Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1814-23,  Essay  on 
the  Drama. 

In  my  opinion  “The  Fair  Penitent” 
while  sharing  the  general  features  that 
are  so  attractive  in  the  works  of  Rowe, 
is  not  indebted  for  its  extraordinary  suc¬ 
cess  to  any  special  merit.  It  is  to  be 
feared  that  this  success  was  not  uncon¬ 
nected  with  the  ghastly  device  of  the  first 
scene  of  the  last  act,  where  the  unhappy 
heroine  is  discovered  “in  a  room  hung 
with  Black  ;  on  one  side  Lothario”  (her  ae- 
ducer)’s  “Body  on  a  Bier;  on  the  other, 
a  Table,  with  a  Skull  and  other  Bones,  a 
Book  and  a  Lamp  on  it.”  It  would  be  an 
error  to  suppose  that  this  play,  the  idea 
of  which  is  borrowed  from  Massinger  and 
Field’s  “The  Fatal  Dowry,”  shows  any 
sustained  endeavour  to  trace  the  purifying 
power  of  penitence,  or  to  rival  the  tender 
pathos  of  such  an  Elisabethan  tragedy  as 
Heywood’s  “A  Woman  Killed  with  Kind¬ 
ness.” — Ward,  Adolphus  William,  1875- 
99,  A  History  of  English  Dramatic  Liter¬ 
ature,  vol.  in,  p.  435. 

SHAKESPEARE'S  WORKS 
1709 

I  believe,  those  who  compare  it  with 
former  copies  will  find  that  he  has  done 
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more  than  he  promised  ;  and  that,  without 
the  pomp  of  notes  or  boasts  of  criticisms, 
many  passages  are  happily  restored.  .  .  . 
He  at  least  contributed  to  the  popularity 
of  his  author.  -Johnson'.  Samuel.  1779- 
81.  Rowe,  Liven  of  the  English  Poets. 

Rowe’s  edition  of  Shakspere,  we  doubt 
not,  supplied  a  general  want.  Its  critical 
merits  were  but  small.  Knight,  CHARLES, 
1849.  Studies  of  Shakspere. 

In  1709  Nicholas  Rowe  published  a  life 
of  the  poet,  the  materials  for  which  were 
contributed  chiefly  by  Betterton,  the  cele¬ 
brated  Restoration  actor.  “I  must  own," 
says  Rowe,  “a  particular  obligation  to 
him  for  the  most  considerable  part  of  the 
passage  relating  to  his  life  which  I  have 
here  transmitted  to  the  public,  his  vener¬ 
ation  for  the  memory  of  Shakspere  having 
engaged  him  to  gather  up  what  remains 
he  could  of  a  name  for  which  he  had  so 
great  value."  Thus  Rowe’s  account 
claims  to  be  based  on  special  inquiry,  and 
though  the  accuracy  of  many  of  its  state¬ 
ments  has  often  been  questioned,  it  bears 
upon  it  intrinsic  evidence  of  good  faith, 
and  in  several  points  it  has  been  strikingly 
verified  by  modern  research.  In  the  ac¬ 
ceptance  of  tradition  scepticism  may  be 
pushed  to  a  point  where  it  is  little  less  of 
a  historical  vice  than  uncritical  credulity, 
and  because  some  of  Rowe’s  anecdotes  are 
picturesque  they  are  not  therefore  neces¬ 
sarily  untrue. — Boas,  Fredericks.,  1896, 
Shakspere  and  his  Predecessors,  p.  92. 

One  of  Rowe’s  chief  achievements  was 
an  edition  of  Shakespeare’s  works.  .  .  . 
This  is  reckoned  the  first  attempt  to  edit 
Shakespeare  in  the  modern  sense.  In  the 
prefatory  life  Rowe  embodies  a  series  of 
traditions  which  he  had  commissioned  the 
actor  Betterton  to  collect  for  him  while 
on  a  visit  to  Stratford-on-Avon;  many  of 
them  were  in  danger  of  perishing  without 
a  record.  Rowe  displayed  much  sagacity 
in  the  choice  and  treatment  of  his  bio¬ 
graphic  materials,  and  the  memoir  is  conse¬ 
quently  of  permanent  value.  As  a  text¬ 
ual  editor  his  services  were  less  notable, 
but  they  deserve  commendations  as  the 
labours  of  a  pioneer. — Lee,  Sidney,  1897, 
Dictionary  of  National  Biography ,  vol. 
xlix,  p.  343. 

JANE  SHORE 
1714 

It  was  mighty  simple  in  Rowe,  to  write 
a  play  now,  professedly  in  Shakespeare's 


style,  that  is,  professedly  in  the  style  of 
a  bad  age. — Pope,  Alexander,  1734-36, 
Spence's  Anecdotes,  ed.  Singer ,  p.  131. 

In  what  he  thought  himself  an  imitator 
of  Shakspeare,  it  is  not  easy  to  conceive. 
The  numbers,  the  diction,  the  sentiments, 
and  the  conduct,  every  thing  in  which  im¬ 
itation  can  consist,  are  remote  in  the  ut¬ 
most  degree  from  the  manner  of  Shak¬ 
speare  ;  whose  dramas  it  resembles  only 
as  it  is  an  English  story,  and  as  some  of 
the  persons  have  their  names  in  history. 
This  play,  consisting  chiefly  of  domestick 
scenes  and  private  distress,  lays  hold  upon 
the  heart.  The  wife  is  forgiven  because 
she  repents,  and  the  husband  is  honoured 
because  he  forgives.  This,  therefore,  is 
one  of  those  pieces  which  we  still  welcome 
on  the  stage. — Johnson,  Samuel,  1779- 
81,  Rowe,  Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

Perhaps  you  never  saw  Mrs.  Siddons  act 
it ;  but,  even  read,  it  is  most  touching 
poetry.  You  must  allow  Jane  Shore  her 
rank  among  the  heroines  of  the  English 
stage.  .  .  .  Rowe’s  Jane  Shore  I 

maintain  to  be  perfectly  moral ;  he  paints 
her  only  in  her  penitence — in  all  the  hor¬ 
ror  of  remorse— in  abject  poverty :  she 
is  brought  before  you  as  the  victim  of  her 
own  guilt,  and,  if  you  will  compare  with 
Shakespere,  1  must  say  that  Cleopatra  is 
immoral,  and  Jane  Shore  is  not. — Mack¬ 
intosh,  Sir  James,  1846,  Portfolio  of  a 
Man  of  the  World ,  Gentleman's  Magazine , 
vol.  117,  pp.  587,  588. 

GENERAL 

Rowe  writ  a  foolish  farce,  called  "The 
Biter,"  which  was  damned. — Congreve, 
William,  1704,  Letter  to  Really,  Dec.  9. 
Tho  pomp  of  vorso  and  golden  lines  of  Rowe 
— Thomson,  James,  1745,  Tancred  and 
Sigismunda,  Prologue. 

We  deem  it  unnecessary  to  give  any 
specimen  of  Mr.  Rowe’s  poetry ;  the  most 
celebrated  speeches  in  his  plays,  which 
are  beautifully  harmonious;  are  repeated 
by  every  body  who  reads  poetry,  or  attends 
plays;  and  to  suppose  the  reader  ignorant 
of  them,  would  be  to  degrade  him  from 
that  rank  of  intelligence.without  which  he 
can  be  little  illuminated  by  perusing  the 
"Lives  of  the  Poots."— Cibder,  The- 
ophilus,  1753,  Lives  of  the  Poets,  vol.  Ill, 
p.  284. 

Rowe’s  genius  was  rather  delicate  and 
soft  than  strong  and  pathetic  ;  his  compo¬ 
sitions  soothe  us  with  a  tranquil  and 
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tender  sort  of  complacency,  rather  than 
cleave  the  heart  with  pangs  of  commiser¬ 
ation.  His  distresses  are  entirely  founded 
on  the  passion  of  love.  His  diction  is 
extremely  elegant  and  chaste,  and  his 
versification  highly  melodious.  His  plays 
are  declamations  rather  than  dialogues, 
and  his  characters  are  general  and  undis¬ 
tinguished  from  each  other. — War  TON, 
Joseph,  1756-82,  Essay  on  Pope. 

Rowe,  solemn,  florid,  and  declamatory. 
— Smollett,  Tobias  George,  1757-58, 
History  of  England. 

The  version  of  “Lucan”  is  one  of  the 
greatest  productions  of  English  poetry ; 
for  there  is  perhaps  none  that  so  com¬ 
pletely  exhibits  the  genius  and  spirit  of 
the  original.  “Lucan”  is  distinguished 
by  a  kind  of  dictatorial  or  philosophick 
dignity,  rather,  as  Quintilian  observes,  de¬ 
clamatory  than  poetical ;  full  of  ambitious 
morality  and  pointed  sentences,  comprised 
in  vigorous  and  animated  lines.  This  char¬ 
acter  Rowe  has  very  diligently  and  success¬ 
fully  preserved.  His  versification  which 
is  such  as  his  contemporaries  practised, 
without  any  attempt  at  innovation  or  im¬ 
provement,  seldom  wants  either  melody 
or  force.  His  author’s  sense  is  sometimes 
a  little  diluted  by  additional  infusions,  and 
some  times  weakened  by  too  much  expan¬ 
sion.  But  such  faults  are  to  be  expected  in 
all  translations,  from  the  constraint  of 
measures  and  dissimilitude  of  languages. 
The  “Pharsalia”  of  Rowe  deserves  more 
notice  than  it  obtains,  and  as  it  is  more 
read  will  be  more  esteemed. — Johnson, 
Samuel,  1779-81,  Rowe ,  Lives  of  the  Eng¬ 
lish  Poets. 

He  is  full  of  elevated  and  moral  senti¬ 
ments.  The  poetry  is  often  good,  and  the 
language  always  pure  and  elegant ;  but  in 
most  of  his  plays,  he  is  too  cold  and  unin¬ 
teresting  ;  and  flowery  rather  than  tragic. 
Two,  however,  he  has  produced,  which 
deserve  to  be  exempted  from  this  censure, 
“Jane  Shore”  and  the  “Fair  Penitent;” 
in  both  of  which  there  are  so  many  tender 
and  truly  pathetic  scenes,  as  to  render 
them  justly  favourites  of  the  public. — 
Blair,  Hugh,  1783,  Lectures  on  Rhetoric 
and  Belles-Letters,  ed.  Mills,  Lecture  xlvi, 
p.  532. 

Rowe’s  “Despairing  Shepherd”  is  the 
sweetest  poem  of  the  kind  we  have  in  Eng¬ 
land.— Drake,  Nathan,  1798-1820,  Lit¬ 
erary  Hours ,  vol.  I,  No.  xvi,  p.  258. 


Rowe  was  an  honest  admirer  of  Shak- 
speare,  and  his  modest  reverence  for  this 
superior  genius  was  rewarded  by  a  return 
to  nature  and  truth.  The  traces  of  imi¬ 
tation  are  not  to  be  mistaken :  the  part 
of  Gloster  in  “Jane  Shore”  is  even  directly 
borrowed  from  “Richard  the  Third.” 
Rowe  did  not  possess  boldness  and  vigour, 
but  sweetness  and  feeling ;  he  could  excite 
the  softer  emotions,  and  hence,  in  his 
“Fair  Penitent,”  “Jane  Shore,”  and 
“Lady  Jane  Gray,”  he  has  successfully 
chosen  female  heroines  and  their  weak¬ 
nesses  for  his  subject. — Sciilegel,  Au¬ 
gustus  William,  1809,  Dramatic  Art  and 
Literature,  Lecture  xiii,  tr.  Black. 

If  he  did  not  bring  back  the  full  fire  of 
the  drama,  at  least  preserved  its  vestal 
spark  from  being  wholly  extinguished. — 
Campbell,  Thomas,  1819,  An  Essay  on 
English  Poetry. 

The  ashes,  and  scarcely  glowing  embers, 
of  Rowe.  Jeffrey,  Francis  Lord, 
1822-44,  Contributions  to  the  Edinburgh 
Review ,  vol.  II,  p.  334. 

Rowe,  though  deeply  infected  with  the 
false  French  taste  which  was  then  fashion¬ 
able,  was  not  unacquainted  with  the  early 
English  writers,  and  some  beneficial  effects 
from  this  acquaintance  are  visible  in  all 
his  Dramas.  Perhaps  his  versification  is 
the  best  part  about  him;  and  his  blank 
verse  has  a  flow  and  an  easy  sweetness, 
which  are  advantageously  contrasted  to 
the  tumidity  of  Dryden,  and  the  feebleness 
of  Otway. — Neele,  Henry,  1827-29,  Lec¬ 
tures  on  English  Poetry. 

Was  esteemed  in  his  own  day  a  great 
master  of  the  pathetic,  but  is  now  re¬ 
garded  as  little  more  than  a  smooth  and 
occasionally  sounding  versifier. — Craik, 
George  L.,  1861,  A  Compendious  History 
of  English  Literature  and  of  the  English 
Language,  vol.  II,  p.  275. 

Rowe’s  general  characteristics  as  a  man 
of  letters  reflect  themselves  with  sufficient 
distinctness  in  his  tragic  dramas,  which  in 
a  single  respect  only — but  that  a  very 
important  one — surpass  the  endeavours  of 
the  foremost  among  his  predecessors.  In 
dramatic  power,  as  exhibiting  itself  in 
characterisation,  he  cannot  be  said  to  have 
excelled.  Of  a  genuinely  poetic  touch  he 
shows  few  signs.  His  plays  are  still  occu¬ 
pied  almost  entirely  with  themes  of 
“heroic  love;”  on  this  pivot  everything 
is  made  to  turn,  whatever  other  passions 
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may  be  nominally  brought  into  play.  In 
the  invention  of  situations  exciting  terror 
or  pity  Itowe  is  fertile  and  skilful,  he  is 
fond  of  night-scenes,  and  of  all  the  out¬ 
ward  machinery  of  awe  and  gloom.  But 
he  rarely  exhibits  any  natural  force  even 
in  his  most  effective  passages,  and  is 
wanting  in  impetus  or  in  aspiring  ardour, 
where  some  exceptional  movement  of  the 
kind  seems  to  be  demanded  by  his  theme. 
His  mostdistinctiveand  most  praiseworthy 
feature  lies  in  the  greater  degree  of  refine¬ 
ment  to  which  in  expression  if  not  in  sen¬ 
timent  ho  has  attained.  Rowe  is  indeed 
far  from  being  an  English  Racine,  his 
style  is  too  tame  to  rise  to  the  dignified 
beauty  and  exquisite  grace  proper  to  the 
great  French  tragedian  ;  but  he  is  at  least 
subject  to  none  of  those  grosser  influences 
which  depressed  the  higher  impulses  of  so 
many  dramatists  whose  creative  genius 
was  not  inferior  to  his  own. — Ward, 
Adolphus  William,  1875-99,  A  History 
of  English  Dramatic  Literature,  vol.  IU,  p. 
433. 

His  English  verse  may  be  taken  to  rep¬ 
resent  what  Lord  Macaulay  calls  the 
critical  poetry  of  his  age,  the  poetry  by 
courtesy, — the  poetry  to  which  the  mem¬ 
ory,  the  judgment,  and  the  wit  contribute 
far  more  than  the  imagination.  During 
the  short  time  he  held  office  as  Laureate 
he  appears  to  have  escaped  the  fate  of 
most  of  his  predecessors;  his  amiability 
of  temper  preserved  him  from  the  dislike 
or  envy  of  his  contemporaries,  whilst  his 
cleverness  protected  him  from  ridicule. — 
Hamilton,  Walter,  1879,  The  Poets  Lau¬ 
reate  of  England,  p .  136. 

Rowe’s  dramatic  work  is  not  yet  abso¬ 
lutely  forgotten  by  the  world.  We  still 
hear  of  the  "gallant  gay  Lothario,”  al¬ 
though  many  of  those  who  are  glib  with 
the  words  do  not  know  that  they  come 
from  the  "Fair  Penitent,”  and  would  not 


care  even  if  they  did  know. — McCarthy, 
Justin,  1884,  A  History  of  the  Four 
Georges,  ch.  ii. 

Measured  by  his  contemporary  drama¬ 
tists  he  is  a  distinguished  playwright. 
His  characters  do  not  live,  but  he  could 
invent  effective  scenes,  though  in  some 
cases  the  poet’s  taste  may  be  questioned. 
— Dennis,  John,  1894,  The  Age  of  Pope, 
p.  103. 

To  Rowe’s  devotion  to  tragedy  alone  we 
owe  "Jane Shore”  and  "Lady  Jane  Grey.” 
The  tenderness,  the  grace,  the  pathos  of 
these  plays  show  how  thorough  and  affec¬ 
tionate  had  been  Rowe’s  study  of  the  great 
Elizabethan  drama.  The  proof  of  Rowe’s 
power  is  in  the  fact  that  they  held  the 
stage  so  long  and  were  so  popular  even  in 
the  age  other  than  his  own.  Jane  Shore 
was  one  of  the  great  Sarah  Siddon’s  favour¬ 
ite  characters.  Sir  James  Mackintosh 
spoke  with  great  feeling  of  the  way  she 
acted  it,  but  he  added  that  even  were  the 
play  never  seen  upon  the  stage,  but  simply 
read,  it  would  prove  itself  to  be  most 
thrilling  poetry,  dealing  as  it  does  with 
some  of  the  most  touching  phases  of  re¬ 
morse  and  pain.  But  with  all  the  genuine 
power  of  these  two  great  tragedies,  Rowe's 
chief  distinction  in  the  history  of  English 
literature  lies  in  the  fact  that  he  was 
the  first  to  bring  out  an  edition  of  Shakes¬ 
peare,  and  to  inaugurate  that  revival 
of  the  legitimate  Shakespearean  drama 
which  gave  Shakespeare  his  rightful  place 
in  the  hearts  of  the  people.  His  admira¬ 
tion  of  Shakespeare  was  honest  and  sin¬ 
cere,  and  the  effect  of  that  admiration  is 
seen  in  the  excellence  of  his  own  work. 
— West,  Kenyon,  1895,  The  Laureates  of 
England,  p.  75. 

Is  dull,  but  never  gross. — Brooke, 
Stopford  A.,  1896,  English  Literature, 
p.  195. 


Richard  Cumberland 

1631-1718. 

Richard  Cumberland,  D.  D.,  bishop  of  Peterborough,  a  learned  divine  and  arcbseol- 
ogist,  was  born  in  London  in  1632,  and  was  educated  at  St.  Paul’s  School,  and 
Magdalen  College,  Cambridge.  He  was  made  rector  of  Brampton,  and  in  1667  vicar 
of  All  Hallows,  Stamford.  In  1691  he  was  raised  to  the  see  of  Peterborough  without 
any  solicitation  on  his  part.  He  was  previously  known  by  his  treatise  "De  Legibus 
Naturae,”  (London,  1672,  4to),  in  answer  to  Hobbes,  and  by  his  “Essay  on  Jewish 
Weights  and  Measures,”  (London,  1686,  8vo).  He  was  indefatigable  in  performing  hia 
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episcopal  duties.  Being  advised,  on  account  of  his  age  and  infirm  state,  to  relax  a 
little,  he  replied,  “It  is  better  to  wear  out  than  rust  out.”  After  his  death  appeared 
his  “  Origines  Gentium”  (London  1724,  8vo) ;  and  his  translation  of  “8anchoniatho’s 
Phoenician  History”  (London,  1720,  8vo).  At  the  age  of  eighty-three,  Dr.  Cumber¬ 
land,  having  been  presented  by  Dr.  Wilkins  with  a  copy  of  his  Coptic  Testament,  then 
just  published,  commenced,  like  another  Cato,  the  study  of  Coptic.  “At  this  age,” 
says  Mr.  Payne,  “He  mastered  the  language,  and  went  through  great  part  of  this 
version,  and  would  often  give  me  excellent  hints  and  remarks  as  he  proceeded  in  read¬ 
ing  of  it.”  He  died  Oct.  9,  1718.  Cumberland’s  theory  of  morals  is  set  forth  in  his 
treatise  “De  Legibus  Naturm.  ” — M’Clintock  and  Strong,  eds.,  1868,  Cyclopaedia  of 
Biblical ,  Theological  and  Ecclesiastical  Literature ,  vol.  ii,  p.  602. 


personal 

The  pastoral  industry,  affectionate  zeal, 
and  fervent  piety  of  Bishop  Cumberland, 
were  as  conspicuous  as  his  learning  and 
theological  acumen. — Allibone,  S.  Aus¬ 
tin,  1854-58,  Dictionary  of  English  Liter¬ 
ature,  vol.  r,  p.  459. 

From  Payne’s  account  he  appears  to 
have  been  a  man  of  great  simplicity  and 
entire  absence  of  vanity.  He  was  slow 
and  phlegmatic,  and  preferred  the  ac¬ 
cumulation  to  the  diffusion  of  knowledge. 
He  received  a  copy  of  Wilkins’s  Coptic 
'estament  at  the  age  of  eighty-three,  and 
amed  the  language  in  order  to  examine 
le  book.  At  the  same  age  he  was  forced 
i  give  up  the  visitation  of  his  diocese. 
He  had  previously  discharged  his  duties 
conscientiously,  saying  often  that  “a  man 
had  better  wear  out  than  rust  out.”  He 
was  liberal,  and  at  the  end  of  every  year 
gave  all  surplus  revenue  to  the  poor,  re¬ 
serving  only  25/.  to  pay  for  his  funeral. 
— Stephen,  Leslie,  1888,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography,  vol.  XIII,  p.  290, 

GENERAL 

It  [“Recovery  of  Jewish  Weights  and 
Measures”]  discovers  great  sagacity, 
learning,  and  research.  The  subject  is 
attended  with  many  difficulties,  which  the 
Bishop  of  Peterborough  combats,  perhaps 
as  successfully  as  could  reasonably  be  ex¬ 
pected.  The  work  was  attacked  by 
Bernard  in  a  Latin  work  on  the  same  sub¬ 
ject,  published  two  years  after;  but  it  is 
highly  spoken  of  by  Le  Clerc. — Orme, 
Willi  Ail,  1824,  Bibliotheca  Biblica. 

His  manner  of  reasoning  is  diffuse, 
abounding  in  repetitions,  and  often  ex¬ 
cursive  :  we  cannot  avoid  perceiving  that 
he  labors  long  on  propositions  which  no 
adversary  would  dispute,  or  on  which  the 
dispute  could  be  little  else  than  one  of 
verbal  definition.  ...  As  Taylor's 
“Ductor  Dubitantium”  is  nearly  the  last  of 


a  declining  school,  Cumberland’s  “Law  of 
Nature”  may  be  justly  considered  as  the 
herald,  especially  in  England,  of  a  new 
ethical  philosophy,  of  which  the  main 
characteristics  were,  first,  that  it  stood 
complete  in  itself  without  the  aid  of  rev¬ 
elation  ;  secondly,  that  it  appealed  to 
no  authority  of  earlier  writers  whatever, 
though  it  sometimes  used  them  in  illustra¬ 
tion  ;  thirdly,  that  it  availed  itself  of  ob¬ 
servation  and  experience,  alleging  them 
generally,  but  abstaining  from  particular 
instances  of  either,  and  making,  above  all, 
no  display  of  erudition  ;  and,  fourthly, 
that  it  entered  very  little  upon  casuistry, 
leaving  the  application  of  principles  to 
the  reader.— Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39, 
Introduction  to  the  Literature  of  Europe ,  ],t. 
iv,  ch.  iv,  para.  22,  36. 

Cumberland  stands  by  himself,  ...  is 
important  as  a  distinctly  philosophical 
disquisition,  but  its  extraordinarily  dis¬ 
cursive  character  renders  impossible  any¬ 
thing  like  analysis. — Bain,  Alexander, 
1869,  Moral  Science,  p.  142. 

His  doctrines  have  an  independent  place 
in  the  history  of  philosophy;  but  as  he 
wrote  in  Latin,  he  has  but  a  quasi-legiti¬ 
mate  standing  in  the  history  of  English 
literature. — Minto,  William,  1872-80, 
Manual  of  English  Prose  Literature ,  p. 
337. 

Bishop  Cumberland  was  the  first  of 
English-speaking  moralists  to  teach  that 
virtue  or  rectitude  consists  in  general  or 
universal  benevolence.  For  this,  his  name 
is  worthy  of  perpetual  remembrance 
among  philosophers.  — Magoun,  George 
F.,  1887,  A  Fountain-Head  of  English 
Ethics ,  Bibliotheca  Sacra,  vol.  44,  p.  92. 

His  book  on  the  laws  of  nature  was  one 
of  the  innumerable  treatises  called  out  by 
opposition  to  Hobbes.  It  is  rather 
cumbrous  and  discursive,  but  is  ably 
written,  and  remarkable  as  laying  down 
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distinctly  a  utilitarian  criterion  of  moral¬ 
ity.  The  public  good  is  the  end  of 
morality,  and  “universal  benevolence” 
the  source  of  all  virtues.  Cumberland 
occupies  an  important  place  in  English 
ethical  speculation,  and  his  influence 
seems  to  be  traceable  in  the  writings  of 
Shaftesbury  and  Hutcheson. — Stephen, 
Leslie,  1888,  Dictionary  of  National  Biog¬ 
raphy,  vol.  xni,  p.  290. 

The  bishop  wrote  an  excessively  bad 
style,  alike  in  Latin  and  in  English.  Ho 
is  often  quite  unintelligible  and  always 
dull.  Long,  involved  sentences,  and 
tedious,  almost  irrelevant,  digressions, 
mar  his  pages.  That  he  was  a  man  of 
deep  learning,  careful  judgment,  and 
acute  reasoning  power  is  evident  enough, 
but  that  he  either  could  not  or  would  not 
put  his  doubtless  valuable  matter  into  an 
attractive  form,  is  also  only  too  painfully 
evident.  There  is  neither  humour, 
poetry,  nor  any  embellishment  in  his 
writings.  Clumsy,  long-winded  disquisi¬ 
tions  on  themes  that  have  years  ago  lost 
any  interest  they  may  ever  have  had,  con¬ 
stantly  recur  as  we  turn  over  page  after 
page  of  his  treatises.  To  serve  as  a 
warning  that,  however  valuable  the 
matter,  badness  of  manner  will  inevitably 
damn  a  book  in  the  eyes  of  posterity  is 
the  only  lasting  good  poor  old  Bishop 
Cumberland  can  claim  to  have  accom¬ 
plished.  —Fitzroy,  A.  I.,  1894,  English 
Prose ,  ed.  Craik ,  vol.  Ill,  p.  201. 

Culverwell  and  Cumberland  scarcely 
rank  in  a  literary  history. — Garnett, 
Richard,  1895,  The  Age  of  Dryden,  p. 
164. 

While  the  doctrine  of  Universalistic 
Hedonism  has  played  a  most  conspicuous 


pare  in  English  Ethics  since  the  time  of 
Paley  and  Bentham,  it  is  not  commonly 
realized  that  the  essential  features  of  the 
system  were  stated  and  developed  by  a 
contemporary  of  the  Cambridge  Platon- 
ists.  It  is  true  that  Cumberland’s  treatise, 
De  legibus  naturae ,  like  most  ethical  works 
of  the  time,  were  largely  controversial  in 
character,  being  written  to  refute  Hobbes. 
Moreover,  the  jural  aspect  of  the  system, 
implied  by  the  very  title  of  the  treatise, 
tends  to  obscure  what  for  us  is  by  far  its 
most  important  feature.  And  even  this 
is  not  all.  The  “common  good”  which 
Cumberland  regarded  as  the  end  of  all 
truly  moral  action,  includes  “perfection” 
as  well  as  “happiness,”  which  leads  to 
serious  confusion  in  the  working  out  of 
the  system.  But,  making  all  allowances 
for  what  was  incidental  in  the  external 
form  of  the  work,  and  the  confusion  of 
two  principles  which  have  long  since 
become  clearly  differentiated,  it  is  well 
worth  while  to  examine  with  some  care 
the  ablest,  or  at  any  rate  the  most  suc¬ 
cessful,  opponent  of  Hobbes  and  the  true 
founder  of  English  Utilitarianism.  .  .  . 
While  the  thinker  of  an  ordinary  ability, 
and  standing  for  a  principle  which  has 
become  clearly  differentiated  in  the  later 
development  of  English  Ethics,  Cumber¬ 
land  is  so  utterly  lacking  in  a  talent  for 
exposition  that  the  adequate  presentation 
of  his  views  is  a  matter  of  peculiar  dif¬ 
ficulty.  Indeed,  even  apart  from  its 
singular  lack  of  method,  the  fact  that  the 
work  is  so  largely  controversial  in  char¬ 
acter,  increases  the  difficulty  of  extracting 
from  it  the  author’s  own  system. — Albee, 
Ernest,  1895,  The  Ethitical  System  of 
Rickard  Cumberland,  The  Philosophical 
Review,  vol.  4,  pp.  264,  277. 


William  Penn 

1644-1718. 

He  was  born  in  1644,  the  son  of  Admiral  Sir  William  Penn,  educated  at  Christchurch, 
Oxford,  and,  having  turned  Quaker,  was  twice  turned  out  of  doors  by  his  father. 
Then  he  was  tolerated,  but  not  helped,  at  home,  and  no  effort  was  made  to  release  him 
when  he  was  imprisoned  for  attendance  at  religious  meetings.  He  began  at  the  age 
of  twenty-four  (in  1668)  to  preach  and  write.  For  his  second  paper,  “The  Sandy 
Foundation  Shaken,”  he  was  imprisoned  seven  months  in  the  Tower,  and  he  wrote  in 
prison,  at  the  age  of  twenty-five,  his  most  popular  book,  “No  Cross,  no  Crown.” 
He  obtained  release  by  a  vindication  called  “Innocency  with  her  Open  Face.”  In 
1670  his  father  died,  reconciled  to  him.  Penn  inherited  his  estate;  then  wrote, 
travelled,  supported  his  religious  faith;  and  in  1681,  for  his  father’s  services  and 
to  A 
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debts  to  him  from  the  Crown,  obtained  a  grant  of  New  Netherlands,  thenceforward 
called  Pennsylvania.  In  1682,  having  published  his  scheme  in  “A  Brief  Account  of 
the  Province  of  Pennsylvania, ”  he  embarked  for  America,  and  founded  Philadelphia. 
In  1684, the  last  year  of  Charles  II.,  Penn  revisited  England.  lie  published,  in  1694, 
“A  Brief  Account  of  the  Rise  and  Progress  of  the  People  called  Quakers, ”  and  an 
“Account  of  his  Travels  in  Holland  and  Germany  in  1677,  and  for  the  Service  of  the 
Gospel  of  Christ,  by  way  of  Journal/’  He  died  in  1718;  and  his  collected  writings, 
published  in  1726,  fill  two  folio  volumes. — Morley,  Henry,  1879,  A  Manual  of  English 


Literature ,  ed.  Tyler ,  p.  498. 

PERSONAL 

Mr.  Pen,  Sir  William’s  son,  is  come 
back  from  France  and  come  to  visit  my 
wife.  A  most  modish  person,  grown,  she 
says,  a  fine  gentleman.  .  .  .  After  dinner 
comes  Mr.  Pen  to  visit  me,  and  staid  an 
houre  talking  with  me.  I  perceive  some¬ 
thing  of  learning  he  hath  got,  but  a  great 
deale  if  not  too  much,  of  the  vanity  of  the 
French  garbe  and  affected  manner  of 
speech  and  gait.  I  fear  all  real  profit  he 
hath  made  of  his  travel  will  signify  little. 
— Pepys,  Samuel,  1664,  Diary,  Aug. 
26-30. 

Went  to  schoole  in  London,  a  private 
schole  on  that  hill,  and  his  father  kept  a 
,utor  in  the  house :  but  first  he  went  to 
chool  at  Chigwell  in  Essex.  (He  was) 
Eighty  lively,  but  with  innocence;  and 
extremely  tender  under  rebuke  ;  and  very 
early  delighted  in  retirement ;  much  given 
to  reading  and  meditating  of  the  scrip¬ 
tures,  and  at  14  had  marked  over  the 
Bible.  Oftentimes  at  13  and  14  in  his 
meditations  ravisht  with  joy,  and  dissolved 
into  teares.  The  first  sense  he  had  of 
God  was  when  he  was  11  yeares  old  at 
Chigwell,  being  retired  in  a  chamber 
alone.  He  was  so  suddenly  suprized  with 
an  inward  comfort  and  (as  he  thought)  an 
externall  glory  in  the  roome  that  he  has 
many  times  sayd  that  from  thence  he  had 
the  seale  of  divinity  and  immortality,  that 
there  was  a  God  and  that  the  soule  of 
man  was  capable  of  enjoying  his  divine 
communications. — His  schoolmaster  was 
not  of  his  perswasion.  ...  He  speaks 
well  the  Latin  and  the  French  tongues,  and 
his  owne  with  great  mastership.  He  often 
declares  in  the  assemblies  of  his  Friends, 
and  that  with  much  eloquence  and  fervency 
of  spirit — by  which,  and  his  perpetuall 
attendances  on  K(ing)  and  P(rince)  for 
the  reliefe  of  his  Friends,  he  often  ex¬ 
poses  his  health  to  hazard. — Aubrey, 
John,  1669-96,  Brief  Lives ,  ed.  Clark , 
vol.  ii,  pp.  132,  133. 

William  Penn  was  greatly  in  favor  with 


the  king — the  Quaker’s  sole  patron  at 
court— on  whom  the  hateful  eyes  of  his 
enemies  were  intent.  The  king  loved  him 
as  a  singular  and  entire  friend,  and  im¬ 
parted  to  him  many  of  his  secrets  and 
counsels.  He  often  honored  him  with  his 
company  in  private,  discoursing  with  him 
of  various  affairs,  and  that,  not  for  one, 
but  many  hours  together,  and  delaying  to 
hear  the  best  of  his  peers  who  at  the 
same  time  were  waiting  for  an  audience. 
One  of  these  being  envious,  and  impatient 
of  delay,  and  taking  it  as  an  affront  to  see 
the  other  more  regarded  than  himself, 
adventured  to  take  the  freedom  to  tell  his 
majesty,  that  when  he  met  with  Penn  he 
thought  little  of  his  nobility.  The  king 
made  no  other  reply,  than  that  Penn 
always  talked  ingeniously,  and  he  heard 
him  willingly. — Croesb,  Gerard,  1696, 
General  History  of  the  Quakers,  p.  106. 

My  friend  Penn  came  there,  Will  Penn 
the  Quaker,  at  the  head  of  his  brethren, 
to  thank  the  Duke  for  his  kindness  to  their 
people  in  Ireland.  To  see  a  dozen 
scoundrels  with  their  hats  on,  and  the 
Duke  complimenting  with  his  off,  was  a 
good  sight  enough.— Swift,  Jonathan, 
1712,  Journal  to  Stella,  Jan.  15. 

He  was  a  vain  talking  man.  ...  He 
had  such  an  opinion  of  his  own  faculty  of 
persuading,  that  he  thought  none  could 
stand  before  it:  though  he  was  singular 
in  that  opinion :  for  he  had  a  tedious, 
luscious  way,  that  was  not  apt  to  overcome 
a  man’s  reason,  though  it  might  tire  his 
patience.  Burnet,  Gilbert,  1715-34, 
History  of  My  Own  Time. 

It  appears  that  he  was  tall  in  stature 
and  of  an  athletic  make.  He  delighted 
when  young,  as  has  been  before  observed, 
in  manly  sports.  In  maturer  years  he  was 
inclined  to  corpulency,  but  using  a  great 
deal  of  exercise  he  was  very  active  with 
it.  His  appearance  at  this  time  was  that 
of  a  fine  portly  man.  .  .  .  William 

Penn  was  very  neat,  though  plain,  in  his 
dress.  He  walked  generally  with  a  cane. 
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This  cane  he  was  accustomed  to  take  with 
him  in  the  latter  part  of  his  life  into  his 
study,  where,  when  he  dictated  to  an 
amanuensis,  as  was  frequently  his  prac¬ 
tice,  he  would  take  it  in  his  hand,  and 
walking  up  and  down  the  room,  would 
mark,  by  striking  it  against  the  floor,  the 
emphasis  on  points  he  wished  particularly 
to  he  noticed.  .  .  .  He  was  very  neat 

also  as  to  his  person,  and  had  a  great 
aversion  to  the  use  of  tobacco.  However, 
when  he  was  in  America  he  was  often 
annoyed  by  it,  but  he  bore  it  with  good 
humour.  .  .  .  Having  a  great  variety 

of  business  to  go  through,  he  was  obliged 
to  be  an  oeconomist  of  his  time.  He  was 
therefore  regular  and  methodical  in  his 
movements.  ...  He  is  handed  down, 
by  those  who  knew  him,  to  have  been  very 
pleasant  and  strikingly  animated  in  con¬ 
versation.  lie  had  rather  a  disposition  to 
facetiousness,  clothed,  however  in  the 
purest  habit  of  decorum. — Clarkson, 
Thomas,  1813,  Memoirs  of  the  Private  and 
Public  Life  of  William  Penn ,  vol.  II,  pp. 
266,  267,  268,  271. 

William  Penn  and  Robert  Barclay  are 
the  names  of  the  two  most  eminent  mem¬ 
bers  of  the  Society  of  Friends.  They  may 
be  entitled  to  an  equal  measure  of  pure 
and  desirable  fame,  the  former  as  the 
practical,  the  latter  as  the  theoretical, 
champion  of  their  principles.  But  if  ser¬ 
vices  are  to  bo  weighed  and  measured  by 
actual  sum  and  cost,  Penn,  both  in  the 
labors  of  his  life  and  of  his  pen,  will 
receive  the  higher  estimate.  Barclay’s 
father  approved  and  favored  the  devotion 
of  his  son  to  a  despised  sect;  but  Penn, 
as  we  have  seen,  found  his  first  foe  in  his 
best  friend.  Through  the  whole  of  his 
subsequent  life,  his  principles  cost  him  a 
large  amount  of  suffering  of  body  and  of 
mind  ;  a  loss  of  friends,  and  honors,  and 
property;  a  subjection  to  insults  and 
reproaches.  They  weighed  with  such  a 
burden  of  care  upon  his  active  career, 
and  were  attended  with  such  a  disappoint¬ 
ment  of  his  most  cherished  wishes  at  his 
death,  that  we  pronounce  upon  him  the 
highest  but  well  deserved  encomium  in 
saying,  that,  had  he  foreseen  the  course 
and  issue  of  his  life,  he  would  not  have 
shrunk  from  it. — Ellis,  George  E.,  1844, 
William,  Penn,  Library  of  American  Biog¬ 
raphy ,  ed.  Sparks ,  vol.  XXII,  p.  212. 

To  Bpeak  the  whole  truth  concerning 


Penn  is  a  task  which  requires  some  cour¬ 
age;  for  he  is  rather  a  mythical  than  a 
historical  person.  Rival  nations  and  hos¬ 
tile  sects  have  agreed  in  canonising  him. 
England  is  proud  of  his  name.  A  great 
commonwealth  beyond  the  Atlantic  regards 
him  with  a  reverence  similar  to  that  which 
the  Athenians  felt  for  Theseus,  and  the 
Romans  for  Quirinus.  The  respectable 
society  of  which  he  was  a  member  honours 
him  as  an  apostle.  By  pious  men  of  other 
persuasions,  he  is  generally  regarded  as  a 
bright  pattern  of  Christian  virtue.  Mean¬ 
while  admirers  of  a  very  different  sort 
have  sounded  his  praises.  The  French 
philosophers  of  the  eighteenth  century 
pardoned  what  they  regarded  as  his  super¬ 
stitious  fancies  in  consideration  for  his 
contempt  for  priests,  and  of  his  cosmo¬ 
politan  benevolence,  impartially  extended 
to  all  races  and  to  all  creeds.  His  name 
has  thus  become,  throughout  all  civilised 
countries,  a  synonyme  for  probity  and  phil¬ 
anthropy.  Nor  is  this  high  reputation 
altogether  unmerited.  Penn  was  without 
doubt  a  man  of  eminent  virtues.  He  had 
a  strong  sense  of  religious  duty  and  a  fer¬ 
vent  desire  to  promote  the  happiness  of 
mankind.  .  .  .  Hia  writings  and  his 

life  furnished  abundant  proofs  that  he  was 
not  a  man  of  strong  sense.  He  had  no 
skill  in  reading  the  characters  of  others. 
His  confidence  in  persons  less  virtuous 
than  himself  led  him  into  great  errors  and 
misfortunes.  His  enthusiasm  for  one 
great  principle  sometimes  impelled  him  to 
violate  other  great  principles  which  he 
ought  to  have  held  sacred.  Nor  was  his 
rectitude  altogether  proof  against  the 
temptations  to  which  it  was  exposed  in 
that  splendid  and  polite,  but  deeply  cor¬ 
rupted  society,  with  which  he  now  mingled. 

.  .  .  Unhappily  it  cannot  be  concealed 

that  he  bore  a  chief  part  in  some  transac¬ 
tions  condemned,  not  merely  by  the  rigid 
code  of  the  society  to  which  he  belonged, 
but  by  the  general  sense  of  all  honest  men. 
He  afterwards  solemnly  protested  that  his 
hands  were  pure  from  illicit  gain,  and  that 
he  had  never  received  any  gratuity  from 
those  whom  he  had  obliged,  though  he 
might  easily,  while  his  influence  at  court 
lasted,  have  made  a  hundred  and  twenty 
thousand  pounds.  To  this  assertion  full 
credit  is  due.  But  bribes  may  be  offered 
to  vanity  as  well  as  to  cupidity,  and  it  is 
impossible  to  deny  that  Penn  waa  cajoled 
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into  bearing  a  part  in  some  unjustifiable 
transactions  of  which  others  enjoyed  the 
profits  — Macaulay,  Thomas  Babixgton, 
1819,  History  of  England.  cA.v. 

Lrord  Shelburne,  Charles  Austin,  and 
Milman  to  breakfast.  A  pleasant  meal. 
Then  the  Quakers,  five  in  number.  Never 
was  there  such  a  rout.  They  had  abso¬ 
lutely  nothing  to  say.  Every  charge 
against  Penn  came  out  as  clear  as  any  case 
at  the  Old  Bailey.  They  had  nothing  to 
urge  but  what  was  true  enough,  that  he 
looked  worse  in  my  History  than  he  would 
have  looked  on  a  general  survey  of  his 
whole  life.  But  that  is  not  my  fault.  I 
wrote  the  History  of  four  years  during 
which  he  was  exposed  to  great  tempta¬ 
tions;  during  which  he  was  the  favourite 
of  a  bad  king,  and  an  active  solicitor  in  a 
most  corrupt  court.  His  character  was 
injured  by  his  associations.  Ten  years 
before,  or  ten  years  later,  he  would  have 
made  a  much  better  figure.  But  was  I  to 
begin  my  w'ork  ten  years  earlier  or  ten 
years  later  for  William  Penn’s  sake  ?  The 
Quakers  were  extremely  civil.  So  was  I.  * 
-Macaulay,  Thomas  Babington,  1849, 
Diary,  Feb.  5,  Life  by  Trevelyan. 

My  hope  was  that  Macaulay  would  in 
time  withdraw  his  charges  as  disproved 
I  had  some  reason  for  this  hope.  His 
mind  was  racked  by  doubts,  and  he  was 
often  busy  with  this  portion  of  his  book. 
It  is  within  my  knowledge  that  his  latest 
thoughts  on  earth  were  given  to  Penn  and 
that  which  he  had  said  of  Penn.  Some 
part  of  what  he  might  have  done,  the  world 
can  guess  from  what  he  did.  Ho  ceased 
the  work  of  calumny.  In  what  he  wrote 
after  1857,  there  is  not  a  single  sneer  at 
Penn.  His  indexes  were  greatly  changed. 
He  struck  out  much  that  was  false,  and 
more  that  was  abusive.  Penn’s  Jacobit- 
ism  was  no  longer  “scandalous,”  his  word 
was  no  longer  a  “falsehood.”  Penn  was 
no  longer  charged  with  “treasonable  con¬ 
duct,”  with  “flight  to  France,”  and  with 
“renewing  his  plots.”  What  else  Mac¬ 
aulay  might  have  done  can  only  be  sur¬ 
mised  ;  but  it  is  fair  to  think  that  changes 
in  his  index  would  have  been  followed  by 

*lf  Macnulfty’a  Hiatory  was  not  a  Life  of  William 
Penn,  this  lx>ok  is  still  less  bo  Those  who  ore  hon 
or*l)ly  Jcnlous  for  Penn’e  reputation  will  forg-tvo  mo 
If  I  do  not  express  an  opinion  of  my  own  with  ro- 
K*rd  to  the  controversy  ;  an  opinion  which,  after  all, 
would  bo  valueless.  In  my  undo's  papers  there  can 
be  found  no  trace  of  hia  over  having  changed  his 
mind  on  the  merits  of  the  question.— The  velt  an, 
Oeoroi  Orro,  1870,  Life  and  Letter*  of  Lord  Macau¬ 
lay. 


amendments  in  his  text.  I  know  that  he 
was  far  from  satisfied  with  his  “Notes” 
of  1857,  and  that  he  was  engaged  in 
reconsidering  the  defence  of  Penn  when  he 
leaned  back  in  his  chair  and  died.  —Dixon, 
William  Hepwokth,  1851  72,  History  of 
William  Penn,  Note. 

A  pleasant  walk  of  about  two  miles 
from  Chalfont  St.  Giles  brings  us  to  Jor¬ 
dans  meeting-house.  .  In  front 

of  the  meeting-house,  and  divided  from  it 
by  a  low  fence  and  wicket,  is  the  “dead 
garth.”  .  .  .  The  grave  farthest  from 

the  wicket  in  the  first  row  of  graves  on 
the  right  is  that  of  Penn  and  his  second 
wife.  It  bears  the  inscription  :  “William 
Penn,  1718,  and  Hannah  Penn,  1726.” 
The  grave  next  this  is  that  of  Gulielma 
Maria  Penn,  his  first  wife,  who  died  in 
1689,  while  the  next  two  are  occupied  by 
the  remains  of  her  mother  and  step-father 
respectively.  In  the  second  row  are  the 
graves  of  two  other  of  Penn’s  children, 
those  of  Letitia  and  Springett  Penn.  In 
the  third  row  is  that  of  Thomas  Ellwood, 
the  simple-hearted  man  who  read  to  Mil- 
ton  when  blindness  had  befallen  him  ;  also 
that  of  his  wife.  For  periods  of  from  one 
to  two  centuries  all  these  graves  were 
without  memorials,  as  are  still  many 
others  in  this  out-of-the-way  burial-ground. 
A  few  years  ago  it  might  have  been  said 
with  entire  truth,  in  the  words  of  Words¬ 
worth  : 

•‘In  our  church-yard 
Ls  neither  epitaph  nor  monument, 

Tombstone  nor  graw;  only  the  turf  we  tread, 
And  a  few  natural  graves.” 

A  few  graves  and  flower-grown  hillocks 
within  a  narrow  inclosure  fronting  a  plain 
cottage-like  structure  over  which  the 
trees  swayed  and  the  birds  sang  in  their 
season :  that  was  all  there  was  to  mark 
the  last  earthly  resting-place  of  one  of  the 
world’s  noblest  heroes,  surrounded  by 
those  he  loved.  The  simple  headstones 
they  now  bear  were  erected  some  seven¬ 
teen  or  eighteen  years  ago  by  those  who 
have  the  custody  of  the  little  meeting¬ 
house  and  its  attached  burial-ground. 
The  records  of  the  district  meeting  con¬ 
tain  the  minute  that  in  July,  1862,  a  com¬ 
mittee  was  appointed  “to  place  grave¬ 
stones  over  such  of  the  graves  at  Jordans 
the  identity  of  which  had  been  ascer¬ 
tained.”  The  committee  reported  in  June, 
1863,  that  this  had  been  done.  The  grave. 
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of  the  Penns,  Peningtons,  and  Ellwoods, 
are  fitly  placed  close  together :  all  formed 
one  community  when  living,  rejoicing  and 
suffering  in  common.  -Story,  Alfred  T., 

1881,  T/ie  Grave  of  William  Penn,  Har¬ 
per's  Magazine,  vol.  64,  pp.  84,  85. 

He  was  not  born  with  his  hat  on,  but 
this  is  the  only  time  he  was  ever  seen  in 
his  bare  head.  —Burdette,  Robert  J., 

1882,  William  Penn  ( Lives  of  American 
Wort  kies),  p.  1. 

William  Penn  is  now  usually  thought  of 
as  a  pious,  contemplative  man,  a  peace- 
loving  Quaker  in  a  broad  brim  hat  and 
plain  drab  clothes,  who  founded  Pennsyl¬ 
vania  in  the  most  successful  manner,  on 
beautiful,  benevolent  principles,  and  kind¬ 
ness  to  the  Indians.  But  the  real  Penn, 
though  of  a  very  religious  turn  of  mind, 
was  essentially  a  man  of  action,  restless 
and  enterprising,  at  times  a  courtier  and 
a  politician,  who  loved  handsome  dress, 
lived  well  and  lavishly,  and,  although  he 
undoubtedly  kept  his  faith  with  the  red- 
men,  I’ennslyvania  was  the  torment  of  his 
life.  He  came,  moreover,  of  fighting 
ancestry,  and  was  himself  a  soldier  for  a 
short  time.  His  life  was  full  of  contests, 
imprisonments,  disasters,  and  suffering, 
if  not  of  actual  fighting,  and  he  lived  dur  ¬ 
ing  the  most  critical  periods  of  English 
history.  Few,  if  any,  Quakers  have  shown 
so  much  energy  as  he.  Indeed,  there  have 
been  few  men  who  have  attempted  to 
accomplish  so  much. — Fisher,  Sydney 
George,  1900,  The  True  William  Penn,  p. 
11. 

PENNSYLVANIA 

This  day  my  country  was  confirmed  to 
me  under  the  great  seal  of  England,  with 
large  powers  and  privileges,  by  the  name 
of  Pennsylvania;  a  name  the  king  would 
give  it  in  honor  of  my  father.  I  chose 
New  Wales,  being,  as  this,  a  pretty  hilly 
country,  but  Penn  being  Welsh  for  a  head, 
as  Pennanmoire  in  Wales,  and  Penrith  in 
Cumberland,  and  Penn  in  Buckinghamshire, 
the  highest  land  in  England,  called  this 
Pennsylvania,  which  is  the  high  or  head 
woodlands ;  for  I  proposed  when  the  sec¬ 
retary,  a  Welshman,  refused  to  have  it 
called  New  Wales,  Sylvania,  and  they 
added  Penn  to  it;  and  though  I  much 
opposed  it  and  went  to  the  king  to  have 
it  struck  out  and  altered,  he  said  it  was 
past  and  would  take  it  upon  him  ;  nor  could 
twenty  guineas  move  the  under  secretary 


to  vary  the  name ;  for  I  feared  lest 
it  should  be  looked  on  as  a  vanity  in  me, 
and  not  as  a  respect  in  the  king,  as  it 
truly  was,  to  my  father,  whom  he  often 
mentions  with  praise. — PENN,  William, 
1681,  Letter  to  Robert  Turner,  Hazard's 
Annals  of  Pennsylvania,  p.  500. 

William  Pen  might  glory  in  having 
brought  down  upon  earth  the  so  much 
boasted  golden  age,  which  in  all  proba¬ 
bility  never  excited  but  in  Pensilvania. — • 
Voltaire,  Francois  Marie  Aroulet, 
1732?  Letters  Concerning  the  English  Na¬ 
tion,  p.  25. 

Of  all  great  reputations,  Penn’s  is  that 
which  has  been  most  the  effect  of  acci¬ 
dent.  The  great  action  of  his  life  was  his 
turning  Quaker  :  the  conspicuous  one,  his 
behaviour  upon  his  trial.  In  all  that  re¬ 
gards  Pennsylvania,  he  has  no  other  merit 
than  that  of  having  followed  the  principles 
of  the  religious  community  to  which  he 
belonged,  when  his  property  happened  to  be 
vested  in  colonial  speculations.— Southey, 
Robert,  1814,  Letter  to  Bernard  Barton, 
Dec.  19. 

The  immortal  memory  of  Penn,  who  sub¬ 
dued  the  ferocity  of  savages  by  his  vir¬ 
tues,  and  enlightened  the  civilized  world 
by  his  institutions. — -Madison,  James, 
1830,  Toast,  Oct.  13,  Works,  vol.  iv,  p. 
118. 

This  admirable  person  had  employed  his 
great  abilities  in  support  of  civil  as  well 
as  religious  liberty,  and  hath  both  acted 
and  suffered  for  them  under  Charles  II. 
Even  if  he  had  not  founded  the  Common¬ 
wealth  of  Pennsylvania  as  an  everlasting 
memorial  of  his  love  of  freedom,  his 
actions  and  writings  in  England  would 
have  been  enough  to  absolve  him  from  the 
charge  of  intending  to  betray  the  rights 
of  his  countrymen. — Mackintosh,  Sir 
James,  1832  ?-34,  History  of  the  Revolution 
in  England  in  1688. 

Beneath  a  large  elm  tree  at  Shakamaxon, 
on  the  northern  edge  of  Philadelphia, 
William  Penn,  surrounded  by  a  few  friends, 
in  the  habiliments  of  peace,  met  the  nu¬ 
merous  delegation  of  the  Lenni  Lenape 
tribes.  The  great  treaty  was  not  for  the 
purchase  of  lands,  but,  confirming  what 
Penn  had  written,  and  Markham  cove¬ 
nanted,  its  sublime  purpose  was  the  recog¬ 
nition  of  the  equal  rights  of  humanity. 
Under  the  shelter  of  the  forest,  now 
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leafless  by  the  frosts  of  autumn,  Penn  pro¬ 
claimed  to  the  men  of  the  Algonquin  race, 
from  both  banks  of  the  Delaware,  from 
the  borders  of  the  Schuylkill,  and,  it  may 
have  been,  even  from  the  Susquehannah, 
the  same  simple  message  of  peace  and  love 
which  George  Fox  had  professed  before 
Cromwell,  and  Mary  Fisher  had  borne  to 
the  Grand  Turk.  The  English  and  the 
Indian  should  respect  the  same  moral  law, 
should  be  alike  secure  in  their  pursuits 
and  their  possessions,  and  adjust  every 
difference  by  a  peaceful  tribunal,  composed 
of  an  equal  number  of  men  from  each  race. 
“We  meet,’’  such  were  the  words  of  Wil¬ 
liam  Penn,  “on  the  broad  pathway  of  good 
faith  and  good  will  ;  no  advantage  shall 
be  taken  on  either  side,  but  all  shall  be 
openness  and  love.  I  will  not  call  you 
children;  for  parents  sometimes  chide 
their  children  too  severely ;  nor  brothers 
only;  for  brothers  differ.  The  friendship 
between  me  and  you  I  will  not  compare 
to  a  chain  ;  for  that  the  rains  might  rust, 
or  the  falling  tree  might  break.  We  are 
the  same  as  if  one  man's  body  were  to  be 
divided  into  two  parts;  we  are  all  one 
flesh  and  blood.”  The  children  of  the 
forest  were  touched  by  the  sacred  doc¬ 
trine,  and  renounced  their  guile  and  their 
revenge.  They  received  the  presents  of 
Penn  in  sincerity  ;  and  with  hearty  friend¬ 
ship  they  gave  the  belt  of  wampum. — 
Bancroft,  George,  1834-38,  History  of 
the  United  States,  ch.  xvi. 

To  William  Penn  belongs  the  distinction, 
destined  to  brighten  as  men  advance  in 
virtue,  of  first  in  human  history  establish¬ 
ing  the  Law  of  Love  as  a  rule  of  conduct 
in  the  intercourse  of  nations. — -Sumner, 
Charles,  1850,  The  True  Grandeur  of  Na¬ 
tions,  Orations  and  Speeches,  vol.  I,  p.  114. 

Controversy  has  now  quite  ceased  to 
busy  itself  about  his  noble  character,  and 
his  life  of  splendid  unostentatious  benefi¬ 
cence.  His  name,  which  without  his  con¬ 
sent  and  against  his  wishes  was  made  part 
of  the  name  of  the  State  which  he  founded, 
will  be  remembered  in  connection  with  its 
history  while  the  Delaware  and  the  Schuyl¬ 
kill  flow.  Of  his  famous  treaty  with  the 
Indians  nothing  perhaps  was  ever  better 
said  than  the  comment  of  Voltaire,  that  it 
was  the  only  league  between  savages  and 
white  men  which  was  never  sworn  to  and 
never  broken. — McCarthy,  Justin,  1884, 
A  History  of  the  Four  Georges,  vol.  i,  p.  235. 


GENERAL 

Especially  of  late  some  of  them  (the 
Quakers)  have  made  nearer  advances 
towards  Christianity  than  ever  before; 
and  among  them  the  ingenious  Mr.  Penn 
has  of  late  refined  some  of  their  gross 
notions,  and  brought  them  into  some  form, 
and  has  made  them  speak  sense  and  Eng¬ 
lish,  of  both  which  George  Fox,  their  first 
and  great  apostle,  was  totally  ignorant. 
Leslie,  Charles,  1698,  The  Snake  in  the 
Grass,  Introduction  to  Third  cd. 

The  Life  of  William  Penn,  the  settler 
of  Pennsylvania,  the  founder  of  Philadel¬ 
phia,  and  one  of  the  first  lawgivers  in  the 
Colonies,  now  United  States,  in  1682, 
containing  also  his  celebrated  Treaty 
with  the  Indians,  his  purchase  of  their 
country;  valuable  anecdotes  of  /Ydmiral 
Penn,  also  King  Charles  II.,  James  II., 
King  William  and  Queen  Anne,  in  whose 
reigns  William  Penn  lived  ;  curious  circum¬ 
stances  that  led  him  to  become  a  Quaker, 
with  a  view  of  the  admirable  traits  in  the 
character  of  the  people  called  Friends  or 
Quakers,  who  have  done  so  much  to 
meliorate  the  condition  of  suffering 
humanity.  Weems,  Mason  L.,  1S29, 
Title  Page. 

Penn  however  is  worthy  of  a  place  in 
every  theological  collection. —  Dihdin, 
Thomas  Frognall,  1824,  The  Library 
Companion,  p.  56. 

It  is  doubtful  whether  any  other  work 
[“Reflections”]  of  the  size  can  be  found, 
containing  so  much  sound,  practical  wis¬ 
dom. — Cleveland,  Charles  D.,  1848,  .4 
Compendium  of  English  Literature,  p.  370. 

“No  Cross,  no  Crown  is  a  serious  cross 
to  me,”  said  Admiral  Penn  on  reading  this 
unworldly  book.  “No  Cross,  no  Crown” 
arose  out  of  the  writer’s  own  position. 
He  was  suffering  for  opinion:  he  was 
suffering  at  the  hands  of  men  who  pro¬ 
fessed  to  be  the  servants  of  God.  He 
wished  to  present  clearly  to  his  own  mind 
and  to  impress  upon  others  the  great 
Christian  doctrine  that  every  man  must 
bear  the  cross  who  hopes  to  wear  the 
crown.  To  this  end  he  reviewed  the  char¬ 
acter  of  the  age.  He  showed  how  corrupt 
was  the  laity,  how  proud  and  self-willed 
were  the  priests. — Dixon,  William  Hep- 
worth,  1851-72,  History  of  William  Penn, 

p.  81. 

Neither  Penn  nor  Barclay  has  any  special 
grace  or  vigour  of  style.  Penn  is  lively 
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and  pointed,  Barclay  grave  and  argumen¬ 
tative.  — Minto,  William,  1872-80,  Man¬ 
ual  of  English  Prose  Literature,  p.  335. 

William  Penn  possessed  in  full  measure 
the  culture  of  his  century,  and  was  him¬ 
self  a  zealous  writer,  always  full  of  his 
object.  His  abstractions  remind  one 
sometimes  of  Hobbes:  his  arguments  of 
Sidney  and  Sidney’s  historical  learning; 
like  Harrington  he  loves  to  analyse  and 
weigh  the  interests  on  which  states  appear 
to  rest.  But  all  requires  a  special  char¬ 
acter  and  vigour  from  the  special  end 
which  ho  pursues,  namely,  the  emancipa¬ 
tion  of  his  sect  from  all  oppression.—* 
Kan  kb,  Leopold  Von,  1875,  A  History  of 
England ,  voL  IV,  p.  316. 

The  plain  recital  of  his  doings  is  his  best 
eulogy.  —  Bruch  hausen,  Caspar  1877, 
Cyclopaedia  of  Biblical,  Theological  and 
Ecclesiastical  Literature ,  ed.  M'Clintock 
and  Strong,  vol.  vii,  p.  898. 

His  character  is  a  curious  mingling  of 
dissimilar  qualities.  He  was  at  once  a 
saint  and  a  courtier,  a  religious  fanatic 
and  a  shrewd  man  of  affairs  and  of  the 
world.  With  the  controversies  awakened 
by  Macaulay’s  sweeping  charges  we  have 
here  nothing  to  do.  Penn  appears  in 
American  history  simply  as  the  wise 
founder  of  a  state,  the  prudent  and  just 
magistrate,  the  liberal-minded  law-giver 
and  ruler.— Lodge,  Henry  Cabot,  1881, 
A  Short  History  of  the  English  Colonies  in 
America,  p.  211. 

As  an  author,  Penn  appears  as  a 
defender  of  the  views  of  Fox  and  Barclay, 
a  writer  of  sententious  ethical  precepts, 
an  opponent  of  judicial  oaths,  an  advocate 
of  a  Congress  of  Nations  for  the  settle¬ 
ment  of  international  disputes,  and  a 
champion  of  complete  and  universal 
religious  liberty.  Many  of  his  books  and 
pamphlets  were  translated  into  German, 
French,  Dutch  and  Welsh.— Mann,  W. 
J-,  1883,  Schaff-Herzog  Encyclopaedia  of 
Religious  Knowledge,  vol.  in,  p.  1789. 

It  [“No  Cross,  No  Crown”]  is  an  earn¬ 
est,  sometimes  eloquent,  exposition  of  the 
duty  of  self-denial  as  the  chief  requisite 
for  salvation,  denouncing  all  lip  service 
and  ceremonialism.  The  style  is  grave 
and  uniform.  It  is  perhaps  somewhat 
ponderously  earnest,  and  lacks  the  refresh¬ 
ing  humour  and  imagery  of  some  of  his 
contemporary  theologians.  It  is  always 


clear,  though  the  effect  is  sometimes 
spoilt  by  too  much  amplification.  A 
fair  amount  of  learning  and  culture  is 
shown  without  pedantry. — Fitzroy,  A.  I., 
1894,  English  Prose,  ed.  Craik,  vol.  in, 
p.  333. 

His  piety  was  profound ;  and  though 
he  had  little  or  no  interest  in  humane 
learning  for  its  own  sake,  his  knowledge 
of  the  Christian  and  prechristian  mystics 
was  considerable,  and  enabled  him  to  give 
to  the  doctrine  of  the  “light  within”  a 
certain  philosophical  breadth. 

His  style  is  clear  and  nervous,  and  his 
theological  polemics,  though  for  the  most 
part  occupied  with  questions  of  ephemeral 
importance,  evince  no  small  controversial 
power. — RlGG,  J.  M.,  1895,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography,  vol.xuw,  p.  317. 

Penn  himself  during  his  residence  in 
the  colony  wrote  nothing  except  letters; 
these,  however,  are  pleasant  reading, 
something  of  the  large,  calm  beauty  of 
his  spirit  passing  into  his  style.  The 
long  letter  written  in  1683  to  the  Free 
Society  of  Traders  contains  an  interesting 
description  of  the  Indians,  whose  friend¬ 
ship  Penn  so  well  knew  how  to  win. — 
Bronson,  Walter  C.,  1900.  A  Short 
History  of  American  Literature,  p.  40. 

Penn  had  done  what  George  Fox  could 
also  so  effectually  do.  He  had  not  merely 
endured  his  imprisonment  with  a  spirit 
that  won  the  respect  both  of  his  followers 
and  his  enemies,  but  he  had  made  the 
imprisonment  a  means  of  advancing  the 
cause  he  had  at  heart,  of  making  it  known 
to  the  world  in  a  way  that  would  arouse 
enthusiasm.  He  had  stated  more  fully 
and  completely  than  had  yet  been  done 
the  fundamental  doctrines  of  his  faith  in 
his  two  pamphlets,  “The  Sandy  Founda¬ 
tion”  and  “Innocency  with  her  Open 
Face;”  and  these  two  pamphlets,  the  one 
that  imprisoned  him  and  the  one  that 
released  him,  are  to  this  day  the  authori¬ 
ties  used  to  prove  the  original  doctrines 
of  the  Quakers.  When  we  add  to  these 
two  pamphlets  his  book,  “No  Cross,  No 
Crown,”  which  has  also  a  permanent 
value,  we  have  Penn’s  three  most  impor¬ 
tant  works ;  and  it  was  a  good  deal  to  be 
accomplished  within  a  twelvemonth  by  a 
young  man  of  only  twenty-four,  who  had 
spent  most  of  that  time  locked  up  in  the 
Tower.— Fisher,  Sydney  George,  1900, 
The  True  William  Penn,  p .  136. 
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Joseph  Addison,  1672-1719.  Born,  at  Milston,  Wilts,  1  May  1672.  Educated  at 
private  schools  at  Amesbury  and  Salisbury  ;  at  Lichfield  School,  1683  ;  at  Charterhouse 
[1685-87?];  to  Queen’s  Coll.,  Oxford,  1687.  Demyship  at  Magdalen  Coll.,  1689; 
B.A.,  6  May  1691;  M.A.,  14  Feb.  1693;  Fellowship,  1697-1711.  Crown  Pension  of 
£300  a  year,  1697.  To  France,  autumn  of  1699;  lived  in  Blois  and  Paris  (1700). 
Tour  in  Italy,  winter  of  1700-01.  At  Geneva,  1701 ;  Vienna,  1702.  In  Germany, 
Holland,  and  return  to  England,  1703.  Member  of  Kitcat  Club.  Commissioned  to 
write  poem  to  celebrate  Battle  of  Blenheim,  1704;  appointed  to  Under-Secretaryship 
of  State,  1706.  With  Halifax  on  Mission  to  Hanover,  1707.  M.P.  for  Lostwithiel, 
Nov.  1708;  election  quashed,  Dec.  1709.  Sec.  to  Lord  Lieut,  of  Ireland,  and  Keeper 
of  Records,  1709.  Contributed  to  Steele’s  “Tatler,”  1709  10.  M.P.  for  Malmes¬ 
bury,  1710.  Published  “Whig  Examiner, ”  (5  nos.)  Sept.-Oct.,  1710.  Bought  estate 
of  Bilton  in  AVarwickshire,  1711.  “Spectator”  published  daily,  1  March  1711  to 
Dec.  1712.  “Cato”  produced  at  Drury  Lane,  14  April  1713.  Contrib.  to  “The 
Guardian,”  May-Sept.  1713;  to  Steele's  “Lover, ”  and  to  a  revived  “Spectator,” 
June-Sept.  1714.  Comedy  “The  Drummer”  anonymously  produced,  1715.  Resumed 
political  appointments,  1715-16.  “The  Freeholder”  (55  nos.),  published  anonymously, 
Dec.  1715-June  1716.  Married  Countess  of  Warwick,  3  Aug.  1716.  Retired  from 
appointments,  March  1718,  owing  to  ill-health.  Daughter  born  in  Jan.  1718.  Con¬ 
troversy  with  Steele  in  “Old  AVhig”  (2  nos.,  19  March  and  2  April  1719).  Died,  in 
London,  17  June  1719.  IForA:s:  “Dissertatio  de  insignioribus  Romanis  poetis, ” 
1692;  “A  Poem  to  His  Majesty,”  1695;  Latin  Poem  on  tho  Peace  of  Ryswick,  1697 ; 
Lat.  poems  in  “Examen  Poeticum  Duplex,”  1698,  and  “Musarum  Anglicanarum  Ana¬ 
lecta,”  vol.  ii.,  1699;  “Letters  from  Italy  to  the  Rt.  Hon.  Charles,  Lord  Halifax,” 
1703;  “Remarks  on  several  Parts  of  Italy,”  1705;  “The  Campaign,”  1705;  “Fair 
Rosamond”  (anon.),  1707 ;  “The  Present  State  of  the  War”  (anon.),  1708;  Papers  in 
“Tatler,”  1709-10;  “Whig  Examiner,”  1710;  274  nos.  in  “Spectator,”  1711  12; 
“The  Late  Tryal  and  Conviction  of  Count  Tariff”  (anon.),  1713;  “Cato,”  1713; 
Papers  in  “Guardian,”  1713  ;  in  “Lover”  and  new  ' ‘  Spectator,”  1714 ;  “Essay  concerning 
the  Error  in  distributing  modern  Medals,”  1715 ;  “The  Drummer”  (anon.),  1716; 
[Poetical  addresses  to  Princess  of  AValesand  Sir  G.  Kneller,  1716];  “The  Freeholder” 
(anon.),  1715-16;  Translations  of  Ovid’s  “Metamorphoses”  with  Dryden  and  others, 
1717;  “Two  Poems;  viz.,  I.  On  the  Deluge.  .  .  .  Anode  to  Dr.  Burnett;  II.  In 
praise  of  Physic  and  Poetry.  An  ode  to  Dr.  Hannes”  (Lat.  and  Eng.),  1718;  “The 
Resurrection:  a  poem,”  1718:  “The  Old  Whig”  (anon.),  1719;  “The  Patrician” 
(anon.),  1719.  Posthumous :  “Notes  upon  the  twelve  books  of  Paradise  Lost”  (from 
“Spectator”),  1719;  “Skating :  a  poem”  (Lat.  and  Eng.),  1720;  “Evidences  of  the 
Christian  Religion,”  1730;  “Discourse  on  Ancient  and  Modern  Learning,”  1739. 
“Collected  Works:”  first  published  by  T.  Tickell  in  1721.  Life:  by  Miss  Aikin, 
1843;  by  W.  J.  Courthope,  1884. — Sharp,  R.  Farquhaiison,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of 
English  Authors,  p.  2. 

Blest  with  each  talent  and  each  art  to  please, 
And  born  to  write,  converse,  and  live  with 
ease : 

Should  such  a  man,  too  fond  to  rule  alone, 
Bear,  like  the  Turk,  no  brother  near  the 
throne. 

View  him.  ■with  scornful,  yet  with  jealous 
eyes, 

And  hate  for  arts  that  caus’d  himself  to  rise ; 
Damn  with  faint  praise,  asseDt  with  civil  leer, 
And  without  sneering,  teach  the  rest  to  sneer ; 
"Willing  to  wound,  and  yet  afraid  to  strike, 
Just  hint  a  fault,  and  hesitate  dislike; 

Aliko  reserv’d  to  blame,  or  to  commend, 

A  tim’rous  foe,  and  a  suspicious  friend; 


PERSONAL 

I  dined  to-day  with  Dr.  Garth  and  Mr. 
Addison  at  the  Devil  Tavern,  by  Temple 
Bar;  and  Garth  treated.  And  it  is  well 
1  dine  every  day,  else  I  should  be  longer 
making  out  my  letters.  .  .  .  Mr. 

Addison’s  election  has  passed  easy  and 
undisputed,  and  I  believe  if  he  had  a  mind 
to  be  chosen  King  he  would  not  be  refused. 
— Swift,  Jonathan,  1710, .  Journal  to 
Stella ,  Oct.  12. 

Were  there  One  whose  fires 
True  Genius  kindles,  and  fair  Fame  inspires  ; 
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Dreadiug  ev’n  fools,  by  Flatterers  besieg’d. 
And  60  obliging,  that  he  ne’er  oblig'd  ; 

Like  Cato ,  give  his  little  Senate  laws, 

And  sit  attentive  to  his  own  applause; 

While  Wits  and  Templars  ev’ry  sentence 
raise, 

And  wonder  with  a  foolish  face  of  praise:  — 
Who  but  must  laugh,  if  such  a  man  there  be? 
Who  would  not  weep,  if  ATTIOUS  wore  ho? 
— Pope,  Alexander,  1715-23-27-35, 
Epistle  to  Dr.  Arbutknot. 

Mr.  Jo,  Addison,  who  was  made,  about 
Easter  last,  secretary  of  state,  is  turned 
out  of  office,  and  made  one  of  the  tellers  of 
the  exchequer.  His  under-secretary  was 
Mr.  Tho.  Tickell,  that  pretender  to  poetry, 
of  Queen's  college.  Mr.  Addison  was  by 
no  means  qualifyed  for  the  office  of  secre¬ 
tary,  being  not  skilled  in  business,  and 
not  knowing  how  to  speak.  This  is  what 
is  commonly  said.  Hearne,  Thomas, 
1717,  Reliquiae  Hearniance,  ed.  Bliss ,  Nov. 
9,  vol.  ii,  p.  54. 

It  could  not  be  imagined  that  to  dimin¬ 
ish  a  worthy  man,  as  soon  as  he  was  no 
more  to  be  seen,  could  add  to  him  who  had 
always  raised,  and  almost  worshipped, 
him  when  living.  There  never  was  a  more 
strict  friendship  than  between  those 
gentlemen;  nor  had  they  ever  any  differ 
ence  but  what  proceeded  from  their  differ¬ 
ent  way  of  pursuing  the  same  thing.  The 
one  with  patience,  foresight,  and  temper¬ 
ate  address  always  waited  and  stemmed 
the  torrent ;  while  the  other  often  plunged 
himself  into  it,  and  was  as  often  taken  out 
by  the  temper  of  him  who  stood  weeping 
on  the  brink  for  his  safety,  whom  he 
could  not  dissuade  from  leaping  into  it. — 
Steele,  Richard,  1720,  The  Theatre,  No. 
12. 

Can  I  forget  the  dismal  night,  that  gave 
My  soul’s  best  part  for-ever  to  the  grave! 
How  silent  did  hi.i  old  companions  tread, 

By  mid-night  lamps,  the  mansions  of  the 
dead, 

Through  breathing  statues  then  unheeded 
things, 

Through  rowes  of  warriors,  and  through 
walks  of  kings! 

What  awe  did  the  slow  solemn  knell  inspire; 
Tho  pealing  organ,  and  the  pausing  choir; 
The  duties  by  the  lawn-robe’d  prelate  pay’d; 
And  tho  last  words,  that  dust  to  dust  con¬ 
vey’d! 

While  speechless  o’er  thy  closing  grave  we 
bend. 

Accept  these  tears,  thou  dear  departed  friend! 
Oh,  gone  for-ever,  take  this  long  adieu; 

And  sleep  in  peace,  next  thy  lov'd  Montagu  ! 


That  awful  form  (which,  so  ye  heavens  de¬ 
cree, 

Must  still  bo  lov’d  and  still  deplor’d  by  me) 
In  nightly  visions  seldom  fails  to  rise, 

Or,  rouB'd  by  fancy,  meets  my  waking  eyes. 
If  business  calls,  or  crowded  courts  invite, 
Th’  unblemish’d  statesman  seems  to  strike 
my  sight; 

If  in  the  stage  I  seek  to  eootlie  my  care, 

I  meet  his  soul,  which  breathes  iu  Cato  there  ; 
If  pensive  to  the  rural  shades  I  rove, 

His  shapo  o’ertakes  me  in  the  lovely  grove: 
’Twas  there  of  Just  and  Good  ho  reason’d 
strong. 

Clear’d  some  great  truth,  or  rais'd  some  seri¬ 
ous  song ; 

There  patient  show’d  us  the  wiso  course  to 
steere. 

A  candid  censor,  and  a  friend  sincere; 

There  taught  us  how  to  live ;  and  (oh  I  too 
high 

The  price  for  knowledge)  taught  us  how  to 
die. 

— Tickell,  Thomas,  1721,  To  the  Right 
Honourable  the  Earl  of  Warwick. 

Mr.  Addison  wrote  very  fluently  ;  but  he 
was  sometimes  very  slow  and  scrupulous 
in  correcting.  He  would  show  his  verses 
to  several  friends ;  and  would  alter  almost 
everything  that  any  of  them  hinted  at  as 
wrong.  He  seemed  to  be  too  diffident  of 
himself ;  and  too  much  concerned  about 
his  character  as  a  poet:  or  (as  he  worded 
it)  too  solicitous  for  that  kind  of  praise, 
which,  God  knows,  is  but  a  very  little 
matter  after  all !  .  .  .  Many  of  his 

Spectators  he  wrote  very  fast ;  and  sent 
them  to  the  press  as  soon  as  they  were 
written.  It  seems  to  have  been  best  for 
him  not  to  have  had  too  much  time  to  cor¬ 
rect.  .  .  .  Addison  was  perfect  good 

company  with  intimates ;  and  had  some¬ 
thing  more  charming  in  his  conversation 
than  I  ever  knew  in  any  other  roan :  but 
with  any  mixture  of  strangers,  and  some¬ 
times  only  with  one,  he  seemed  to  preserve 
his  dignity  much ;  with  a  stiff  sort  of 
slience.  —  Pope,  Alexander,  1728-30, 
Spence’s  Anecdotes ,  ed.  Singer,  pp.  37,  38. 

To  this  great  man  I  am  the  nearest  male 
relation  now  living ;  I  owe  part  of  my  edu¬ 
cation  to  him.—  Budgell,  Eustace,  1732, 
Liberty  and  Property ,  p.  143. 

Mr.  Addison  stayed  above  a  yoar  at 
Blois. — He  would  rise  as  early  as  between 
two  and  three  in  the  height  of  summer, 
and  lie  a  bed  till  between  eleven  and  twelve 
in  the  depth  of  winter. — He  was  untalka- 
tive  whilst  here,  and  often  thoughtful: 
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sometimes  so  lost  in  thought,  that  1  have 
come  into  his  room  and  stayed  five  minutes 
there,  before  he  has  known  anything  of  it. 
— He  has  his  masters,  generally,  at  sup¬ 
per  with  him ;  kept  very  little  company 
beside ;  and  had  no  amour  whilst  here, 
that  1  know  of ;  and  I  think  I  should  have 
known  it,  if  he  had  had  any. — Philip- 
peaux,  Abb£  of  Blois,  1737-39,  Spence’s 
Anecdotes ,  ed.  Singer,  p.  139. 

Addison  was  the  best  company  in  the 
world. — Montague,  Lady  Mary  Wort- 
ley,  1740-41,  Spence’s  Anecdotes,  ed. 
Singer,  p.  175. 

In  a  word,  one  may  justly  apply  to  him 
what  Plato,  in  his  allegorical  language, 
says  of  Aristophanes,  that  the  Graces, 
having  searched  all  the  world  for  a 
temple  wherein  they  might  for  ever  dwell, 
settled  at  last  in  the  breast  of  Mr.  Addi¬ 
son.  — Melmoth,  William,  1742,  Letters 
on  Several  Subjects  by  Sir  Thomas  Fitzos- 
bornc. 

Mr.  Addison  was  stedfast  to  his  prin¬ 
ciples,  faithful  to  his  friends,  a  zealous 
patriot, '  honourable  in  public  stations, 
amiable  in  private  life,  and  as  he  lived, 
he  died,  a  good  man,  and  a  pious  Christian. 
— Cibber,  Theophilus,  1753,  Lives  of  the 
Poets,  vol.  HI,  p.  320. 

Attiqus  could  be  a  friend  to  men,  with¬ 
out  awaking  their  resentment,  and  be  sat¬ 
isfied  with  his  own  virtue  without  seeking 
popular  fame:  ho  had  the  reward  of  his 
wisdom  in  his  transquality,  and  will  ever 
stand  among  the  few  examples  of  true 
philosophy,  either  ancient  or  modern. 

You  will  think  I  have  been  too 
long  on  the  character  of  Atticus.  I  own 
I  took  pleasure  in  explaining  it.  Pope 
thought  himself  covertly  very  severe  on 
Addison,  by  giving  him  that  name  ;  and  I 
feel  indignation  whenever  he  is  abused, 
both  from  his  own  merit,  and  because  he 
was  ever  your  father’s  friend ;  besides 
that  it  is  naturally  disgusting  to  see  him 
lampooned  after  his  death  by  the  same 
man  who  paid  him  the  most  servile  court 
while  he  lived,  and  was  besides  highly 
obliged  by  him. — Montagu,  Lady  Mary 
Wortley,  1755,  Letter  to  the  Countess  of 
Bute,  July  20. 

Dr.  Young  has  published  a  new  book, 
on  purpose,  he  says  himself,  to  have  an 
opportunity  of  telling  a  story  that  he  has 
known  these  forty  years.  Mr.  Addison 


sent  for  the  young  Lord  Warwick,  as  he 
was  dying,  to  show  him  in  what  peace  a 
Christian  could  die— unluckily  he  died  of 
brandy — nothing  makes  a  Christian  die  in 
peace  like  being  maudlin!  but  don’t  say 
this  in  Gath,  where  you  are. — Walpole, 
Horace,  1759,  Letters,  May  16,  ed.  Cun¬ 
ningham,  vol.  Ill,  p.  227. 

Addison,  a  crawling  sycophant,  full  of 
envy  and  spleen ;  frantic  when  a  friend 
prospered ;  happy  only  when  misfortune 
lighted  on  his  associates ;  a  hypocrite  who 
would  take  you  by  the  hand,  and  if  he 
heard  you  utter  a  sentiment  which  in  his 
heart  he  knew  to  be  erroneous,  would 
labour  to  confirm  you  in  it  with  all  his 
zeal,  rejoicing  in  your  inexperience,  as 
Satan  might  exult  over  the  fall  of  a  young 
novice.— Montagu,  Edward  Wortley, 
1776?  An  Autobiography,  vol.  I,  p.  57. 

Of  this  memorable  friendship  the 
greater  praise  must  be  given  to  Steele. 
It  is  not  hard  to  lovo  those  from  whom 
nothing  can  be  feared  ;  and  Addison  never 
considered  Steele  as  a  rival;  but  Steele 
lived,  as  he  confesses,  under  an  habitual 
subjection  to  the  predominating  genius  of 
Addison,  whom  he  always  mentioned  with 
reverence,  and  treated  with  obsequious¬ 
ness.  Addison,  who  knew  his  own  dignity, 
could  not  always  forbear  to  shew  it,  by 
playing  a  little  upon  his  admirer;  but  he 
was  in  no  danger  of  retort :  his  jests  were 
endured  without  resistance  or  resentment. 
But  the  sneer  of  jocularity  was  not  the 
worst.  Steele,  whose  imprudence  of  gen¬ 
erosity,  or  vanity  of  profusion,  kept  him 
always  incurably  necessitous,  upon  some 
pressing  exigence,  in  an  evil  hour,  bor¬ 
rowed  an  hundred  pounds  of  his  friend, 
probably  without  much  purpose  of  repay 
ment ;  but  Addison,  who  seems  to  have  had 
other  notions  of  a  hundred  pounds,  grew 
impatient  of  delay,  and  reclaimed  his  loan 
by  an  execution.  Steele  felt  with  great 
sensibility  the  obduracy  of  his  creditor ; 
but  with  emotions  of  sorrow  rather  than 
of  anger. — Johnson,  Samuel,  1779-81, 
Addison,  Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

Many  persons  having  doubts  concerning 
this  fact,  I  applied  to  Dr.  Johnson  to  learn 
on  what  authority  he  asserted  it.  He 
told  me  he  had  it  from  Savage,  who  lived 
in  intimacy  with  Steele,  and  who  mentioned 
that  Steele  told  him  the  story  with  tears 
in  his  eyes.  Ben  Victor,  Johnson  said,  like¬ 
wise  informed  him  on  this  remarkable 
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transaction,  from  the  relation  of  Mr.  Wilks 
the  comedian,  who  was  also  an  intimate 
of  Steele’s.  Some,  in  defence  of  Addison, 
here  said,  that  “the  act  was  done  with  the 
good-natured  view  of  rousing  Steele  and 
correcting  that  profusion  which  always 
made  him  necessitous.”  “If  that  were 
the  case,  ”  said  Johnson,  “and  that  he  only 
wanted  to  alarm  Steele,  he  would  after¬ 
wards  have  returned  the  money  to  his 
friend,  which  it  is  not  pretended  he  did. — 
Malone,  Edmund,  1781,  March  15,  Bos¬ 
well  by  Croker ,  p.  671. 

Among  the  Literary  Quarrels  of  Pope 
one  acquires  dignity  and  interest  from  the 
characters  of  both  parties.  It  closed  by 
producing  the  severest,  but  the  most  mas¬ 
terly  portrait  of  one  man  of  genius,  com¬ 
posed  by  another,  which  has  ever  been 
hung  on  the  satiric  Parnassus  for  the 
contemplation  of  ages.  Addison  must 
descend  to  posterity  with  the  dark  spots 
of  Atticus  staining  a  purity  of  character 
which  had  nearly  proven  immaculate. — - 
Disraeli,  Isaac,  1814,  Pope  and  Addison, 
Quarrels  of  Authors. 

Addison,  according  to  the  traditions  of 
Holland  House,  used,  when  composing,  to 
walk  up  and  down  the  long  gallery  there, 
with  a  bottle  of  wine  at  each  end  of  it, 
which  he  finished  during  the  operation. 
There  is  a  little  white  house,  too,  near 
the  turnpike,  to  which  he  used  to  retire 
when  the  Countess  was  particularly 
troublesome.  Moore,  Thomas,  1818, 
Diary,  Oct.  23. 

Addison,  I  know  not  why,  is  personally 
no  such  favorite  of  mine  as  Sir  Roger  de 
Coverley  should  make  him. — Scott,  Sir 
Walter,  1819,  Familiar  Letters,  June  15, 
vol.  ii,  p.  44. 

Addison.  Dick !  I  am  come  to  remon¬ 
strate  with  you  on  those  unlucky  habits 
which  have  been  so  detrimental  to  your 
health  and  fortune. 

Steele.  Many  thanks,  Mr.  Addison;  but 
really  my  fortune  is  not  much  improved  by 
your  arresting  me  for  the  hundred  pounds ; 
nor  is  my  health,  if  spirits  are  an  indica¬ 
tion  of  it,  on  seeing  my  furniture  sold  by 
auction  to  raise  the  money. 

Addison.  Pooh,  pooh,  Dick!  what  fur¬ 
niture  had  you  about  the  house. 

Steele.  At  least  I  had  the  arm-chair,  of 
which  you  never  before  had  dispossessed 
me  longer  than  the  evening;  and  happy 


should  I  have  been  to  enjoy  your  company 
in  it  again  and  again,  if  you  had  left  it  me. 

Addison.  We  will  contrive  to  hire 
another.  1  do  assure  you,  my  dear  Dick, 
I  have  really  felt  for  you. 

Steele.  I  only  wish,  my  kind  friend,  you 
had  not  put  out  your  feelers  quite  so  far, 
nor  exactly  in  this  direction  ;  and  that  my 
poor  wife  had  received  an  hour’s  notice; 
she  might  have  carried  a  few  trinkets  to 
some  neighbour.  She  wanted  her  salts; 
and  the  bailiff  thanked  her  for  the  bottle 
that  contained  them,  telling  her  the  gold 
head  of  it  was  worth  pretty  nearly  half-a- 
guinea. 

— Landor,  Walter  Savage,  1828,  Imag¬ 
inary  Conversations,  Third  Series,  Works, 
vol.  v,  p.  50. 

Some  blemishes  may  undoubtedly  be 
detected  in  his  character;  but  the  more 
carefully  it  is  examined,  the  more  will  it 
appear,  to  use  the  phrase  of  the  old  anat¬ 
omists,  sound  in  the  noble  parts — free 
from  all  taint  of  perfidy,  of  cowardice,  of 
cruelty,  of  ingratitude,  of  envy.  Men 
may  easily  be  named  in  whom  some  par¬ 
ticular  good  disposition  has  been  more  con¬ 
spicuous  than  in  Addison.  But  the  just 
harmony  of  qualities,  the  exact  temper 
between  the  stern  and  the  humane  virtues, 
the  habitual  observance  of  every  law,  not 
only  of  moral  rectitude,  but  of  moral 
grace  and  dignity,  distinguished  him  from 
all  men  who  have  been  tried  by  equally 
full  information. — Macaulay,  Thomas, 
Babington,  1843,  Life  and  Writings  of 
Addison,  Critical  and  Miscellaneous  Essays. 

Addison  espoused  a  countess  ;  and  spent 
the  rest  of  his  life  in  taverns,  clubs,  and 
repentance. — Whipple,  Edwin  P.,  1846- 
71,  Authors,  Literature  and  Life,  p.  31. 

Of  Holland  House,  the  last  residence  of 
Addison,  it  would  require  a  long  article 
to  give  a  fitting  idea.  .  .  .  The  gen¬ 

eral  form  is  that  of  a  half  H.  The  pro¬ 
jection  in  the  center,  forming  at  once 
porch  and  tower;  and  the  two  wings  sup¬ 
ported  on  pillars,  give  great  decision  of 
effect  to  it.  .  .  .  There  is  a  fine 
entrance  hall,  a  library  behind  it,  and 
another  library  extending  the  whole  length 
of  one  of  the  wings  and  the  house  upstairs, 
one  hundred  and  five  feet  in  length.  The 
drawing-room  over  the  entrance  hall, called 
the  Gilt  Room,  extends  from  front  to  back 
of  the  house,  and  commands  views  of  the 
gardens  both  way ;  those  to  the  back  are 
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very  beautiful.  In  the  house,  are,  of 
course,  many  interesting  and  valuable 
works  of  art ;  a  great  portion  of  them 
memorials  of  the  distinguished  men  who 
have  been  accustomed  to  resort  thither. 

.  .  .  In  the  gardens  are  various  me¬ 

morials  of  distinguished  men.  .  .  .  The 
traditions  regarding  Addison  here  are 
very  slight.  They  are,  simply,  that  he 
used  to  walk,  when  composing  his  “Specta¬ 
tors,”  in  the  long  library,  then  a  picture 
gallery,  with  a  bottle  of  wine  at  each  end, 
which  he  visited  as  he  alternately  arrived 
at  them  ;  and  that  the  room  in  which  he 
died,  though  not  positively  known,  is  sup¬ 
posed  to  be  the  present  dining-room,  being 
then  the  state  bed-room.  The  young  Earl 
of  Warwick,  to  whom  he  there  addressed 
the  emphatic  words,  “See  in  what  peace 
a  Christian  can  die!”  died  also,  himself, 
in  1721,  but  two  years  afterward.  The 
estate  then  devolved  to  Lord  Kensington, 
descended  from  Robert  Rich,  earl  of  War¬ 
wick,  who  sold  it,  about  1762,  to  the  Right 
Honorable  Henry  Fox,  afterwards  Lord 
Holland.  Here  the  early  days  of  the  great 
statesman,  Charles  James,  Were  passed; 
and  here  lived  the  late  patriotic  translator 
of  Lopede  Vega, amid  the  society  of  the  first 
spirits  of  the  age. — Howirr,  William, 
1846,  Homes  and  Haunts  of  the  Most  Emi¬ 
nent  British  Poets ,  pp.  153,  154,  155,  156. 

To  us  it  seems  clear,  that  the  great  fail¬ 
ing  in  Addison’s  character  was  his  fastid¬ 
iousness;  excellent  as  his  heart  was,  this 
difficulty  prevented  his  sympathies  from 
extending  as  widely  as  religion  would 
have  them.  It  made  him  shrink  from  near 
approach  to  mankind  in  general,  though 
warm-hearted  to  his  friends  and  com¬ 
panions;  and  thus  it  often  happens,  that 
literary  habits  and  a  sensitive  nature, 
though  they  have  their  own  ways  of  mani¬ 
festation,  do  something  to  unfit  men  for 
active  usefulness;  as  the  marble,  though 
excellent  for  sculpture,  is  less  adapted 
for  works  of  public  improvement  than 
coarser  varieties  of  stone.  But  after 
making  all  possible  abatement,  enough  will 
remain  to  establish  the  character  of  Addi¬ 
son  on  the  highest  ground.  As  a  writer, 
we  look  through  the  history  of  letters,  and 
we  find  very  few  before  him;  as  a  man 
and  a  Christian,  we  know  of  none. — Pea¬ 
body,  W.  B.  0-,  1847,  Aikin’s  Life  of 
Addison,  North  American  Review,  vol.  64, 
p.  372. 


When  this  man  looks  from  the  world 
whose  weaknesses  he  describes  so  benevo¬ 
lently,  up  to  the  Heaven  which  shines  over 
us  all,  I  can  hardly  fancy  a  human  face 
lighted  up  with  a  more  serene  rapture;  a 
human  intellect  thrilling  with  a  purer  love 
and  adoration  than  Joseph  Addison’s. 
Listen  to  him  :  from  your  childhood  you 
have  known  the  verses  ;  but  who  can  hear 
their  sacred  music  without  love  and  awe? 
“Soon  ns  the  evening  shades  prevail, 

The  moon  takes  up  the  wondrous  tale,”  etc. 
It  seems  to  me  those  verses  shine  like  the 
stars.  They  shine  out  of  a  great  deep 
calm.  When  he  turns  to  heaven,  a  Sab¬ 
bath  comes  over  that  man’s  mind  :  and  his 
face  lights  up  from  it  with  a  glory  of 
thanks  and  prayer.  ...  If  Swift’s 
life  was  the  most  wretched,  I  think  Addi¬ 
son’s  was  one  of  the  most  enviable.  A 
life  prosperous  and  beautiful  a  calm 
death  ^an  immense  fame  and  affection 
afterwards  for  his  happy  and  spotless 
name.  Thackeray.William  Makepeace, 
1853,  English  Humourists  of  the  Eighteenth 
Century. 

It  seems  to  have  been  in  Holland  House 
(for  he  died  shortly  afterwards)  that 
Addison  was  visited  by  Milton's  daughter, 
when  he  requested  her  to  bring  him  some 
evidences  of  her  birth.  The  moment  he 
beheld  her  he  exclaimed:  “Madam,  you 
need  no  other  voucher ;  your  face  is  a  suf¬ 
ficient  testimonial  whose  daughter  you 
are.”  It  must  have  been  very  pleasing 
to  Addison  to  befriend  Milton’s  daughter, 
for  he  had  been  the  first  to  popularize 
the  great  poet  by  his  critiques  on  “Par¬ 
adise  Lost,”  in  the  “Spectator.”  — 
Hunt,  Leigh,  1855,  The  Old  Court  Suburb, 
ch.  xv. 

There  is  not  a  name  in  the  annals  of 
English  literature  more  widely  associated 
with  pleasant  recollections  than  that  of 
Addison.  His  beautiful  hymns  trembled 
on  our  lips  in  childhood  ;  his  cheerful  es¬ 
says  first  lured  us,  in  youth,  to  a  sense  of 
the  minor  philosophy  of  life  ;  we  tread  his 
walk  at  Oxford  with  loving  steps ;  gaze  on 
his  portrait,  at  Holland  House  or  the  Bod¬ 
leian  Gallery,  as  on  the  lineaments  of  a 
revered  friend ;  recall  his  journey  into 
Italy,  his  ineffectual  maiden  speech,  his 
successful  tragedy,  his  morning  studies,  his 
evenings  at  Button’s,  his  unfortunate  mar¬ 
riage,  and  his  holy  death-bed,  as  if  they 
were  the  experiences  of  one  personally 
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known,  as  well  as  fondly  admired;  and 
we  muse  beside  the  marble  that  designates 
his  sepulchre  in  Westminster  Abbey, 
between  those  of  his  first  patron  and  his 
most  cherished  friend,  with  an  interest 
such  as  is  rarely  awakened  by  the  memory 
of  one  familiar  to  us  only  through  books. 
The  harmony  of  his  character  sanctions 
his  writings;  the  tone  of  the  “Spectator” 
breathes  friendliness  as  well  as  instruc¬ 
tion  ;  and  the  tributes  of  contemporaries 
to  his  private  worth,  and  of  generations 
to  his  literary  excellence,  combine  with 
our  knowledge  of  the  vicissitudes  of  his 
life,  to  render  his  mind  and  person  as  near 
to  our  sympathies  as  they  are  high  in  our 
esteem.  Over  his  faults  we  throw  the 
veil  of  charity,  and  cherish  the  remem¬ 
brance  of  his  benevolence  and  piety,  his 
refinement  and  wisdom,  as  the  sacred  leg¬ 
acy  of  an  intellectual  benefactor. — Tuck- 
erman,  Henry  T.,  1857,  Essays,  Biograph¬ 
ical  and  Critical ,  p.  394. 

He  was  an  amiable  and  highly  gifted, 
rather  than  a  strong  or  great  man.  His 
shrinking  timidity  of  temperament,  his 
singular  modesty  of  manners,  his  quiet, 
sly  power  of  humorous  yet  kindly  obser¬ 
vation,  his  minute  style  of  criticism,  even 
the  peculiar  cast  of  his  piety,  all  served  to 
stamp  the  lady-man.  In  taciturnity  alone 
he  bore  the  sex  no  resemblance.  And 
hence  it  is  that  Campbell  in  poetry,  and 
Addison  in  prose,  are,  or  were,  the  great 
favourites  of  female  readers.  He  had 
many  weaknesses,  but,  as  in  the  character 
of  woman,  they  appeared  beautiful,  and 
cognate  to  his  gentle  nature.  His  fear  of 
giving  offence  was  one  of  the  most  prom¬ 
inent  of  these.  In  his  writings  and  in  his 
life,  he  seems  always  treading  on  thin  ice. 
— Gilfillan,  George,  1859,  ed .,  Poetical 
PPbris  of  Joseph,  Addison ,  etc.,  Life,  p.  xxx. 

Thus  died  one  to  whom  the  English 
nation  owes  the  formation  of  mind  and 
character  in  its  youth  of  modern  times. 
A  gentler  monitor  never  wrote  for  the 
delight  of  ages;  a  truer  friend  never 
existed  ;  a  more  religious  man — his  faith 
being  as  pure  from  Calvinism  as  it  was 
from  superstition, — never  combated  with 
this  world’s  sins  and  temptations  than 
Addison.  We  would  willingly  draw  a  veil 
over  his  reported  habits  of  intemperance; 
but  if  that  cannot  be  done,  we  may  plead 
that  they  were  the  effect  rather  of  unhap¬ 
piness  than  of  criminal  self-indulgence. 


— Thomson,  Katharine,  1861  (Grace 
Wharton),  Celebrated  Friendships,  vol.  I, 
p.  291. 

Next  came  the  age  of  the  “Tatler”  and 
“Spectator.”  Steele,  editor  of  the  first, 
is  buried  at  his  seat  near  Carmarthen. 
His  second  wife,  “his  dearest  Prue,”  is 
laid  amongst  the  poets.  But  the  great 
funeral  of  this  circle  is  that  of  Addison. 
The  last  serene  moments  of  his  life  were 
at  Warwick  House.  “See  how  a  Chris¬ 
tian  can  die.”  .  .  .  The  spot  selected 

was  the  vault  in  the  north  aisle  of  that 
Chapel,  in  the  eastern  recess  of  which 
already  lay  the  coffins  of  Monk  and  his 
wife,  Montague  Earl  of  Sandwich,  and  the 
two  Halifaxes.  Craggs  was  to  follow 
within  a  year.  Into  that  recess,  doubt¬ 
less  in  order  to  rest  by  the  side  of  his 
patron,  Montague  Earl  of  Halifax,  the 
coffin  of  Addison  was  lowered.  At  the 
head  of  the  vault,  Atterbury  officiated  as 
Dean,  in  his  prelate’s  robes.  Round  him 
stood  the  Westminster  scholars,  with  their 
white  tapers,  dimly  lighting  up  the  fretted 
aisle.  One  of  them  has  left  on  record  the 
deep  impression  left  on  them  by  the  unus¬ 
ual  energy  and  solemnity  of  Atterbury’s 
sonorous  voice.  Close  by  was  the  faith¬ 
ful  friend  of  the  departed — Tickell,  who 
has  described  the  scene  in  poetry  yet  more 
touching  than  Macaulay’s  prose.— Stan¬ 
ley,  Arthur  Penrhyn,  1867-96,  Histor¬ 
ical  Memorials  of  Westminster  Abbey. 

His  politeness  received  from  his  char¬ 
acter  a  singular  bent  and  charm.  It  was 
not  external,  simply  voluntary  and  official ; 
it  came  from  the  heart.  He  was  gentle 
and  kind,  of  a  refined  sensibility,  so  timid 
even  as  to  remain  quiet  and  seem  dull  in 
a  numerous  company  or  before  strangers, 
only  recovering  his  spirits  before  intimate 
friends,  and  confessing  that  he  could  not 
talk  well  to  more  than  one.  He  could  not 
endure  a  sharp  discussion ;  when  the 
opponent  was  intractable,  he  pretended  to 
approve,  and  for  punishment,  plunged  him¬ 
self  discreetly  into  his  own  folly.  .  .  . 

Picture  now  this  mind,  so  characteristic¬ 
ally  mediocre,  limited  to  the  discovery  of 
good  motives  of  action.  What  a  reflec¬ 
tive  man,  always  equal  and  dignified ! 
What  a  store  he  has  of  resolutions  and 
maxims!  All  rapture,  instinct,  inspira¬ 
tion,  and  caprice,  are  abolished  or  disci¬ 
plined.  No  case  surprises  or  carries  him 
away.  He  is  always  ready  and  protected  ; 
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so  much  so,  that  he  is  like  an  automaton. 
Argument  has  frozen  and  invaded  him. — 
Taike,  H.  A.,  1871,  History  of  English. 
Literature,  tr.  Van  Laun,  vol.  n,  bk.  iii, 
ch.  iv,  pp.  93,  99. 

He  was  possessed  of  qualities  which  in 
a  smaller  man  must  have  been  held  up  to 
ridicule  and  contempt.  Those  who  call 
him  proud  forget  that  he  was  sometimes 
obsequious;  those  who  call  him  modest 
forget  that  he  was  an  egotist ;  those  who 
call  him  noble  as  a  man  forget  that  he  was 
treacherous  as  a  friend  and  cowardly  as 
an  enemy.  He  was  certainly  selfish  ;  he 
was  certainly  mean.  He  was  cautiously 
solicitous  to  serve  his  own  ends,  and  cau¬ 
tiously  solicitous  to  defeat  the  ends  of 
others.  As  a  writer  he  was  the  purest 
that  ever  took  pen  in  hand;  as  a  man  he 
was  the  most  insidious  that  ever  sapped 
the  hopes  of  those  whom  he  seemed  to 
caress.  -Russell,  William  Clark,  1871, 
Book  of  Authors,  p.  153,  note. 

Swift,  looking  with  a  slight  touch  at 
Addison’s  easy  stride  onward,  remarks  to 
Stella  his  belief  that  he  could  become  a 
king  if  he  chose.  His  wife,  the  Countess 
of  Warwick,  might  be  said  to  have  been 
given  to  him  as  a  reward.  It  was  a  mis¬ 
take,  and  gave  satisfaction  to  neither  of 
the  parties,  though  perhaps  it  was  of  ser¬ 
vice  in  teaching  to  the  world  the  lesson 
that  if,  in  wedded  life,  community  of  taste 
is  desirable,  the  natural  rise  of  the  indis¬ 
soluble  union  out  of  a  community  of  social 
conditions  is  still  more  desirable. — Bur¬ 
ton,  John  Hill,  1880,  A  History  of  the 
Reign  of  Queen  Anne,  vol.  Ill,  p.  243. 

The  “Dunciad”  is  the  imperishable 
monument  of  his  animosities.  In  all  the 
literature  of  that  age  '‘no  whiter  page 
than  Addison’s  remains  yet  even  Addi¬ 
son  he  cruelly  maltreated.  It  may  be 
doubted  whether  a  subsequent  generation 
will  recognise  the  great  humane  humorist, 
except  as  he  appears  in  Pope’s  cruelly 
skilful  lines.  Already  the  “Spectator’s” 
mild  features  begin  to  grow  indistinct, 
and  the  formidable  shade  of  Atticus  usurps 
his  place.  The  copy,  of  course,  bears  a 
likeness  to  the  original;  and  though  the 
wrinkles  and  crows’-feet  obtain  malicious 
prominence,  yet  are  they  drawn  with  ex¬ 
quisite  delicacy,  and  a  touch  of  surprising 
lightness  and  dextrous  reserve.  Nor  need 
we  wonder  that  Pope  and  Addison  could 
not  continue  friends.  The  temperance 


of  Addison’s  character  would  not  ex¬ 
ercise  a  soothing  influence  over  Pope’s 
vehement  temper.  We  can  fancy  that  the 
exquisite  urbanity  which  no  provocation 
could  disturb  must  have  often  exasperated 
the  “formidable  cripple”  past  endurance. 
— Skelton,  John,  1883,  The  Great  Lord 
Bolingbroke,  Essays  in  History  and  Biog¬ 
raphy,  p.  198. 

Without  taint  of  perfidy,  of  cowardice, 
of  cruelty,  of  ingratitude,  or  of  envy; 
satirical  without  abuse,  tempering  ridicule 
with  a  tender  compassion  for  all  that  is 
frail,  and  a  profound  reverence  for  all 
that  is  sublime.  The  greatest  and  most 
salutary  reform  of  public  morals  and  tastes 
ever  affected  by  any  satirists,  he  accom¬ 
plished  without  a  personal  lampoon.  Him¬ 
self  a  Whig,  he  was  described  by  the  bit¬ 
terest  Tories  as  a  gentleman  of  wit  and 
virtue,  in  whose  friendship  many  persons 
of  both  parties  were  happy,  and  whose 
name  ought  not  to  be  mixed  up  with  fac¬ 
tious  squabbles.  In  the  heat  of  contro¬ 
versy,  no  outrage  could  provoke  him  to  a 
retaliation  unworthy  of  a  Christian  and  a 
gentleman.  With  a  boundless  power  of 
abusing  men,  he  never  used  it.  His  mod¬ 
esty  amounted  to  bashfulness.  -Welsh, 
Alfred  H.,  1883,  Development  of  English 
Literature  and  Language,  vol.  II,  p.  86. 

He  had  political  friends  who  loved  him, 
and  he  went  with  them  into  politics  as  he 
might  have  travelled  in  company  with 
them,  and  for  the  sake  of  their  company, 
although  caring  nothing  for  travel  himself. 
No  man  was  better  aware  of  his  incapac¬ 
ity  for  the  real  business  of  public  life. 
Addison  had  himself  pointed  out  all  the 
objections  to  his  political  advancement 
before  that  advancement  was  pressed  upon 
him.  He  was  not  a  statesman;  he  was 
not  an  administrator  ;  he  could  not  do  any 
genuine  service  as  head  of  a  department; 
he  was  not  even  a  good  clerk  :  he  was  a 
wretched  speaker ;  he  was  consumed  by  a 
morbid  shyness,  almost  as  oppressive  as 
that  of  the  poet  Cowper  in  a  later  day,  or 
of  Nathaniel  Hawthorne,  the  American 
novelist,  later  still.  His  whole  public 
career  was  at  best  but  a  harmless  mistake. 
It  has  done  no  harm  to  his  literary  fame. 
The  world  has  almost  forgotten  it.  Even 
lovers  of  Addison  might  have  to  be 
reminded  now  that  the  creator  of  Sir 
Roger  de  Coverley  was  once  a  diplomatic 
agent,  and  a  secretary  of  State,  and  a 
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member  of  the  House  of  Commons.  Some 
of  the  essays  which  Addison  contributed 
to  the  44 Spectator”  are  like  enough  to 
outlive  the  system  of  government  by  party, 
and  perhaps  even  the  whole  system  of 
representative  government.  Sir  Roger  de 
Coverley  will  not  be  forgotten  until  men 
forgot  Parson  Adams,  and  Robinson  Cru¬ 
soe,  and  Gil  Bias,  and  for  that  matter  Sir 
John  Falstaff  and  Don  Quixote.— McCar¬ 
thy,  Justin,  1884,  A  History  of  the  Four 
Georges,  vol.  l,  ch.  x. 

This  absence  of  dramatic  incident  in 
Addison’s  life  would  lead  us  naturally  to 
conclude  that  he  was  deficient  in  the  energy 
and  passion  which  cause  a  powerful  nature 
to  leave  a  mark  upon  its  age.  Yet  such 
a  judgment  would  certainly  be  erroneous. 
Shy  and  reserved  as  he  was,  the  unanimous 
verdict  of  his  most  illustrious  contempora¬ 
ries  is  decisive  as  to  the  respect  and 
admiration  which  he  excited  among  them. 
The  man  who  could  exert  so  potent  an 
influence  over  the  mercurial  Steele,  who 
could  fascinate  the  haughty  and  cynical 
intellect  of  Swift,  whose  conversation,  by 
the  admission  of  his  satirist  Tope,  had  in 
it  something  more  charming  than  that  of 
any  other  man ;  of  whom  it  was  said  that 
he  might  have  been  chosen  king  if  he 
wished  it;  such  a  man,  though  to  the 
coarse  perception  of  Mandeville  he  might 
have  seemed  no  more  than  "a  parson  in  a 
tye-wig,  ”  can  hardly  have  been  deficient 
in  force  of  character. — Courthope,  W. 
J.,  1884,  Addison  (English.  Men  of  Letters), 

p.  2. 

Addison  lies  under  more  obligations  to 
happy  fortune  than  any  other  literary  Eng¬ 
lishman  of  high  rank.  Halifax  saved  him 
from  the  Church  and  the  probable  obliv¬ 
ion  of  a  seat  on  the  bench  of  bishops,  and 
sent  him  to  cultivate  his  genius  by  foreign 
travel.  When,  on  his  return,  he  seemed 
sinking  into  poverty,  the  same  warm 
patron  introduced  him  to  Godolphin’s 
notice  and  procured  for  him  the  inspira¬ 
tion  of  “The  Campaign’’  in  the  shape  of 
a  promise  of  office.  Throughout  life, 
as  thus  in  its  opening,  friends,  admirers, 
employments,  themes,  and  applause  were 
found  for  him  ;  and  if  in  his  death  he  had 
not  the  crowning  favor  of  a  good  biogra¬ 
pher,  the  defect  was  more  than  made  up 
in  later  years  by  the  luck  of  having  Mac¬ 
aulay  for  his  eulogist.  ...  At  the 
time,  Macaulay's  rhetoric,  force,  and  fame 


bore  down  the  feeble  protests  that  strove 
here  and  there  against  the  injustice  and 
untruthfulness  of  the  funeral  oration  he 
had  pronounced  over  his  predecessor  in 
the  Great-Mogulshipof  the  middle  classes. 
He  had  not,  however,  erased  the  name  of 
“Atticus” — ah,  if  Addison  had  only  es¬ 
caped  Pope’s  satire  as  nobly  as  Swift’s 
jests !  “Atticus”  is  a  perpetual  interroga¬ 
tion  mark  affixed  to  Addison’s  repute;  it 
cannot  be  passed  by,  it  tempts  curiosity, 
it  leads  on  to  investigation. — Woodberry, 
George  E.,  1884,  Addison,  The  Nation, 
vol.  38,  p.  127. 

It  is  generally  said  that  Addison  gave  in 
too  much  to  the  ordinary  drinking  habits  of 
the  time;  and  indications  in  his  letters 
and  elsewhere  confirm  this  solitary  impu¬ 
tation  upon  his  moral  propriety.  The 
annotator  to  the  “Tatler”  (vol.  iv.  p.,300, 
ed.  1797 J  gives  a  report  that  Addison 
shortened  his  life  by  an  excessive  use  of 
“Canary  wine  and  Barbadoes  water,  ”  and 
says  that  Tonson  boasted  of  paying  his 
court  to  the  great  man  by  giving  him 
excuses  for  such  indulgence.  Steele  seems 
to  suggest  the  truth  in  the  “Tatler’’  (No. 
252).  Speaking  obviously  of  Addison,  he 
says  that  “you  can  seldom  get  him  to  the 
tavern;  but  when  once  he  is  arrived  to 
his  pint  and  begins  to  look  about  and  like 
his  company,  you  admire  a  thousand  things 
in  him  which  before  lay  buried.’’  Addi¬ 
son,  in  fact,  though  not  intemperate 
according  to  the  standard  of  his  time, 
sometimes  resorted  to  stimulants  to  over¬ 
come  bashfulness  or  depression  of  spirits. 
The  charm  of  his  conversation  when  once 
the  ice  was  broken  id  attested  by  observers 
less  partial  than  Steele.  Swift,  who  never 
mentions  him  without  praise,  declares 
that,  often  as  they  spent  their  evenings 
together,  they  never  wished  for  a  third 
person  (Delany,  Observation,  p.  32). 
Lady  Mary  Wortley  Montagu  declared 
that  Addison  was  the  best  company  in  the 
world;  Dr.  Young  speaks  of  his  “noble 
stream  of  thought  and  language’’  when 
once  he  had  overcome  his  diffidence;  and 
even  Pope  admitted  the  unequalled  charm 
of  his  conversation. — Stephen,  Leslie, 
1885,  Dictionary  of  National  Biography , 
vol.  I,  p.  125. 

Addison  Road,  Kensington,  runs  from 
the  Kensington  Road,  west  of  Holland 
House,  to  the  Uxbridge  Road,  opposite 
Royal  Crescent,  named  after  Joseph 
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Addison,  who  lived  at  Holland  House  after 
his  marriage  with  the  Countess  of  War¬ 
wick. — Wheatley,  Henry  B.  and  Cun¬ 
ningham,  Peter,  1891,  London  Past  and 
Present ,  vol.  I,  p.  3. 

The  harmony  and  symmetry  of  this  win¬ 
ning  personality  has,  in  a  sense,  told 
against  it;  for  men  are  prone  to  call  the 
well-balanced  nature  cold  and  the  well- 
regulated  life  Pharisaic.  Addison  did  not 
escape  charges  of  this  kind  from  the  wild 
livers  of  his  own  time,  who  could  not  dis¬ 
sociate  genius  from  profligacy  nor  gener¬ 
osity  of  nature  from  prodigality.  It  was 
one  of  the  greatest  services  of  Addison  to 
his  generation  and  to  all  generations,  that 
in  an  age  of  violent  passions,  he  showed 
how  a  strong  man  could  govern  himself. 
In  a  time  of  reckless  living,  he  illustrated 
the  power  which  flows  from  subordination 
of  pleasure  to  duty.  In  a  day  when  wit 
was  identified  with  malice,  he  brought  out 
its  power  to  entertain,  surprise,  and 
delight,  without  taking  on  the  irreverent 

evity  of  Voltaire,  the  bitterness  of  Swift, 
or  the  malice  of  Pope. — Mabie,  Hamilton 
Wright,  1896,  Library  of  the  World's 
Best  Literature ,  ed.  Warner ,  vol.  I,  p.  153. 

Addison’s  individuality  stands  in  strik¬ 
ing  contrast  with  that  of  his  friend,  Steele. 
He  was  a  man  of  pure  and  noble  charac¬ 
ter,  of  lofty  ideals,  and  genuine  piety; 
but  we  miss  in  him  the  fervour  and  spon¬ 
taneity  that  make  Steele,  with  all  his 
errors  and  infirmities,  so  delightful  and 
engaging  a  figure.  He  was  proud,  shy, 
reserved,  intensely  self-conscious,  and 
thus  often  left  with  those  about  him  an 
impression  of  coldness  and  austerity.  But 
he  was,  in  reality,  one  of  the  kindest  and 
most  sympathetic  of  men.  In  the  annals 
of  literature  he  may  well  bear  “without 
abuse  the  grand  old  name  of  gentleman,’’ 
for  along  with  exquisite  breeding  and 
urbanity  he  possessed  masculine  courage 
and  feminine  sensibility  and  grace. — Hud¬ 
son,  William  Henry,  1899,  ed.,  The  Sir 
Roger  De  Coverley  Papers,  Introduction,  p. 
xiii. 

AN  ACCOUNT  OF  THE  GREATEST 
ENGLISH  POETS 
1694 

His  “Account  of  the  Principal  English 
Poets”  is  just  but  tame;  he  probably 
wrote  it  in  metre  merely  because  Roscom¬ 
mon  had  done  something  of  the  same  kind 
before  him  ;  at  any  rate,  by  the  side  of 


the  animated  judgments  of  Pope  in  his 
“Epistle  to  Augustus,”  his  historical  sur¬ 
vey  of  English  poetry  seems  flat  and  lan¬ 
guid. — Courthope,  W.  J.,  1880,  English 
Poets,  ed.  Ward,  vol.  Ill,  p.  1. 

It  would  be  a  great  mistake  to  confound 
these  verses,  which  are  scarcely  more 
than  an  exercise  in  penmanship,  with  Ad¬ 
dison's  real  work. — Perry,  Thomas  Ser¬ 
geant,  1883,  English  Literature  in  the 
Eighteenth  Century ,  p.  133,  note. 

LETTERS  FROM  ITALY 
1703 

Few  poems  have  done  more  honour  to 
English  genius  than  this.  There  is  in  it 
a  strain  of  political  thinking  that  was,  at 
that  time,  new  in  our  poetry.  Had  the 
harmony  of  this  been  equal  to  that  of 
Pope’s  versification,  it  would  be  incontest¬ 
ably  the  finest  poem  in  our  language  ;  but 
there  is  a  dryness  in  the  numbers,  which 
greatly  lessens  the  pleasure  excited  both 
by  the  poet’s  judgment  and  imagination. 
— Goldsmith,  Oliver,  1767,  The  Beauties 
of  English  Poetry. 

REMARKS  ON  SEVERAL  PARTS  OF 
ITALY 
1705 

Mr.  Addison’s  “Travells”  is  a  book  very 
trite,  being  made  up  of  nothing  but  scraps 
of  verses,  and  things  which  have  been 
observed  over  and  over,  without  any  addi¬ 
tions  of  things  not  discovered  before  ;  and 
even  some  of  those  which  he  has  inserted, 
that  have  been  already  taken  notice  of, 
are  ridiculous  ;  though  it  must  be  acknowl¬ 
edged,  that  the  book  is  written  in  a  clean 
style,  and  for  that  reason  will  please  nov¬ 
ices  and  superficial  readers. — Hearne, 
Thomas,  1705,  Reliquiae  Ilearniance,  ed. 
Bliss,  Nov.  28,  vol.  I,  p.  73. 

At  his  return  he  published  his  “Trav¬ 
els,”  with  a  dedication  to  lord  Somers. 
As  his  stay  in  foreign  countries  was  short, 
his  observations  are  such  as  might  be  sup¬ 
plied  by  a  hasty  view,  and  consist  chiefly 
in  comparisons  of  the  present  face  of  the 
country  with  the  descriptions  left  us  by 
the  Roman  poets,  from  whom  he  made 
preparatory  collections,  though  he  might 
have  spared  the  trouble,  had  he  known 
that  such  collections  had  been  made  twice 
before  by  Italian  authors.  The  most 
amusing  passage  of  his  book  is  his  account 
of  the  minute  republick  of  San  Marino; 
of  many  parts  it  is  not  a  very  severe  cen¬ 
sure  to  say,  that  they  might  have  been 
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written  at  home.  His  elegance  of  lan¬ 
guage,  and  variegation  of  prose  and  verse, 
however,  gains  upon  the  reader;  and  the 
book,  though  a  while  neglected,  became 
in  time  so  much  the  favourite  of  the  pub- 
lick,  that  before  it  was  reprinted  it  rose 
to  five  times  its  price. — Johnson,  Samuel, 
1779-81,  Addison,  Lives  of  the  English 
Poets. 

Many  parts  of  this  work  exhibit  Addison 
as  a  vulgar  bigot. — Jenkins,  0.  L.,  1876, 
The  Student’s  Handbook  of  British,  and. 
American  Literature ,  p.  183. 

from  one  end  of  Italy  to  the  other,  this 
ingenious  young  gentleman  of  Oxford, 
with  difficulty  snatched  from  Anglican 
orders,  is  sternly  Protestant.  The  legends 
of  Rome  are  all  “imposture”  and  “bung¬ 
ling  tricks;”  at  Siena  the  stories  about 
St.  Catherine  seem  to  him  nothing  but 
“Gross  and  absurd.”  Nor  is  he  more  or 
less  opposed  to  the  Gothic  forms  of  archi¬ 
tecture  than  were  his  contemporaries. 
He  is  passionately  in  favour  of  the  Pal- 
ladian  style,  and  all  others  seem  to  him 
savage.  With  Milan  Cathedral  he  is 
extremely  disappointed,  and  he  dismisses 
Siena  as  a  “barbarous  Building.”  Pal¬ 
ladio's  church  of  Santa  Justina  in  Padua, 
on  the  other  hand,  lifts  him  to  an  ecstasy  ; 
it  is  “the  most  handsome,  luminous,  dis¬ 
encumber’d  Building”  Addison  ever  saw. 
In  this  the  young  traveller  was  of  his  time. 

.  .  .  On  the  whole,  Addison's  lively 

description  of  Swiss  places  and  conditions 
is  better  calculated  than  are  his  stiffer 
and  more  pedantic  Italian  chapters  to 
make  us  realize  what  he  visited,  and  the 
changes  'twixt  now  and  then.  For  one 
thing,  his  inevitable  Commonplace-book 
from  the  Classics  gave  out  as  soon  as  he 
crossed  the  Alps,  and  he  had  no  Lucan  or 
Silius  Italicus  to  tell  him  beforehand  what 
his  sensations  ought  to  be  by  the  Lake  of 
Geneva  or  in  the  crocus  meadows  of  the 
valley  of  the  Aar.— Gosse,  Edmund,  1897, 
Addison’s  Travels ,  Literature,  vol.  I,  pp. 
241,  242. 

THE  CAMPAIGN 
1705 

On  Addison1  b  sweet  lays  attention  waits, 

And  silence  guards  the  place  while  he  repeats ; 
His  Muse  alike  on  ev’ry  subject  charms, 
Whether  she  paints  the  God  of  love,  or  arms : 
In  him,  pathetick  Ovid  sings  agnin. 

And  Homer’s  “Iliad”  shines  in  his  ‘‘Cam¬ 
paign.” 

— Gay,  John,  1714,  To  Bernard  Lintot, 
Miscellaneous  Poems. 


That  gazette  in  rhyme.— Warton,  Jo¬ 
seph.  1756-72,  Essay  on  Pope,  vol.  I,  p.  30. 

The  next  composition  is  the  far-famed 
“Campaign,”  which  I)r.  Warton  has 
termed  a  * ‘ Gazette  in  Rhyme,  ’  ’  with  harsh¬ 
ness  not  often  used  by  the  good-nature  of 
his  criticism.  Before  a  censure  so  severe 
is  admitted,  let  us  consider  that  War  is  a 
frequent  subject  of  Poetry,  and  then 
enquire  who  has  described  it  with  more 
justness  and  force.  Many  of  our  own 
writers  tried  their  powers  upon  this  year 
of  victory :  yet  Addison’s  is  confessedly 
the  best  performance ;  his  poem  is  the 
work  of  a  man  not  blinded  by  the  dust 
of  learning;  his  images  are  not  borrowed 
merely  from  books.  The  superiority  which 
he  confers  upon  his  hero  is  not  personal 
prowess,  and  “mighty  bone,”  but  deliber¬ 
ate  intrepidity,  a  calm  command  of  his 
passions,  and  the  power  of  consulting  his 
own  mind  in  the  midst  of  danger.  The 
rejection  and  contempt  of  fiction  is 
rational  and  manly. — Johnson,  Samuel, 
1779-81,  Addison,  Lives  of  the  English 
Poets. 

Mr.  Harte  related  to  me  that  Pope,  in 
one  of  their  usual  walks  together,  desired 
him  to  go  with  him  to  a  house  in  Hay- 
market,  where  he  would  show  him  a  curi¬ 
osity.  On  being  admitted  by  an  old  woman 
who  kept  a  little  shop,  and  going  up  three 
pair  of  stairs  into  a  small  room  :  “In  this 
garret,”  said  Pope,  “Addison  wrote  his 
‘Campaign’.”— Warton,  Joseph,  1797, 
ed.,  Pope’s  Works,  vol.  vil.  p.  347. 

A  commanded  poem,  “The  Campaign” 
has  experienced  the  constant  fate  of  per¬ 
formances  of  its  own  class — works  of 
skill,  of  talent,  and  of  elegance,  which, 
confounded  often  at  their  first  appearance 
with  the  diviner  inspirations  of  the  muse, 
fall  afterwards  not  only  into  neglect, 
which  might  perhaps  be  excusable,  but 
into  contempt,  which  is  certainly  unjust. 
Of  this  poem  it  may  be  said  with  confi¬ 
dence  that  it  set  an  example  of  good  sense 
and  good  taste  before  undreamed  of  in 
similar  productions.  There  is  no  exag¬ 
geration,  no  bombast,  no  extravagance  of 
flattery,  no  insipid  parade  of  classical 
allusions  and  Homeric  machinery.  .  . 
The  poem  is,  however,  far  from  faultless ; 
for  even  if  it  could  with  truth  be  said  that 
the  plan  and  conduct  of  the  piece  were 
free  from  objection,  it  must  be  admitted 
that  in  frequent  examples  of  feebleness 
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and  tautology  it  betrays  at  least  a  hasty 
and  careless  execution,  if  not  some  bar¬ 
renness  of  fancy.  But  these  blemishes 
are  well  redeemed  by  passages  of  indis¬ 
putable  and  varied  merit.  The  celebrated 
simile  of  the  angel,  though  defective  as  a 
comparison  from  too  great  resemblances 
to  the  object  compared,  may  justly  claim 
the  character  of  grandeur,  if  not  of  abso¬ 
lute  sublimity.— Aikin,  Lucy,  1843,  The 
Life  of  Joseph  Addison. 

Addison’s  ‘'Blenheim”  is  poor  enough  ; 
one  might  think  it  a  translation  from 
some  German  original  of  those  times. 
Gottsched’s  aunt,  or  Bodmer’s  wet-nurse, 
might  have  written  it.— De  Quincey, 
Thomas,  1847-58,  Schlosser's  Literary 
History ,  Works,  ed.  Masson,  vol.  xi,  p.  27. 

Addison  left  off  at  a  good  moment. 
That  simile  was  pronounced  to  be  of 
the  greatest  ever  produced  in  poetry. 
That  angel,  that  good  angel,  flew  off 
with  Mr.  Addison,  and  landed  him  in  the 
place  of  Commissioner  of  Appeals— vice 
Mr.  J^cke  providentially  promoted.  In 
the  following  year,  Mr.  Addison  went  to 
danover  with  Lord  Halifax,  and  the  year 
after  was  made  Under-Secretary  of  State. 
0  angel  visits?  you  come ‘‘few  and  far 
between”  to  literary  gentlemen's  lodg¬ 
ings!  Your  wings  seldom  quiver  at 
second-floor  windows  now !  .  .  .  How 

many  fourth-form  boys  at  Mr.  Addison’s 
school  of  Charter-house  could  write  as 
well  as  that  now?  The  “Campaign”  has 
blunders,  triumphant  as  it  was  ;  and  weak 
points  like  all  campaigns. — Thackeray, 
William  Makepeace,  1853,  The  English 
Humourists  of  the  Eighteenth  Century. 

Marlborough,  though  a  first-rate  mar¬ 
shal,  was  not  a  great  man,  not  by  any 
means  so  great  as  Wellington,  far  less 
as  Napoleon ;  and  how  can  a  heroic 
poem  be  written  without  a  hero?  Yet 
the  poem  fell  in  with  the  humour  of  the 
times,  and  was  cried  up  as  though  it  had 
been  another  book  of  the  Iliad. — Gil- 
fillan,  George,  1859,  ed..  Poetical  Works 
of  Joseph  Addison,  etc..  Life,  p.  xxiii. 

His  principal  piece,  “The  Campaign,” 
is  an  excellent  model  of  becoming  and 
classical  style.  Each  verse  is  full,  per¬ 
fect  in  itself,  with  a  clever  antithesis,  or 
a  good  epithet,  or  a  figure  of  abbreviation. 
— Taine,  H.  A.,  1871,  History  of  English 
Literature,  tr.  Van  Laun,  vol.  If,  bk.  iii,  ch. 
iv,  p.  92. 


As  a  poem,  “The  Campaign”  shows 
neither  loftiness  of  invention  nor  enthu¬ 
siasm  of  personal  feeling,  and  it  cannot 
therefore  be  ranked  with  such  an  ode  as 
Horace’s  “Qualem  ministrum,  ”  or  with 
Pope’s  very  fine  “Epistle”  to  the  Earl  of 
Oxford  after  his  disgrace.  Its  methodical 
narrative  style  is  scarcely  misrepresented 
by  Warton’s  sarcastic  description  of  it; 
hut  it  should  be  remembered  that  this  style 
was  adopted  by  Addison  with  deliberate 
intention.  .  .  .  The  design  here  avowed 
is  certainly  not  poetical,  but  it  is  eminently 
business-like  and  extremely  well  adapted 
to  the  end  in  view.  What  Godolphin 
wanted  was  a  set  of  complimentary  verses 
on  Marlborough.  Addison,  with  infinite 
tact,  declares  that  the  highest  compliment 
that  can  be  paid  to  the  hero  is  to  recite 
his  actions  in  their  unadorned  grandeur. 
This  happy  turn  of  flattery  shows  how  far 
he  had  advanced  in  literary  skill  since  he 
wrote  his  address  “To  the  King.’’-— Court- 
iiope,  W.  J.,  1884,  Addison  {English  Men 
of  Letters),  pp.  61,  62. 

The  poem,  like  all  Addison’s  perform 
ances  of  the  kind,  shows  facility  and  poetic 
sensibility,  stoppingshort  of  poetic  genius. 
It  is  better  than  a  similar  poem  of  Hali¬ 
fax’s  on  the  battle  of  the  Boyne,  but  does 
not  stand  out  at  any  great  elevation  above 
the  work  of  the  time ;  and  Macaulay’s 
remark  that  it  is  not  absurdly  mytholog¬ 
ical  is  praise  which  might  equally  be  ap¬ 
plied  to  Halifax  and  others.  Macaulay 
notes  that  the  simile  of  the  angel  owed  its 
great  effect  to  its  allusion  to  the  famous 
storm  of  1703;  and  Johnson  quotes  the 
remark  of  Dr.  Madden  that  if  he  had 
proposed  the  same  topic  to  ten  schoolboys, 
lie  should  not  have  been  surprised  if  eight 
had  brought  him  the  angel.  Warton 
unkindly  calls  the  poem  a  “Gazette  in 
rhyme.”  We  may  be  content  to  say  that 
it  was  on  the  higher  level  of  official  poetry, 
and  helped  Addison’s  rise  in  literature  and 
politics.— Stephen,  Leslie,  1885,  Dic¬ 
tionary  of  National  Biography,  vol.  I,  p. 
124. 

FAIR  ROSAMOND 
1707 

A  criticism  on  this  most  wretched  per¬ 
formance  is  more  than  it  deserves,  but,  to 
account  for  the  bad  reception  it  met  with, 
it  is  necessary  to  mention  that  the  music 
preponderating  against  the  elegance  and 
humour  of  the  poetry,  and  the  reputation 


JOSEPH  ADDISON 


643 


of  its  author,  bore  it  down  the  third  night 
of  representation.  To  begin  with  the 
overture;  it  is  in  three  parts,  and  in  the 
key  of  I)  with  the  greater  third;  the  first 
movement  pretends  to  a  great  deal  of 
spirit,  but  is  mere  noise.  The  two  violin 
parts  are  simple  counterpoint,  and  move 
in  thirds  almost  throughout ;  and  the  last 
movement  intended  for  an  air  is  the  most 
insipid  ever  heard  As  to  the  songs,  they 
have  neither  air  nor  expression.  There 
is  one  that  sings  thus 

O  the  pleasing,  pleasing,  pleasing,  pleasing, 
pleasing  anguish. 

An  ingenious  and  sensible  writer,  men¬ 
tioned  in  a  preceding  note,  who  was  pres¬ 
ent  at  the  performance,  says  of  “ Rosa¬ 
mond”  that  it  is  a  confused  chaos  of 
music,  and  that  its  only  merit  is  its  short¬ 
ness.—  Hawkins,  Sir  John,  1776,  A  Gen¬ 
eral  History  of  the  Science  and  Practice  of 
Music,  ch.  clxxi. 

The  whole  drama  is  airy  and  elegant; 
engaging  in  its  process,  and  pleasing  in  its 
conclusion.  If  Addison  had  cultivated  the 
lighter  parts  of  poetry,  he  would  probably 
have  excelled.  -Johnson,  Samuel,  1779 
81,  Addison,  Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

One  of  the  most  pleasing  of  his  compo¬ 
sitions.— Drake,  Nathan,  1804,  Essays 
Illustrative  of  the  Tatler,  Spectator,  and 
Guardian,  vol.  i,  p.  328. 

It  is  in  the  highest  and  easiest  style  of 
Dryden, — that  in  which  he  wrote  “Alex¬ 
ander’s  Feast,”  and  some  other  of  his 
lyrics, — but  is  sustained  for  some  fifteen 
hundred  lines  with  an  energy  and  a  grace 
which  we  doubt  if  even  Dryden  could  have 
equalled.  Its  verses  not  only  move  but 
dance.  The  spirit  is  genial  and  sunny, 
and  above  the  mazy  motions  shines  the 
light  of  genuine  poetry. * — Gilfillan, 
George,  1859,  ed.,  Poetical  Works  of 
Joseph  Addison,  etc..  Life,  p.  xxiv. 

Critics  melted  to  the  foreign  syren. 
Addison  himself  condescended  to  write  a 
musical  piece  on  the  story  of  Fair  Rosa¬ 
mond  ;  and  when  he  had  written  his  text, 
announced  his  wonderful  taste  in  music 
by  abusing  the  strange  musician  who  had 
lately  come  to  London — one  “Mynheer 
Handel,”  as  he  called  him  in  contempt — 
and  setting  Clayton  to  write  the  score! 
* ‘  Rosamond,  ”  as  an  opera,  had  but  a  poor 
success — and  critics  laughed  at  the  an¬ 
achronism  of  a  reference  to  French  artil¬ 
lery  in  the  reign  of  Henry  II! 


Crushed  by  the  thunder  of  the  Gaul 
was  perhaps  a  lost  line  from  “The  Cam¬ 
paign.”— Manchester,  Duke  of,  1864, 
Court  and  Society  from  Elizabeth  to  Anne, 
vol.  ii,  p.  288. 

Addison  lacked  the  qualities  of  a  suc¬ 
cessful  libretto  writer.  He  was  too  seri¬ 
ous,  and  despite  the  lightness  of  his 
touch,  there  was  a  certain  rigidity  in  him 
which  made  him  unapt  at  versification 
which  required  quickness,  agility,  and 
variety.  When  he  attempted  to  give  his 
verse  gayety  of  manner,  he  did  not  get 
beyond  awkward  simulation  of  an  ease 
which  nature  had  denied  him. — Mabie, 
Hamilton  Wright,  1896,  Library  of  the 
World’s  Best  Literature,  ed.  Warner,  vol. 
r,  p.  152. 

The  opera  of  “Rosamond”  is,  indeed, 
clearly  modelled  on  Dryden  in  its  serious 
parts,  but  is  no  great  success  there.  The 
lighter  and  more  whimsical  quality  of 
Addison’s  humour  enabled  him  to  do  bet¬ 
ter  in  the  farcical  passages,  which,  espe¬ 
cially  the  speeches  of  Sir  Trusty,  some¬ 
times  have  a  singularly  modern  and  almost 
Gilbertian  quality  about  them. — Saints- 
bury,  George,  1898,  A  Short  History  of 
English  Literature,  p.  537. 

THE  TATLER 
1709-10 

A  finer  piece  of  humour  was  never  writ¬ 
ten,  than  Addison’s  Journal  of  the  Court 
of  honour  in  the  “Tatler ;”  in  which  every 
reader  perceives  the  opposition  of  dignity 
and  meanness :  the  latter  arising  from  the 
insignificance  of  the  causes;  the  former 
from  the  serious  air  of  the  narrative, 
from  the  accuracy  of  detail  and  minute¬ 
ness  of  enquiry  in  the  several  examina¬ 
tions,  and  from  the  grave  deportment  of 
the  judge  and  jury.  Indeed,  through  the 
whole  work,  the  personage  of  Isaac  Bick- 
erstaff  is  supported  with  inimitable  pleas¬ 
antry.  The  conjurer,  the  politician,  the 
man  of  humour,  the  critic;  the  serious¬ 
ness  of  the  moralist,  and  the  mock  dig¬ 
nity  of  the  astrologer ;  the  vivacities  and 
the  infirmities  peculiar  to  old  age,  are  all 
so  blended  and  contrasted  in  the  censor 
of  Great  Britain,  as  to  form  a  character 
equally  complex  and  natural,  equally  laugh¬ 
able  and  respectable. — Beattie,  James, 
1776-9,  Essays,  p .  356. 

It  has  been  too  much  the  fashion  to 
depreciate  the  Tatler,  and  to  contrast  it 
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with  its  more  elaborate  and  finished  suc¬ 
cessor  the  Spectator.  The  attempt,  how¬ 
ever,  is  not  just;  they  are  built  upon  very 
different  plans ;  and  if  it  be  allowed,  as 
it  probably  must  upon  comparison,  that 
there  is  more  unity,  regularity,  and  polish 
in  the  conduct  and  plan  of  the  Spectator, 
it  may,  1  think,  with  equal  truth  be 
asserted  of  the  Taller,  that  it  possesses 
more  vivacity,  wit,  and  variety,  than  any 
periodical  paper  extant. — Drake,  Na¬ 
than,  1804,  Essays  Illustrative  of  the 
Taller,  Spectator  and  Guardian,  vol.  i,  p. 
342. 

We  now  enter  on  those  parts  of  Mr. 
Addison’s  prose  works,  which  have  done 
him  the  greatest  honour,  and  have  placed 
him  at  the  head  of  those  whom  we  call  our 
polite  writers.  1  know  that  many  readers 
prefer  Dr.  Swift’s  prose  to  his : — but, 
whatever  other  merit  the  Dean’s  writings 
may  have,  (and  they  have,  certainly,  a 
great  deal,)  I  affirm  it  with  confidence, 
(because  I  have  examined  them  both  with 
care,)  that  they  are  not  comparable  to 
Mr.  Addison’s,  in  the  correctness,  pro¬ 
priety,  and  elegance  of  expression.  Mr. 
Addison  possessed  two  talents,  both  of 
them  very  uncommon,  which  singularly 
qualified  him  to  excel.  ...  I  mean 
an  exquisite  knowledge  of  the  English 
tongue  in  all  its  purity  and  delicacy;  and 
a  vien  of  humour,  which  flowed  naturally 
and  abundantly  from  him  on  every  subject ; 
and  which  experience  hath  shown  to  be 
inimitable.  But  it  is  in  the  former 
respect  only  that  I  shall  criticise  these 
papers ;  and  I  shall  do  it  with  severity, 
lest  time,  and  the  authority  of  his  name, 
(which,  of  course,  must  become  sacred,) 
should  give  a  sanction  even  to  his  defects. 
If  any  man  of  genius  should  be  so  happy, 
as  to  equal  all  the  excellencies  of  his  prose, 
and  to  avoid  the  few  blemishes  which  may, 
haply,  be  found  in  it,  he  would  be  a  per¬ 
fect  model  of  style,  in  this  way  of  writ¬ 
ing:  but  of  such  an  one,  it  is  enough  to 
say  at  present,  (and  I  shall,  surely,  offend 
no  good  writer  in  saying  it,) 

■* — hnne  uequeo  mooBtra.ro,  et  sentio  tan- 
ttun.” 

— Hurd,  Richard,  1808-10,  ed.,  Works 
of  Joseph  Addison,  The  Taller. 

Apart  from  the  fortunate  popularity 
attaching  to  the  central  figure,  and  the 
advantage  arising  from  a  narrower  field 
of  operation,  it  can  scarcely  be  affirmed 


that  the  “Spectator”  greatly  excelled 
the  “Tatler,”  especially  when  attention 
is  confined  to  its  more  enduring  charac¬ 
teristics.  If  we  withdraw  the  critical 
work  of  Addison,  part  of  which,  accord¬ 
ing  toTickell,  was  not  prepared  expressly 
for  its  pages,  and  to-day  has  lost  much  of 
its  value,  —if  we  withdraw  the  moral  es¬ 
says  of  Steele,  now  grown  tedious  by  fre¬ 
quent  imitation,  what  remains  is  neither 
better  nor  worse  than  the  staple  material 
of  the  “Tatler.”  In  the  social  paper 
neither  writer  surpassed  what  he  had  done 
before.  As  already  stated,  Addison’s 
best  work  in  the  “Spectator,  ”  though  per¬ 
haps  more  sustained,  is  not  superior  to 
his  best  work  in  its  predecessor;  while 
Steele  in  that  predecessor  is  distinctly 
stronger  Dobson,  Austin,  1886,  Richard 
Steele  ( English  Worthies),  p.  141. 

THE  SPECTATOR 
1711-12 

It  would  have  been  impossible  for  Mr. 
Addison,  who  made  little  or  no  use  of  let¬ 
ters  sent  in  by  the  numerous  correspond¬ 
ents  of  the  “Spectator,”  to  have  executed 
his  large  share  of  this  task,  in  so  exquisite 
a  manner,  if  he  had  not  ingrafted  into  it 
many  pieces,  that  had  lain  by  him  in  little 
hints  and  minutes,  which  he  from  time  to 
time  collected,  and  ranged  in  order,  and 
moulded  into  the  form  in  which  they  now 
appear. — Tickell,  Thomas,  1721,  ed.,  The 
Works  of  Joseph  Addison,  Preface,  vol.  I,  p. 
xiii. 

Many  of  his  “  Spectators’  ’  he  wrote  very 
fast;  and  sent  them  to  the  press  as  soon 
as  they  were  written.  It  seems  to  have 
been  best  for  him  not  to  have  had  too  much 
time  to  correct. — Pope,  Alexander, 
1728-30,  Spence’s  Anecdotes,  ed.  Singer,  p. 
38. 

When  panting  Virtue  her  last  efforts  mode, 
You  brought  your  Clio  to  the  virgin’s  aid 

—Somerville,  William,  1711,  To  Ad¬ 
dison. 

Rare  as  the  intercourse  was  between  the 
capital  and  the  Highlands  of  Scotland,  yet 
did  the  “Spectator”  find  its  way  regularly 
to  that  part  of  the  kingdom.  Mr.  Steuart 
of  Dalguise,  a  gentleman  of  Perthshire,  of 
very  great  respectability,  who  died,  near 
ninety,  about  twelve  or  fourteen  years  ago, 
has  informed  us,  that  when,  as  usual  in 
that  country,  the  gentlemen  met  after 
church  on  Sunday,  to  discuss  the  news  of 
the  week,  the  “Spectators”  were  read  as 
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regularly  as  the  journal.  He  informed 
us  also,  that  he  knew  the  perusal  of  them 
to  be  general  through  the  country. — Bis- 
SET,  Robert,  1793,  cd The  Spectator,  Life 
of  Joseph  Addison,  vol.  i,  p.  36. 

It  is  in  the  “Spectator”  that  the  genius 
of  our  author  beams  with  unclouded  lustre. 
The  essays  most  valuable  for  their  humour, 
invention,  and  precept,  are  the  product  of 
his  pen;  and  it  soon  became,  in  conse¬ 
quence  of  his  large  contributions,  the  most 
popular  work  this  country  has  produced. 
—Drake,  Nathan,  1804,  Essays  Illustra¬ 
tive  of  the  Tatler,  Spectator,  and  Guardian, 
vol.  i,  345. 

1  have  lately  studied  “The  Spectator,” 
and  with  increasing  pleasure  and  admira¬ 
tion.  Yet  it  must  be  evident  to  you  that 
there  is  a  class  of  thoughts  and  feelings, 
and  these,  too,  the  most  important,  even 
practically,  which  it  would  be  impossible 
to  convey  in  the  manner  of  Addison,  and 
which,  if  Addison  had  possessed,  he  would 
not  have  been  Addison.  .  .  “The 

Spectator”  itself  has  innocently  con¬ 
tributed  to  the  general  taste  for  uncon¬ 
nected  writing,  just  as  if  “Reading  made 
easy”  should  act  to  give  men  an  aversion 
to  words  of  more  than  two  syllables,  in¬ 
stead  of  drawing  them  through  those  words 
into  the  power  of  reading  books  in  gen¬ 
eral. — Coleridge,  Samuel  Taylor,  1810, 
Letters,  ed.,  E.  II.  Coleridge,  vol.  u,  p.  557. 

Not  many  years  ago,  it  was  very  gen¬ 
erally  the  custom,  I  remember,  for  every 
young  person,  male  and  female,  to  go 
through  a  course  of  reading  of  the  papers 
of  the  “Spectator.  ’  ’  This  has  fallen  quite 
into  disuse  now-a-days,  and  I  do  not  know 
that  it  is  much  to  be  regretted.  The 
“Spectator”  contains,  undoubtedly,  much 
sensible  and  sound  morality ;  but  it  is  not 
a  very  high  order  of  Christian  ethics.  It 
contains  much  judicious  criticism,  but 
certainly  not  comparable  to  the  deeper 
philosophy  of  criticism  which  has  entered 
into  English  literature  in  the  present  cen¬ 
tury.  Those  papers  will  always  have  a 
semi-historical  interest,  as  picturing  the 
habits  and  manners  of  the  times — a  moral 
value,  as  a  kindly,  good-natured  censor¬ 
ship  of  those  manners.  In  one  respect, 
the  “Spectator”  stands  unrivalled  to  this 
day :  I  allude  to  the  exquisite  humour  in 
those  numbers  in  which  Sir  Roger  de  Cov- 
erley  figures.  If  any  one  desire  to  form 
a  just  notion  of  what  is  meant  by  that 


very  indefinable  quality  called  “humour,” 
he  cannot  more  agreeably  inform  himself 
than  by  selecting  the  Sir  Roger  de  Cover- 
ley  papers,  and  reading  them  in  series. — 
Reed,  Henry,  1855,  Lectures  on  English 
Literature,  From  Chaucer  to  Tennyson,  p. 
231. 

He  has,  in  his  imaginary  Club,  created 
a  number  of  characters  which  will  be 
recognized  and  loved  wherever  English  is 
read.  The  prose  of  these  exquisite  Essays 
is  perfect,  as  a  specimen  of  the  very  best 
work  of  the  era.  To  the  young  student  it 
will,  of  course,  have  something  of  an  old- 
world  flavour,  but  its  quaintness  and 
pleasantness  will  amply  repay  him  for  any 
unfamiliarity  with  the  terms  of  the  ex¬ 
pression  of  the  day.  It  is  always  clear 
and  easy,  free  from  pomposity,  pedantry, 
and  verbosity,  deeply  religious  in  feeling, 
and  tenderly  humorous  in  expression. — 
Knox,  Kathleen,  1882,  English  Lessons, 

p.  61. 

It  civilized  England  more,  perhaps,  than 
any  one  book.— Perry,  Thomas  Sergeant, 
1883,  English  Literature  in  the  Eighteenth 
Century,  p.  179. 

Addison  was  certainly  at  his  best  in  the 
“Spectator.”  .  .  .  Addison  had.  in¬ 

deed,  been  little  more  than  an  occasional 
contributor  to  the  “Tatler,”  and  although 
some  of  his  articles  in  that  periodical  take 
rank  among  his  finest  work,  yet  it  was 
only  in  the  “Spectator”  that  he  found 
opportunity  to  show  fully  all  his  powers. 
— Aitken,  George  A.,  1889,  The  Life  of 
Richard  Steele,  vol.  I,  p.  312. 

Finished  in  style,  but  genuinely  human 
in  feeling,  betraying  the  nicest  choice  of 
words  and  the  most  studied  care  for  ele¬ 
gant  and  effective  arrangement,  and  yet 
penetrated  by  geniality,  enlivened  by 
humor,  elevated  by  high  moral  aims,  often 
using  the  dangerous  weapons  of  irony  and 
satire,  ana  yet  always  well-mannered  and 
kindly,— these  papers  reveal  the  sensitive 
nature  of  Addison  and  the  delicate  but 
thoroughly  tempered  art  which  he  had  at 
his  command.  Rarely  has  literature  of  so 
high  an  order  had  such  instant  success ; 
for  the  popularity  of  the  “Spectator”  has 
been  rivaled  in  English  literature  only  by 
that  of  the  Waverley  novels  or  of  the 
novels  of  Dickens.  Its  influence  was  felt 
not  only  in  the  sentiment  of  the  day,  and 
in  the  crowd  of  imitators  which  followed 
in  its  wake,  but  also  across  the  Channel. 
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In  Germany,  especially,  the  genius  and 
methods  of  Addison  made  a  deep  and 
lasting  impression. — Mabie,  Hamilton 
Wright,  1896,  Library  of  the  World's 
Best  Literature ,  ed.  Warner ,  vol.  I,  p.  156. 

The  treatment  of  the  character -sketch 
by  Steele  and  Addison  in  the  “Spectator” 
(1711-12)  was  highly  original.  They 
drew  portraits  of  representative  English¬ 
men,  and  brought  them  together  in  con¬ 
versation  in  a  London  club.  They  con¬ 
ducted  Sir  Roger  de  Coverley  through 
Westminster  Abbey,  to  the  playhouse,  to 
Vauxhall,  into  the  country  to  Coverley 
church  and  assizes;  they  incidentally  took 
a  retrospective  view  of  his  life,  and  finally 
told  the  story  of  his  death.  When  they 
had  done  this  they  had  not  only  created 
one  of  the  best  defined  characters  in  our 
prose  literature,  but  they  had  almost 
transformed  the  character-sketch  into  a 
novel  of  London  and  provincial  life.  From 
the  “Spectator”  the  character-sketch, 
with  its  types  and  minute  observation  and 
urbane  ridicule  passed  into  the  novel,  and 
became  a  part  of  it.— Cross,  Wilbur  L., 
1899,  Development  of  the  English  Novel,  p. 
24. 

SIR  ROGER  DE  COVERLEY 

It  is  recorded  by  Budgell,  that  of  the 
characters  feigned  or  exhibited  in  the 
“Spectator, the  favourite  of  Addison  was 
Sir  Roger  de  Coverley,  of  whom  he  had 
formed  a  very  delicate  and  discriminate 
idea,  which  he  would  not  suffer  to  be 
violated;  and  therefore,  when  Steele  had 
shewn  him  innocently  picking  up  a  girl  in 
the  Temple,  and  taking  her  to  a  tavern, 
he  drew  upon  himself  so  much  of  his 
friend’s  indignation,  that  he  was  forced 
to  appease  him  by  a  promise  of  forbear¬ 
ing  Sir  Roger  for  the  time  to  come.  The 
reason  which  induced  Cervantes  to  bring 
his  hero  to  the  grave,  para  mi  sola  nacio 
Don  Quixote,  y  yo  para  el,  made  Addison 
declare,  with  undue  vehemence  of  expres¬ 
sion,  that  he  would  kill  Sir  Roger;  being 
of  opinion  that  they  were  born  for  one 
another,  and  that  any  other  hand  would 
do  him  wrong.—  Johnson,.  Samuel,  1779 
-81,  Addison,  Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

Sir  Roger  de  Coverley  is  one  of  those 
truthful  types  of  character,  which,  though 
created  by  the  mind  of  man,  yet,  by  the 
ordination  of  Nature  herself  (for  Nature 
includes  art  among  her  works),  outlasts 
the  successive  generations  of  flesh  and 


blood  which  it  represents.  The  individuals 
perish,  and  leave  no  memorial ;  nay,  we 
hardly  care  to  know  them  while  living. 
We  might  find  them  tiresome.  We  feel 
that  Nature  lias  done  well  in  making 
them ;  we  are  grateful  for  the  race ; 
especially  on  behalf  of  others,  and  of  the 
poor;  but  we  do  not  particularly  see  the 
value  of  their  society  ;  when,  lo  !  in  steps 
one  of  Nature’s  imitators — called  men  of 
genius — and,  by  the  mere  fact  of  pro¬ 
ducing  a  likeness  of  the  species  to  the 
mind’s  eye,  enchants  us  forever  both  with 
it  and  himself,  A  little  philosophy  may 
easily  explain  this;  but  perhaps  a  little 
more  may  still  leave  it  among  the  most 
interesting  of  mysteries. — Hunt,  Leigh, 
1849,  A  Book  for  a  Corner. 

No  truer  or  more  winning  picture  of 
worthy  old  English  knighthood  can  you 
find  anywhere  in  literature;  nowhere  such 
a  tender  twilight  color  falling  through 
brooks  upon  old  English  country  homes. 
Those  papers  made  the  scaffolding  by 
which  our  own  Irving  built  up  his  best 
stories  about  English  country  homesteads, 
and  English  revels  of  Christmas;  and  the 
De  Coverley  echoes  sound  sweetly  and 
surely  all  up  and  down  the  pages  of 
“Bracebndge  Hall.”  -Mitchell,  Donald 
G.,  1890,  English  Lands  Letters  and 
Kings,  Prom  Elizabeth  to  Anne,  p.  291. 

Of  all  things  else  that  Addison  has 
done  there  remains  one  preeminent  figure 
which  is  his  chief  claim  to  immortality. 
“The  Campaign”  has  disappeared  out  of 
literature;  “Cato”  is  known  only  by  a 
few  well-known  lines;  the  “Spectator” 
itself,  though  a  work  which  no  gentle¬ 
man’s  library  can  be  without,  dwells  gen¬ 
erally  in  dignified  retirement  there,  and 
is  seldom  seen  on  any  table  but  the  stu¬ 
dent’s,  though  we  are  all  supposed  to  be 
familiar  with  it:  but  Sir  Roger  de  Cover- 
ley  is  the  familiar  friend  of  most  people 
who  have  read  anything  at  all,  and  the 
acquaintance  by  sight,  if  we  may  so  speak, 
of  everybody.  There  is  no  form  better 
known  in  all  literature.  His  simple  rustic 
state,  his  modest  sense  of  his  own  im¬ 
portance,  his  kind  and  genial  patronage 
of  the  younger  world,  which  would  laugh 
at  him  if  it  were  not  overawed  by  his 
modesty  and  goodness,  and  which  still 
sniggers  in  its  sleeve  at  all  those  kind, 
ridiculous  ways  of  his  as  he  walks  about 
in  London,  taken  in  on  all  sides,  with  his 
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hand  always  in  his  purse,  and  his  heart 
in  its  right  place,  are  always  familiar 
and  delightful.  We  learn  with  a  kind 
of  shock  that  it  was  Steele  who  first  in¬ 
troduced  this  perfect  gentleman  to  the 
world,  and  can  only  hope  that  it  was 
Addison's  idea  from  the  first,  and  that  he 
did  not  merely  snatch  out  of  his  friend’s 
hands  and  appropriate  a  conception  so 
entirely  according  to  his  own  heart.— 
Oliphant,  Mbs.  M.  0.  W.,  1894,  Histor¬ 
ical  Characters  of  the  Reign,  of  Queen 
Anne,  p.  193. 

It  is  a  rather  singular  circumstance 
that  we  have  in  our  literature  one  well- 
drawn  character — fulfilling  all  the  re¬ 
quirements  of  a  “study"  from  the  life, 
one  of  our  important  and  most  classic 
characters  indeed — existing  entirely  out¬ 
side  the  pages  of  a  novel,  a  drama,  or  of 
any  formal  fiction.  This  is  genial,  worthy 
old  Sir  Roger  de  Coverley,  who  in  the 
year  1711  strolled  into  England  quietly 
and  unannounced,  introduced  and  hospit¬ 
ably  entertained  by  Joseph  Addison  and 
Richard  Steele.  Addison,  it  is  true,  pro¬ 
duced  no  novel;  he  did  as  great  a  thing, 
for  he  drew  a  character  so  strongly  in¬ 
dividualized,  so  amiable  in  its  attributes, 
that  it  lias  lived  from  that  day  to  ours 
one  of  the  best  beloved  in  English  fiction. 
Thus  Joseph  Addison  may  be  regarded  as 
at  the  very  beginning  of  the  century  sug¬ 
gesting  if  not  inventing  the  novel  form, 
and  as  setting  a  pattern  in  the  portrayal 
of  real  character  which  has  rarely  been 
surpassed.— Simonds,  William  Edward, 
1894,  Introduction  to  the  Study  of  English 
Fiction,  p.  39. 

While  “The  Spectator”  contains  ample 
material  for  a  fully  developed  novel,  it 
only  just  falls  short  of  making  a  fully  de¬ 
veloped  novel  out  of  it.  Had  the  various 
detached  episodes  in  which  the  essayist 
and  his  companions  figure  been  more 
closely  related  to  one  another — had  they 
been  gathered  up  and  carfully  woven  into 
the  definite  pattern  of  a  plot — then  the 
“Sir  Roger  de  Coverley  Papers”  here 
reprinted  would  have  been  to  ail  intents 
and  purposes  a  serial  novel  running 
through  a  periodical.  As  it  is,  we  can 
never  properly  neglect  them  in  any  his¬ 
torical  survey  of  English  prose  fiction. — 
Hudson,  William  Henry,  1899,  ed..  The 
Sir  Roger  de  Coverley  Papers ,  Introduc¬ 
tion,  p.  xxiii. 


CATO 

1713 

“Cato,  ”  a  most  noble  play  of  Mr.  Addi¬ 
son,  and  the  only  one  he  writ,  is  to  be  acted 
in  Easter  week.  The  town  is  full  of  ex¬ 
pectation  of  it,  the  Boxes  being  already 
bespoke,  and  he  designing  to  give  all  the 
Benefit  away  among  the  Actors  in  propor¬ 
tion  to  their  performing. — Berkeley, 
GEOnGE,  1712-13,  Letter  to  Sir  John 
Perceval. 

I  was  this  morning,  at  ten,  at  the  re¬ 
hearsal  of  Mr.  Addison’s  play  called 
“Cato,”  which  is  to  be  acted  on  Friday. 
There  was  not  above  a  score  of  us  to  see 
it.  We  stood  on  the  stage,  and  it  was 
foolish  enough  to  see  the  actors  prompted 
every  moment,  and  the  poet  directing 
them;  and  the  drab,  that  acts  Cato’s 
daughter,  out  in  the  midst  of  a  passionate 
part,  and  then  calling  out,  “What’s  next?” 
The  Bishop  of  Clogher  was  there  too,  but 
he  stood  privately  in  a  gallery. — Swift, 
Jonathan,  1713,  Letter  to  Miss  Johnson, 
April  6. 

Cato  was  not  so  much  the  wonder  of 
Rome  in  his  days  as  he  is  of  Britain  in 
ours;  and  though  all  the  foolish  industry 
possible  has  been  used  to  make  it  thought 
a  party  play,  yet  what  the  author  once 
said  of  another  may  the  most  properly  in 
the  world  he  applied  to  him  on  this  occa¬ 
sion  : 

Envy  itself  is  dumb,  in  wonder  lost, 

And  factions  strive  who  6hall  applaud  him 
most. 

The  numerous  and  violent  claps  of  the 
Whig-party  on  the  one  side  of  the  theatre 
were  echoed  back  by  the  Tories  on  the 
other,  while  the  author  sweated  behind 
the  scenes  with  concern  to  find  their  ap¬ 
plause  proceeding  more  from  the  hand 
than  the  head.  This  was  the  case,  too, 
of  the  prologue-writer,  who  was  clapped 
into  a  stanch  Whig  at  almost  every  two 
lines.  I  believe  you  have  heard,  that 
after  all  the  applauses  of  the  opposite 
faction,  my  Lord  Bolingbroke  sent  for 
Booth,  who  played  Cato,  into  the  box  be¬ 
tween  one  of  the  acts,  and  presented  him 
with  fifty  guineas  in  acknowledgment  (as 
he  expressed  it)  for  defending  the  cause 
of  liberty  so  well  against  a  perpetual  dic¬ 
tator.  The  Whigs  are  unwilling  to  be  dis¬ 
tanced  this  way,  as  it  is  said,  and  there¬ 
fore  design  a  present  to  the  same  Cato 
very  speedily  ;  in  the  meantime  they  are 
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getting  ready  as  good  a  sentence  as  the 
former  on  their  side,  so  betwixt  them  it 
is  probable  that  Cato  (as  Dr.  Garth  ex¬ 
pressed  it)  may  have  something  to  live 
upon  after  he  dies.— Pope,  Alexander, 
1713,  Letter  to  Sir  William  Trumbull, 
April  30. 

While  you  the  fierce  divided  Britons  awe, 

And  Onto  with  an  equal  virtue,  draw; 

While  Envy  is  itself  in  Wonder  lost, 

And  Factions  strive  who  shall  applaud  you 
most ; 

Forgive  the  fond  ambition  of  a  friend, 

Who  hopes  himself,  not  you,  to  recommend, 
And  join  th’  applause  which  all  the  Learn’d 
bestow 

On  one,  to  whom  a  perfect  work  they  owe. 

To  my  light  Scenes  I  once  inscrib’d  your 
name, 

And  impotently  strove  to  borrow  fame: 

Soon  will  that  die,  which  adds  thy  name  to 

mine  ; 

Let  me.  then,  live,  join’d  to  a  work  of  thine. 

—Steele,  Richard,  1713,  To  the  Author 
of  Cato. 

Illustrious  deeds  in  distant  nations  wrought, 
And  virtues  by  departed  heroes  taught, 

Raise  in  your  soul  a  pure  immortal  flame, 
Adorn  your  life,  and  consecrate  your  fame; 
To  your  renown  all  ages  you  subdue, 

And  Ciesar  fought,  and  Onto  bled  for  you. 

—Young,  Edward,  1713,  To  the  Author 
of  Cato. 

But  now  let  us  sum  up  all  these  absurd¬ 
ities  together.  Sempronius  goes  at  noon¬ 
day,  in  Juba’s  guards,  to  Cato’s  palace, 
in  order  to  pass  for  Juba,  in  a  place  where 
they  were  both  so  very  well  known:  he 
meets  Juba  there,  and  resolves  to  murder* 
him  with  his  own  guards.  Upon  the 
guards  appearing  a  little  bashful,  he 
threatens  them: 

Hali  I  Dastards,  do  you  tremble  I 
Or  act  like  men;  or,  by  yon  azure  heav’nl 
But  the  guards  still  remaining  restive, 
Sempronius  himself  attacks  Juba,  while 
each  of  the  guards  is  representing  Mr. 
Spectator’s  sign  of  the  Gaper,  awed,  it 
seems,  and  terrified  by  Sempronius’s 
threats.  Juba  kills  Sempronius,  and  takes 
his  own  army  prisoners,  and  carries  them 
in  triumph  away  to  Cato.  Now,  I  would 
fain  know,  if  any  parts  of  Mr.  Bayes’s 
tragedy  is  so  full  of  absurdity  as  this? — 
Dennis,  John,  1713,  Criticism  on  Cato. 

It  is  in  every  body’s  memory,  with  what 
applause  it  was  received  by  the  public; 
that  the  first  run  of  it  lasted  for  a  month  ; 
and  then  stopped,  only  because  one  of  the 


performers  became  incapable  of  acting  a 
principle  part.  The  Author  received  a 
message,  that  the  Queen  would  be  pleased 
to  have  it  dedicated  to  ner:  but  as  he  had 
designed  that  compliment  elsewhere,  he 
found  himself  obliged  by  his  duty  on  the 
one  side,  and  his  honour  on  the  other,  to 
send  it  into  the  world  without  any  dedica¬ 
tion.  The  fame  of  this  Tragedy  soon 
spread  through  Europe ,  and  it  has  not  only 
been  translated,  but  acted  in  most  of  the 
languages  of  Christendom.  The  transla¬ 
tion  of  it  into  Italian ,  by  Signor  Salvini , 
is  very  well  known ;  but  I  have  not  been 
able  to  learn,  whether  that  of  Signor 
Valetta,  a  young  Neapolitan  nobleman,  has 
ever  been  made  public. — Tickell,  Thomas, 
1721,  cd.,  The  1  Torts  of  Joseph  Addison , 
Preface ,  vol.  I.  p.  xiv. 

The  first  English  writer  who  compos’d  a 
regular  Tragedy,  and  infus’d  a  spirit  of 
elegance  thro’  every  part  of  it,  was  the 
illustrious  Mr.  Addison.  His  CATO  is  a 
master-piece  both  with  regard  to  the  dic¬ 
tion,  and  to  the  beauty  and  harmony  of 
the  numbers.  The  character  of  Cato  is, 
in  my  opinion,  vastly  superior  to  that  of 
Cornelia  inthePOMPEY  of  Corneille:  For 
Cato  is  great  without  any  thing  like  fus¬ 
tian,  and  Cornelia,  who  besides  is  not  a 
necessary  character,  tends  sometimes  to 
bombast.  Mr.  Addison’s  Cato  appears  to 
me  the  greatest  character  that  ever  was 
brought  upon  any  Stage,  but  then  the  rest 
of  them  do  not  correspond  to  the  dignity 
of  it:  And  this  dramatic  piece  so  excel¬ 
lently  well  writ,  is  disfigur’d  by  a  dull 
love-plot,  which  spreads  a  certain  languor 
over  the  whole,  that  quite  murders  it. 

.  .  .  The  judicious  Mr.  Addison  had 

the  effeminate  complaisance  to  soften  the 
severity  of  his  dramatic  character  so  as 
to  adapt  it  to  the  manners  of  the  age; 
and  from  an  endeavour  to  please  quite 
ruin’d  a  master-piece  in  its  kind. — Vol¬ 
taire,  Francois  Marie  Arouet,  1732? 
Letters  Concerning  the  English  Nation, 
pp.  141,  142. 

In  1703,  nine  years  before  it  was  acted, 
I  had  the  pleasure  of  reading  the  first  four 
acts  (which  was  all  of  it  then  written) 
privately  with  Sir  Richard  Steele :  it  may 
be  needless  to  say  it  was  impossible  to  lay 
them  out  of  my  hand  until  I  had  gone 
through  them ;  or  to  dwell  upon  the  de¬ 
light  his  friendship  to  the  author  received, 
upon  my  being  so  warmly  pleased  with 
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them ;  but  my  satisfaction  was  as  highly 
disappointed  when  he  told  me,  whatever 
spirit  Mr.  Addison  had  shown  in  his  writ¬ 
ing  it,  he  doubted  he  would  never  have 
courage  enough  to  let  his  “Cato”  stand 
the  censure  of  an  English  audience;  that 
it  had  only  been  the  amusement  of  his 
leisure  hours  in  Italy,  and  was  never  in¬ 
tended  for  the  stage.  The  poetical  diffi¬ 
dence  sir  Richard  himself  spoke  of  with 
some  concern,  and  in  the  transport  of  his 
imagination  could  not  help  saying,  “Good 
God  !  what  a  part  would  Betterton  make 
of  Cato!”  But  this  was  seven  years  be¬ 
fore  Betterton  died,  and  when  Booth  (who 
afterwards  made  his  fortune  by  acting  it) 
was  in  his  theatrical  minority.  In  the 
latter  end  of  queen  Anne’s  reign,  when 
our  national  politics  had  changed  hands, 
the  friends  of  Mr.  Addison  then  thought 
it  a  proper  time  to  animate  the  public 
with  the  sentiments  of  Cato.  In  a  word, 
their  importunities  were  too  warm  to  be 
resisted ;  and  it  was  no  sooner  finished 
than  hurried  to  the  stage,  in  April  1712. 
— Cibber,  Colley,  1739,  An  Apology  for 
His  Life . 

Is  a  glaring  instance  of  the  force  of 
party;  so  sententious  and  declamatory  a 
drama  would  never  have  met  with  such 
rapid  and  amazing  success,  if  every  line 
and  sentiment  had  not  been  particularly 
tortured  and  applied  to  recent  events,  and 
the  reigning  disputes  of  the  times.  The 
purity  and  energy  of  the  diction,  and  the 
loftiness  of  the  sentiments,  copied  in  a 
great  measure  from  Lucan,  Tacitus,  and 
Seneca  the  philosopher,  merit  approbation. 
But  I  have  always  thought,  that  those 
pompous  Roman  sentiments  are  not  so 
difficult  to  be  produced,  as  is  vulgarly 
imagined ;  and  which,  indeed,  dazzle  only 
the  vulgar.  A  stroke  of  nature  is,  in  my 
opinion,  worth  a  hundred  such  thoughts  as 
When  vice  prevails,  and  impious  men  bear 
sway, 

The  post  of  honour  is  a  private  station. 
“Cato”  is  a  fine  dialogue  on  liberty,  and 
the  love  of  one’s  country;  but  considered 
as  a  dramatic  performance,  nay,  as  a 
model  of  a  just  tragedy,  as  some  have 
affectedly  represented  it,  it  must  be  owned 
to  want  action  and  pathos ;  the  two  hinges, 
I  presume,  on  which  a  just  tragedy  ought 
necessarily  to  turn,  and  without  which  it 
cannot  subsist.  It  wants  also  character. 
— Warton,  Joseph,  1756,  Essay  on  the 


Genius  and  Writings  of  Pope ,  vol.  I,  p. 
270. 

Of  a  work  so  much  read,  it  is  difficult 
to  say  any  thing  new.  About  things  on 
which  the  publick  thinks  long,  it  com¬ 
monly  attains  to  think  right ;  and  of  “Cato” 
it  has  been  not  unjustly  determined,  that 
it  is  rather  a  poem  in  dialogue  than  a 
drama,  rather  a  succession  of  just  senti¬ 
ments  in  elegant  language,  than  a  repre¬ 
sentation  of  natural  affections,  or  of  any 
state  probable  or  possible  in  human  life. 
—Johnson,  Samuel,  1779-81,  Addison, 
Lives  of  the  English  Pods. 

Addison  possesses  an  elegant  mind,  but 
he  was  by  no  means  a  poet.  He  under¬ 
took  to  purify  the  English  tragedy,  by  a 
compliance  with  the  supposed  rules  of 
good  taste.  We  might  have  expected 
from  a  judge  of  the  ancients,  that  he 
would  have  endeavoured  to  approach  the 
Greek  models.  Whether  he  had  any  such 
intention  I  know  not,  but  certain  it  is, 
that  he  has  produced  nothing  but  a  tragedy 
after  the  French  cut.  “Cato”  is  a  feeble 
and  frigid  piece,  almost  destitute  of  ac¬ 
tion,  without  one  truly  overpowering 
moment.  Addison  has  so  narrowed  a  great 
and  heroic  picture  by  his  timid  manner  of 
treating  it,  that  he  could  not  even  fill  up 
the  frame  without  foreign  intermixtures. 
.  .  .  Addison  took  his  measures  well ; 

he  brought  all  the  great  and  small  critics, 
with  Pope  at  their  head,  the  whole  militia 
of  good  taste  under  arms,  that  he  might 
excite  a  high  expectation  of  the  piece 
which  he  had  produced  with  so  much 
labour.  “Cato”  was  universally  praised, 
as  a  work  without  an  equal.  And  on  what 
foundation  do  these  boundless  claims  rest  ? 
On  regularity  of  form?  This  had  been 
already  observed  by  the  French  poets  for 
nearly  a  century,  and  notwithstanding  the 
constraint,  they  had  often  attained  a  much 
stronger  pathetic  effect.  Or  on  the 
political  sentiments  ?  But  in  a  single  dia¬ 
logue  between  Brutus  and  Cassius,  in 
Shakspeare,  there  is  more  of  a  Roman 
way  of  thinking,  and  republican  energy, 
than  in  all  “Cato.”— Schlegel,  Augustus 
William,  1809,  Dramatic  Art  and  Liter¬ 
ature,  Lecture  xiii,  tr.  Black. 

Addison’s  “Cato,”  in  spite  of  Dennis's 
criticism,  still  retains  possession  of  the 
stage  with  all  its  unities.  My  love  and 
admiration  for  Addison  is  as  great  as  any 
person’s,  let  that  other  person  be  who  he 
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will;  but  it  is  not  founded  on  his  “Cato,” 
in  extolling  which  Whigs  and  Tories  con¬ 
tended  in  loud  applause.  The  interest  of 
this  play  (bating  that  shadowy  regret 
that  always  clings  to  and  flickers  round 
the  form  of  free  antiquity)  is  confined  to 
the  declamation,  which  is  feeble  in  itself, 
and  not  heard  on  the  stage.  I  have  seen 
Mr.  Kemble  in  this  part  repeat  the  Solilo¬ 
quy  on  Death  without  a  lino  being  dis¬ 
tinctly  heard;  nothing  was  observable  but 
the  thoughtful  motion  of  his  lips,  and  the 
occasional  extension  of  his  hand  in  sign 
of  doubts  suggested  or  resolved;  yet  this 
beautiful  and  expressive  dumb-show,  with 
the  propriety  of  his  costume,  and  the 
elegance  of  his  attitude  and  figure,  excited 
the  most  lively  interest,  and  kept  atten¬ 
tion  even  more  on  the  stretch,  to  catch 
every  imperfect  syllable  or  speaking 
gesture.  There  is  nothing,  however,  in 
the  play  to  excite  ridicule,  or  shock  by 
absurdity,  except  the  love  scenes,  which 
are  passed  over  as  what  the  spectator  has 
no  proper  concern  with ;  and  however 
feeble  or  languid  the  interest  produced  by 
a  dramatic  exhibition,  unless  there  is 
some  positive  stumbling-block  thrown  in 
the  way,  or  gross  offence  given  to  an  audi¬ 
ence,  it  is  generally  suffered  to  linger  on  to 
a  euthanasia,  instead  of  dying  a  violent 
and  premature  death. — -Hazlitt,  William, 
1820,  Lectures  on  the  Dramatic  Literature 
of  the  Age  of  Elizabeth,  Lecture  viii. 

The  exquisite  taste  and  fine  observation 
of  Addison,  produced  only  the  solemn 
mawkishness  of  Cato. — Jeffrey,  Francis 
Lord,  1822-44,  Contributions  to  the  Edin¬ 
burgh  Review ,  vol.  n,  p.  334. 

A  tragedy,  which,  whatever  merit  it 
may  possess,  notwithstanding  Pope’s  dep¬ 
recation  of  “French  translation”  and  his 
panegyric  on  “native  rage,”  is  as  com¬ 
pletely  un-English  in  its  whole  conception 
and  conduct,  as  Aaron  Hill's  Merope,  or 
Alzire,  or  any  other  avowed  translation 
from  the  French  theatre. — Prescott, 
William  Hickling,  1832,  English  Liter¬ 
ature  of  the  Nineteenth  Century ,  North 
American  Review,  vol.  35,  p.  168. 

A  play,  the  whole  merit  of  which  con¬ 
sists  in  its  stately  rhetoric, — a  rhetoric 
sometimes  not  unworthy  of  Lucan, — about 
hating  tyrants  and  dying  for  freedom,  is 
brought  on  the  stage  in  a  time  of  great 
political  excitement.  Both  parties  crowd 
to  the  theatre.  Each  affects  to  consider 


every  line  as  a  compliment  to  itself,  and 
an  attack  on  its  opponents.  The  curtain 
falls  amidst  an  unanimous  roar  of  applause. 
The  Whigs  of  the  “Kit  Cat”  embrace  the 
author,  and  assure  him  that  he  has  ren¬ 
dered  an  inestimable  service  to  liberty. 
The  Tory  Secretary  of  State  represents  a 
purse  to  the  chief  actor  for  defending  the 
cause  of  liberty  so  well.  The  history  of 
that  night  was,  in  miniature,  the  history 
of  two  generations. — Macaulay,  Thomas 
Badington,  1834,  Mackintosh's  History, 
Critical  and  Miscellaneous  Essays. 

“Cato”  was  really  and  afflictingly  a 
rational  play. — Wilson,  John,  1845,  Dry- 
den  and  Pope,  Blackwood' s  Magazine. 

“Cato”  was  not  popular  for  a  moment, 
nor  tolerated  for  a  moment,  upon  any 
literary  ground,  or  as  a  work  of  art.  It 
was  an  apple  of  temptation  and  strife 
thrown  by  the  goddess  of  faction  between 
two  infuriated  parties.  “Cato,”  coming 
from  a  man  without  parliamentary  connec¬ 
tions,  would  have  dropped  lifeless  to  the 
ground. — De  Quincey,  Thomas,  1847-58, 
Schlosser's  Literary  History,  Works,  ed. 
Masson,  vol.  XI,  p.  28. 

Time  is  a  great  iconoclast— reverses  all 
sort  of  verdicts.  What  has  become  of 
“Cato”?  as  a  poem?  as  a  play?  In  his 
day  it  did  much  to  raise  Addison’s  fame: 
it  does  little  to  support  it  now.  Johnson 
calls  it  the  noblest  production  of  Addi¬ 
son’s  genius.  Macaulay  places  it  long 
after  the  masterpieces  of  the  Attic  stage, 
after  the  Elizabethan  dramatists,  after 
Schiller,  Alfieri,  Voltaire,  Corneille,  Ra¬ 
cine.  In  truth,  Addison,  in  spite  of  his 
refinedly  sensitive  organisation  and  his 
great  knowledge  and  appreciation  of 
human  nature,  produced  a  play  without 
feeling  and  without  nature — a  literary 
bas-relief,  carven  out  of  cold  and  colour¬ 
less  stone — its  only  recommendations, 
that  it  was  right  according  to  rule,  and 
fashioned  accurately  after  classical  pat¬ 
terns.  It  gave  London  a  month’s  excite¬ 
ment,  and  has  since  supplied  the  world 
with  some  trite  quotations — that  is  all. 
It  is  melancholy  to  think  that  Mr.  John 
Dennis’s  coarse  criticisms  were  probably 
just.— Cook,  Dutton,  1861,  "Cato"  on 
the  Boards,  Once  a  Week,  vol.  5,  p.  76. 

Addison  designed  his  “Cato”  (1713)  as 
a  great  contribution  to  the  task  of  reform¬ 
ing  English  tragedy  in  several  important 
respects.  Licentious  language  was  to  be 
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banished  as  a  matter  of  course ;  but  also 
the  British  lawlessness  in  regard  to 
technical  rules  was  to  be  abjured ;  and  an 
English  tragedy,  written  in  the  language 
and  metre  of  Shakspeare,  was  to  have  as 
much  classical  correctness,  and  observe 
the  unities  as  scrupulously,  as  the  master¬ 
pieces  of  Kacine.  The  play  was  success¬ 
ful  at  the  time,  and  it  may  be  pronounced 
to  bo  still  worth  reading;  several  lines 
from  it  are  familiar  to  all  ears;  never¬ 
theless  it  was  not  written  with  sufficient 
power  to  found  a  new  school,  or  form  an 
era  in  style;  it  is  better  than  any  of  its 
imitations,  but  not  good  enough  for 
immortality.-  Arnold,  Thomas,  1868- 
75,  Chaucer  to  Wordsworth,  p.  312. 

It  is  difficult  to  consider  the  success  of 
“Cato”  in  the  first  instance,  and  its  sub¬ 
sequent  protracted  popularity,  to  have 
resulted  from  any  other  influence  than 
that  of  extravagant  puffery,  aided  in  its 
effect  by  the  elevated  station  of  the 
author.-  Clarke, Charles  Cowden,  1871, 
On  the  Comic  Writers  of  England ,  Gentle¬ 
man’s  Magazine,  n.  s.,  vol.  7,  p.  329. 

Addison’s  poetry  in  general  is  rhetor¬ 
ical  prose  in  verse;  a  striking  proof  of 
this  is  his  tragedy  “Cato.”  It  was  per¬ 
formed  at  Drury  Lane  in  1713,  and  the 
immense  applause  it  called  forth  boro 
witness  to  the  deterioration  of  dramatic 
taste  in  the  native  country  of  Shakespeare. 
— Sciierr,  J.,  1874-82,  A  History  of 
English  Literature,  p.  147. 

“Cato”  is  full  of  effective  common¬ 
places,  many  of  which  are  to  this  day 
current  as  familiar  quotations;  but  other¬ 
wise  it  would  be  difficult  to  find  in  it  any 
distinguishing  feature.  Voltaire  extolled 
it  as  the  first  English  tragedie  raisonnablc, 
i.  e.  as  the  first  in  which  the  Rules  had 
been  observed  with  perfect  obedience  lo 
them  as  based  upon  reason;  but  Dennis 
had  some  grounds  for  his  remark,  that 
by  observing  the  Unity  of  Place  the  author 
had  only  contrived  to  render  the  action 
impossible.  For,  in  order  to  accommodate 
his  incidents  to  the  Rules,  Addison  was 
obliged  to  exclude  much  that  was  essential 
to  the  action,  while  he  included  much  that 
is  not  only  non-essential  but  disturbing. 
It  would  bo  difficult  to  mention  a  drama 
in  which  the  amatory  episodes  are  more 
decidedly  tedious  and  intrusive.  Not  less 
than  six  lovers  appear  in  the  piece,  and 
at  the  close,  as  Schlegel  points  out,  Cato, 


before  dying,  feels  himself  called  upon 
like  a  good  father  in  a  comedy  to  arrange 
a  brace  of  marriages.  Moreover,  with 
the  exception  of  these  arrangements,  the 
hero  of  the  tragedy  is  given  nothing  to 
do ;  and  where  an  original  feature  is 
added,  its  introduction  is  inopportune — 
thus,  the  apprehension  expressed  by  Cato 
that  he  has  been  too  hasty  in  commiting 
suicide,  seems  quite  out  of  harmony  with 
his  Stoic  opinions.  Macaulay  with  his 
usual  courage  defends  “Cato.”  but  can¬ 
not  say  more  on  its  behalf  than  that  it 
“contains  excellent  dialogue  and  decla¬ 
mation,  and  that  among  plays  fashioned 
on  the  French  model,  it  must  be  allowed 
to  rank  high.”  But  even  to  this  praise 
certain  exceptions  might  with  justice  be 
taken.  The  language,  like  every  page 
that  came  from  Addison’s  pen,  is  trans¬ 
parently  pure;  but  where  can  it  be  said 
to  approach  the  grandeur  of  “Cinna,”  or 
to  sparkle  like  that  pure  stream  from  the 
Castalian  fount  which  permeates  the 
dramas  of  Racine,  even  when  they  fall 
short  of  the  highest  excellence  within  his 
reach?  And  if  excellent  dialogue  mean3 
a  lifelike  interchange  of  speech — is  even 
so  much  as  this  to  be  found  in“  Cato?” 
— Ward,  Adolphus  William,  1875-99, 
A  History  of  English  Dramatic  Liter¬ 
ature,  vol.  in,  p.  441. 

Its  dramatic  weakness  has  never  been 
denied.  The  love  scenes  are  incongruous. 
It  consists  in  the  great  part  of  declama¬ 
tion  which  Addison’s  taste  restrained 
within  limits,  and  polished  into  many  still 
familiar  quotations,  but  which  remains 
commonplace.— Stephen,  Leslie,  1885, 
Dictionary  of  National  Biography,  vol.  I, 

p.  128. 

It.  had  its  day  of  prosperity  upon  the 
stage;  indeed,  it  supplied  the  model  for 
many  a  later  example  of  less  scholarly 
writers,  and  now  it  enjoys  the  somewhat 
dubious  honor  of  being  bound  as  part  of 
Addison’s  Works — and  frequently  skipped 
in  the  reading  thereof.  Viewed  from  the 
present  standpoint  it  seems  prosy  and 
lacking  in  situation.— Robins,  Edward, 
Jk.,  1895,  Echoes  of  the  Playhouse,  p.  102. 

THE  DRUMMER 
1716 

It  had  been  some  years  in  the  hands  of 
the  author,  and  falling  under  my  perusal, 
I  thought  so  well  of  it,  that  I  persuaded 
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him  to  make  some  additions  and  alter¬ 
ations  to  it,  and  let  it  appear  upon  the 
stage.  I  own  I  was  very  highly  pleased 
with  it,  and  liked  it  the  better,  for  the 
want  of  those  studied  similies  and  repar¬ 
tees,  which  we,  who  have  writ  before  him, 
have  thrown  into  our  plays,  to  indulge 
and  gain  upon  a  false  taste  that  has  pre¬ 
vailed  for  many  years  in  the  British 
theatre.  1  believe  the  author  would  have 
condescended  to  fall  into  this  way  a 
little  more  than  he  has,  had  he,  before 
the  writing  of  it,  been  often  present  at 
theatrical  representations.  ...  As 
it  is  not  in  the  common  way  cf  writing, 
the  approbation  was  at  first  doubtful,  but 
has  risen  every  time  it  has  been  acted, 
and  has  given  an  opportunity  in  several  of 
its  parts  for  as  just  and  good  action  as 
ever  I  saw  on  the  stage.— Steele,  Sir 
Richard,  1721,  The  Drummer ,  Preface. 

Is  a  pleasant  farce  enough,  but  adds 
nothing  to  our  idea  of  the  author  of  the 
“Spectator.” — Hazlitt,  William,  1818, 
Lectures  on  the  English  Comic  Writers, 
Lecture  VIII. 

It  is  one  of  the  wonders  of  literature 
that  Addison  with  a  wit  so  keen,  a  liter¬ 
ary  touch  so  delicate,  and  a  fertility  of 
fancy  so  great,  should  have  failed  as  a 
comedy- writer.  Macaulay,  noting  how  the 
“Roger  de  Coverley”  papers  work  into  a 
charming  narrative,  regrets  that  a  writer 
so  capable  of  invaluable  character-fiction 
should  never  have  attempted  a  true  novel. 
Addison's  comedy,  “The  Drummer,”  writ¬ 
ten  with  probably  some  help  from  Steele, 
goes  some  way,  though  not  the  whole  way, 
to  induce  us  to  think  that  this  regret  was 
groundless.  The  “Drummer”  has  in 
places  a  humour  of  its  own,  but  were  its 
authorship  unknown  few  critics  probably 
would  detect  in  its  scenes  the  masterly 
touch  and  refined  taste  of  Addison.  It  was 
perhaps  the  moralizing  tendency  of  the 
author  and  the  age  that  make  this  com¬ 
edy  wanting  in  the  right  comedy  flavour. 
— Crawfurd,  Oswald,  1883,  ed.,  English 
Comic  Dramatists,  p.  162. 

CRITICISMS 

It  gives  one  pain  to  refuse  to  such  a 
writer  as  Mr.  Addison,  any  kind  of  merit, 
to  which  he  appears  to  have  laid  claim, 
and  which  the  generality  Tof  his  read¬ 
ers]  have  seemed  willing  to  allow  him. 
Yet  it  must  not  be  dissembled,  that  criti¬ 
cism  was,  by  no  means,  his  talent.  His 


taste  was  truly  elegant ;  but  he  had 
neither  that  vigour  of  understanding,  nor 
chastised,  philosophical  spirit,  which  are 
so  essential  to  this  character,  and  which 
we  find  in  hardly  any  of  the  antienls, 
besides  Aristotle,  and  but  in  a  very 
few  of  the  moderns.  For  what  concerns 
his  criticism  on  Milton  in  particular,  there 
was  this  accidental  benefit  arising  from 
it,  that  it  occasioned  an  admirable  poet  to 
be  read,  and  his  excellencies  to  bo  ob¬ 
served.  But  for  the  merit  of  the  work 
itself,  if  there  be  anything  just  in  the  plan, 
it  was,  because  Aristotle  and  Bossu  had 
taken  the  same  route  before  him.  And 
as  to  his  own  proper  observations,  they 
are  for  the  most  part,  so  general  and 
indeterminate,  as  to  afford  but  little 
instruction  to  the  reader,  and  are,  not  un- 
frequently,  altogether  frivolous.-  Hurd, 
Richard,  1751,  Comments  on  Horace’s 
Epistola  ad  Augustum. 

It  is  already  well  known,  that  Addison 
had  no  very  intimate  acquaintance  with 
the  literature  of  his  own  country.  It  is 
known,  also,  that  he  did  not  think  such 
an  acquaintance  any  ways  essential  to  the 
character  of  an  elegant  scholar  and  litter¬ 
ateur.  Quite  enough  he  found  it,  and 
more  than  enough  for  the  time  he  had  to 
spare,  if  he  could  maintain  a  tolerable 
familiarity  with  the  foremost  Latin  poets, 
and  a  very  slender  one  indeed  with  the 
Grecian.  How  slender,  we  can  see  in  his 
“Travels.”  Of  modern  authors,  none  as 
yet  had  been  published  with  notes,  com¬ 
mentaries,  or  critical  collations  of  the 
text;  and,  accordingly,  Addison  looked 
upon  all  of  them,  except  those  few  who 
professed  themselves  followers  in  the 
retinue  and  equipage  of  the  ancients,  as 
creatures  of  a  lower  race.  Boileau,  as  a 
mere  imitator  and  propagator  of  Horace, 
he  read,  and  probably  little  else  amongst 
the  French  classics.  Hence  it  arose  that 
he  took  upon  himself  to  speak  sneeringly 
of  Tasso.  To  this,  which  was  a  bold  act 
for  his  timid  mind,  he  was  emboldened  by 
the  countenance  of  Boileau.  Of  the  elder 
Italian  authors,  such  as  Ariosto,  and,  a  for¬ 
tiori,  Dante,  he  knew  absolutely  nothing. 
Passing  to  our  own  literature,  it  is  cer¬ 
tain  that  Addison  was  profoundly  ignorant 
of  Chaucer  and  of  Spenser.  Milton  only, 
— and  why  ?  simply  because  he  was  a  bril¬ 
liant  scholar,  and  stands  like  a  bridge 
between  the  Christian  literature  and  the 
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Pagan, — Addison  had  read  and  esteemed. 
— L)e  Quincey,  Thomas,  1847?  Shak- 
speare.  Works,  ed.  Masson,  vol.  IV,  p.  22. 

We  must  remember  that,  however  nar¬ 
row,  and  prejudiced,  and  exclusive  may 
seem  to  us  the  dogmas  of  Addison’s  liter¬ 
ary  criticisms,  yet  that  these  were  the 
first  popular  essays  in  English  towards  the 
investigation  of  the  grounds  and  axioms 
of  aesthetic  science,  and  that  even  here,  in 
innumerable  instances  (as,  for  example, 
in  the  celebrated  reviews  of  “Paradise 
Lost,"  and  of  the  old  national  ballad  of 
“Chevy  Chase”),  we  find  the  author's 
natural  and  delicate  sense  of  the  beautiful 
and  sublime  triumphing  over  the  accumu¬ 
lated  errors  and  false  judgment  of  his  own 
artificial  age,  and  the  author  of  “Cato” 
doing  unconscious  homage  to  the  nature 
and  pathos  of  the  rude  old  Border  ballad- 
maker. — Shaw,  Thomas  B.,  1847,  Outlines 
of  English  Literature,  p.  241. 

These  papers  constitute  a  Primer  to 
“Paradise  Lost.”  Most  skilfully  con¬ 
structed  both  to  interest  and  instruct, 
but  still  a  Primer.  As  the  excellent  set¬ 
ting  may  the  better  display  the  gem  of 
incalculable  value:  so  may  Addison’s 
thought  help  us  to  understand  Milton’s 
“greatness  of  Soul,  which  furnished  him 
with  such  glorious  Conceptions.  ’  ’  Let  us 
not  stop  at  the  Primer,  but  pass  on  to  a 
personal  apprehension  of  the  great  English 
Epic. — Arber,  Edward,  1868,  ed.,  Joseph 
Addison,  Criticism,  on  Milton’s  Paradise 
Lost ,  Introduction,  p.  7. 

His  celebrated  commentary  on  “Para¬ 
dise  Lost”  is  little  better  than  the  disser¬ 
tations  of  Batteux  and  Bossu.  — Taine, 
H.  A.,  1871,  History  of  English  Litera¬ 
ture,  tr.  Van  Laun,  vol.  II,  bk.  iii,  ch.  iv, 
p.  106. 

Addison’s  sensitive  nature  gave  refine¬ 
ment  to  his  humour,  and  delicacy  to  his 
sense  of  the  charm  of  style.  He  was  the 
best  critic  of  his  day,  and  the  more  read¬ 
ily  accepted  because  he  shared  to  some 
extent,  conventional  opinions  of  his  time. 
He  enjoyed  “Chevy  Chase”  and  “the  Babes 
in  the  Wood,”  and  did  so  for  good  human 
reasons.  But  when  he  tried  in  Spectator 
papers  to  show  cause  for  his  enjoyment, 
it  was  by  suggesting  resemblances  to  Hor¬ 
ace  and  Vergil.  There  are  passages  in  Ad¬ 
dison’s  criticisms  of  “Paradise  Lost”  by 
which  he  made  Spectator  papers  a  means 
of  rescuing  Milton  from  the  prejudices  of 


the  day,  in  which  the  prejudices  them¬ 
selves  govern  his  argument ;  and  what  we 
might  now  look  upon  as  the  weak  part  of 
his  criticism,  was  in  his  own  time  a  safe¬ 
guard  to  his  reputation.  But  there  was 
nothing  conventional  in  Addison’s  tastes. 
The  sympathetic  insight  of  genius  and  the 
religious  depths  of  character  caused  him 
to  fasten  only  on  that  which  was  good  ; 
all  that  could  be  affected  by  convention 
was  his  manner  of  accounting  critically  for 
his  right  impressions. — Morley,  Henry, 
1881,  Of  English  Literature  in  the  Reign 
of  Victoria  with  a  Glance  at  the  Past. 

In  his  own  day  Addison  was  held  in 
higher  esteem  as  a  critic  than  later  gener¬ 
ations  have  deemed  him  to  deserve.  His 
formal  critical  studies  show  no  especial 
force  or  insight.  That  refined  taste  and 
correctness  which  always  marked  him,  cer¬ 
tainly  appears  in  his  judgments  of  litera¬ 
ture,  but  frequently  his  thoughts  are  too 
mild  to  be  stimulating,  and  we  turn  from 
the  papers  on  Milton,  as  well  as  from  the 
various  ethical  reflections,  to  his  delicate 
social  satire,  or  those  genial  character- 
sketches  which  never  lose  their  charm. 
Yet  all  his  writing  is  agreeable,  if  for 
nothing  more  than  its  exquisite  expression 
— clear,  quiet,  unobtrusive,  finished  yet 
always  easy ;  every  essay  shows,  too,  the 
thought  and  spirit  as  well  as  the  language 
of  a  cultivated  gentleman. — McLaughlin. 
Edward  T.,  1893,  Literary  Criticism  for 
Students,  p.  33. 

Addison  brought  to  the  study  of  litera¬ 
ture  a  mind  which  was  open  to  receive 
impressions  from  every  side.  He  com¬ 
menced,  as  he  was  bound  to  do,  with  an 
application  of  the  rules  of  Aristotle,  but 
he  acquired  confidence  in  his  own  judgment 
as  he  proceeded  in  his  researches,  and 
finally  availed  himself  freely  of  new  ele¬ 
ments  of  human  knowledge  which  were 
unknown  to  Aristotle.  His  application  of 
the  Aristotelian  canons  to  “Paradise 
Lost”  was  undertaken  in  deference  to  the 
spirit  of  the  age,  but  in  his  essay  on 
“The  Pleasures  of  the  Imagination,”  he 
discovers  a  new  principle  to  which  the 
charm  and  power  of  poetic  literature  is  to 
be  referred:  a  principle  which,  unlike  the 
appeal  to  “fear  and  pity,”  is  applicable 
not  to  one  but  to  every  form  of  poetry  and 
fiction.  And  in  so  doing  he  introduces 
fresh  considerations,  which  affect  all  mani¬ 
festations  of  art,  but  of  which  the  rules 
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of  Aristotle  take  no  account,  and  notices 
new  effects  for  which  these  rules  provide 
no  tests;  and  in  supplying  these  omissions 
he  has  permanently  widened  the  scope  of 
criticism,  whether  the  object  of  its  inquiry 
be  a  picture  or  a  poem,  form  or  thought. 

.  .  .  liy  the  work  of  Addison  criticism 

was  brought  into  line  with  modern 
thought;  and  the  critic  was  provided 
with  a  test  which  he  could  apply  with 
equal  success  to  every  fresh  form  which 
literature  had  developed.  Worsfold,  W. 
Basil,  1897,  The  Principles  of  Criticism, 
pp.  59,  107. 

GENERAL 

The  ingenious  Mr.  Addison,  of  Oxford. 
— Dryden,  John,  1697,  Virgil's  JEneas, 
Postscript. 

His  wit,  natural  good  sense,  generous 
sentiments,  and  enterprising  genius,  with 
a  peculiar  delicacy  and  easiness  of  writing, 
seem  those  qualities  which  distinguished 
Mr.  Steele.  Mr.  Addison  has  the  same 
talents  in  a  high  degree,  and  is  likewise 
a  great  philosopher,  having  applied  him¬ 
self  to  the  speculative  studies  more  than 
any  of  the  wits  that  I  know. — Berkeley, 
George,  1712-13,  Letter  to  Sir  John 
Perceval. 

With  graceful  step  see  Addison  advance. 

The  sweetest  child  of  Attic  elegance. 

— Warton,  Thomas,  1749,  The  Triumph 
of  Isis. 

Mr.  Addison,  for  a  happy  and  natural 
style,  will  be  always  an  honour  to  British 
literature.  His  diction  indeed  wants 
strength,  but  it  is  equal  to  all  the  subjects 
he  undertakes  to  handle,  as  he  never  (at 
least  in  his  finished  works)  attempts  any¬ 
thing  in  the  argumentative  or  demonstra¬ 
tive  way.— Goldsmith,  Oliver,  1759,  The 
Bee,  No.  8,  Nov.  24. 

Addison  wrote  little  in  verse,  much  in 
sweet,  elegant,  Virgilian  prose ;  so  let 
me  call  it,  since  Longinus  calls  Herodotus 
most  Homeric ;  and  Thucydides  is  said  to 
have  formed  his  style  on  Pindar.  Ad¬ 
dison’s  compositions  are  built  with  the 
finest  materials,  in  the  taste  of  the 
ancients.  I  never  read  him,  but  I  am 
struck  with  such  a  disheartening  idea  of 
perfection,  that  I  drop  my  pen.  And, 
indeed,  far  superior  writers  should  forget 
his  compositions,  if  they  would  be  greatly 
pleased  with  their  own. — Younc, Edward, 
1759,  Conjectures  on  Original  Composition. 


The  cold  and  well-discipline  merit  of 
Addison  -Walpole,  Horace,  1765.  Let¬ 
ters,  ed.  Cunningham,  March  18,  vol.  ill, 
p.  333. 

His  own  powers  were  such  as  might 
have  satisfied  him  with  conscious  excel¬ 
lence.  Of  very  extensive  learning  he  has 
indeed  given  no  proofs.  He  seems  to 
have  had  small  acquaintance  with  the 
sciences,  and  have  read  little  except  Latin 
and  French;  but  of  the  Latin  poets  his 
“Dialogues  on  Medals”  shew  that  he 
had  perused  the  works  with  great  dili¬ 
gence  and  skill.  The  abundance  of  his 
own  mind  left  him  little  indeed  of  ad¬ 
ventitious  sentiments ;  his  wit  always 
could  suggest  what  the  occasion  demanded. 
He  had  read  with  critical  eyes  the  im¬ 
portant  volume  of  human  life,  and  knew 
the  heart  of  man  from  the  depths  of 
stratagem  to  the  surface  of  affectation. 

.  .  .  His  poetry  is  first  to  be  con¬ 

sidered  ;  of  which  it  must  be  confessed 
that  it  has  not  often  those  felicities  of 
diction  which  gave  lustre  to  sentiments, 
or  that  vigour  of  sentiment  that  animates 
diction :  there  is  little  of  ardour,  vehe¬ 
mence,  or  transport ;  there  is  very  rarely 
the  awfulness  of  grandeur,  and  not  very 
often  the  splendour  of  elegance.  He 
thinks  justly ;  but  he  thinks  faintly.  This 
is  his  general  character  ;  to  which,  doubt¬ 
less,  many  single  passages  will  furnish 
exception.  Yet,  if  he  seldom  reaches 
supreme  excellence,  he  rarely  sinks  into 
dulness,  and  is  still  more  rarely  entangled 
in  absurdity.  He  did  not  trust  his  powers 
enough  to  be  negligent.  There  is  in  most 
of  his  compositions  a  calmness  and  equa¬ 
bility,  deliberate  and  cautious,  sometimes 
with  little  that  delights,  but  seldom  with 
anything  that  offends.  ...  As  a 
describer  of  life  and  manners,  he  must  be 
allowed  to  stand  perhaps  the  first  of  the 
first  rank.  .  .  .  As  a  teacher  of 

wisdom,  he  may  be  confidently  followed. 
His  religion  has  nothing  in  it  enthusiastick 
or  superstitious:  he  appears  neither 
weakly  credulous,  nor  wantonly  sceptical ; 
his  morality  is  neither  dangerously  lax, 
nor  impracticably  rigid.  .  .  .  His 

prose  is  the  model  of  the  middle  style ;  on 
grave  subjects  not  formal,  on  light 
occasions  not  groveling;  pure  without 
scrupulosity,  and  exact  without  apparent 
elaboration;  always  equable,  and  always 
easy,  without  glowing  words  or  pointed 
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sentences.  .  .  .  Whoever  wishes  to 

attain  an  English  style,  familiar  but  not 
coarse,  and  elegant  but  not  ostentatious, 
must  give  his  days  and  nights  to  the 
volumes  of  Addison. — Johnson,  Samuel, 
1779-81,  Addison,  Lives  of  the  English 
Poets. 

In  front  of  these  enrno  Addison.  In  him 

Humour  in  holiday  and  slightly  trim, 

Sublimity  and  Attic  taste  combined. 

To  polish,  furnish,  and  delight  the  mind. 

— Cowi'ER,  William,  1782,  Table  Talk. 

Of  the  latter  of  these,  the  highest,  most 
correct,  and  ornamented  degree  of  the 
simple  manner,  Mr.  Addison,  is.  beyond 
doubt,  in  the  English  language,  the  most 
perfect  example :  and,  therefore,  though 
not  without  some  faults,  he  is,  on  the 
whole,  the  safest  model  for  unitation,  and 
the  freest  from  considerable  defects, 
which  the  language  affords.  Perspicuous 
and  pure,  he  is  in  the  highest  degree ;  his 
precision,  indeed,  not  very  great,  yet 
nearly  as  great  as  the  subjects  which  he 
treats  of  require ;  the  construction  of 
his  sentences  easy,  agreeable,  and  com¬ 
monly  very  musical ;  carrying  a  character 
of  smoothness  more  than  of  strength 
In  figurative  language,  he  is  rich  particu¬ 
larly  in  similes  and  metaphors;  which  are 
so  employed,  as  to  render  his  style 
splendid,  without  being  gaudy.  There  is 
not  the  least  affectation  in  his  manner ; 
we  see  no  marks  of  labour,  nothing  forced 
or  constrained  ;  but  great  elegance,  joined 
with  great  ease  and  simplicity.  He  is,  in 
particular,  distinguished  by  a  character 
of  modesty,  and  of  politeness,  which 
appears  in  all  his  writings.  No  author 
has  a  more  popular  and  insinuating  man¬ 
ner  ;  and  the  great  regard  which  he  every 
where  shows  for  virtue  and  religion, 
recommends  him  highly.  If  he  fails  in 
anything  it  is  in  want  of  strength  and 
precision,  which  renders  his  manner, 
though  perfectly  suited  to  such  essays  as 
he  writes  in  the  “Spectator,'’ not  altogether 
a  proper  model  for  any  of  the  higher  and 
more  elaborate  kinds  of  composition. 
Though  the  public  have  ever  done  much 
justice  to  his  merit,  yet  the  nature  of  his 
merit  has  not  always  been  seen  in  its  true 
light;  for,  though  his  poetry  be  elegant, 
he  certainly  bears  a  higher  rank  among 
the  prose  writers,  than  he  is  entitled  to 
among  the  poets,  and,  in  prose,  his  humour 
is  of  a  much  higher,  and  more  original 


strain,  than  his  philosophy.  The  character 
of  Sir  lloger  de  Coverly  discovers  more 
genius  than  the  critique  on  Milton. — 
Blair,  Hugh,  1783,  Lectures  oji  Rhetoric 
and  Bellcs-Lctlers ,  ed.  Mills  Lecture  xix, 

p.  208. 

Addison  is  a  writer  eminently  ener¬ 
vated  ;  and  few  authors,  distinguished  in 
the  belles-lettres  and  of  so  recent  a  date, 
will  be  found  more  strikingly  loose  and 
un systematical  in  their  diction. — Godwin. 
William,  1797,  Of  English  Style,  The  En¬ 
quirer,  p.  438. 

To  the  keenest  preception  of  the 
beautiful  and  sublime  in  composition,  he 
added  a  taste  pre-eminently  delicate  and 
correct,  and  the  most  engaging  and 
fascinating  style  that  this  country  had 
ever  witnessed  ;  with  these  were  combined 
the  most  unrivalled  humour,  a  morality 
lovely  and  interesting  as  it  was  pure  and 
philanthropic,  and  a  fancy  whose 
effusions  were  peculiarly  sweet,  rich,  and 
varied.  .  .  .  The  great  object  which 

Addison  ever  steadily  held  in  view,  and  to 
which  his  style,  his  criticism,  his  humour 
and  imagination  are  alike  subservient, 
was  the  increase  of  religious,  moral,  and 
social  virtue.  Perhaps  to  the  writings  of 
no  individual,  of  any  age  or  nation,  if  we 
except  the  result  of  inspiration,  have 
morality  and  rational  piety  been  more 
indebted  than  to  those  which  form  the 
periodical  labours  of  our  author. — Drake, 
Nathan,  1804,  Essays  Illustrative  of  the 
Taller ,  Spectator  and  Guardian,  vol.  H, 
pp.  141,  319. 

The  style  of  Addison  is  pure  and  clear, 
rather  diffuse  than  concentrated,  and 
ornamental  to  the  highest  degree  consist¬ 
ent  with  good  taste.  But  this  ornament 
consists,  not  in  the  splendor  of  imagery, 
not  in  the  ordonnance  of  words ;  his  read¬ 
ers  will  seek  in  vain  for  those  sonorous 
cadences  with  which  the  public  ear  has 
been  familiarized  since  the  writings  of  Dr. 
Johnson.  They  will  find  no  stately  mag¬ 
nificence  of  phrase,  no  trials  of  sentences 
artfully  balanced,  so  as  to  form  a  sweep 
of  harmony,  at  the  close  of  a  period. 
His  words  are  genuine  English ;  he  deals 
little  in  inversions,  and  often  allows  him¬ 
self  to  conclude  negligently  with  a  trivial 
word.  The  fastidious  ear  may  occasion¬ 
ally  be  offended  with  some  colloquial 
phrases,  and  some  expressions  which 
would  not  now,  perhaps,  be  deemed 
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perfectly  accurate— the  remains  of  bar¬ 
barisms  which  he,  more  than  any  one,  had 
labored  to  banish  from  good  writing — but 
the  best  judges  have  doubted  whether  our 
language  has  not  lost  more  than  it  has 
gained  since  his  time.  An  idiomatic  style 
gives  a  truth  and  spirit  to  a  composition 
that  is  but  ill  compensated  by  an  elaborate 
pomp,  which  sets  written  composition  at 
too  great  a  distance  from  speech,  for 
which  it  is  only  the  substitute. — Bar- 
BAULD,  Anna  Letitia,  1804,  ed..  Selec¬ 
tions  from  the  Spectator ,  Tatler,  Guardian 
and  Freeholder. 

The  extreme  caution,  timidity,  and  flat¬ 
ness  of  this  author  in  his  poetical  com¬ 
positions — the  narrowness  of  his  range  in 
poetical  sentiment  and  diction,  and  the 
utter  want  either  of  passion  or  of  bril¬ 
liancy,  render  it  difficult  to  believe  that 
he  wa3  born  under  the  same  sun  with 
Shakespeare,  and  wrote  but  a  century 
after  him.  His  fame,  at  this  day,  stands 
solely  upon  the  delicacy,  the  modest 
gaiety,  and  ingenious  purity  of  his  prose 
ityle ; — for  the  occasional  elegance  and 
mall  ingenuity  of  his  poems  can  never 
edeem  the  poverty  of  their  diction,  and 
the  tameness  of  their  conception. — Jef¬ 
frey,  Francis  Lord,  1819  44,  Contribu - 
ions  to  the  Edinburgh  Review ,  vol.  H ,p.  291. 

The  very  name  of  Addison  inspires 
delight.  That  charming  writer  was  not 
only,  in  himself,  one  of  the  most  perfect 
of  prose  authors,  but,  in  the  Spectator,  (of 
which  he  might  be  called  at  once  the 
patron  and  promoter)  he  set  an  example 
of  instructing  the  intellectual  public,  at 
certain  short  periods,  with  essays,  tales, 
allegories,  and  criticisms,  such  as  had 
never  before  met  their  eyes.  He  not  only 
brought  a  good  philological  taste  into 
fashion,  and  placed  Milton  upon  a  pedestal 
from  which  he  can  never  be  pulled  down, 
but  gave  a  pleasing  and  popular  turn  to 
religious  studies  and  duties.  In  this 
latter  department  there  is,  occasionally, 
a  sort  of  easy  and  natural  sublimity  about 
Addison,  which  belongs  peculiarly  to  him¬ 
self.  Confidence,  hope,  comfort,  love, 
gratitude,  and  adoration,  are  what  he 
infuses  into  a  Christian  spirit;  and  his  two 
celebrated  pieces  of  poetry,  or  short 
hymns,  illustrative  of  what  he  has  incul¬ 
cated  in  prose,  are  perfect  master-pieces 
of  their  kind.  But  the  reader,  I  appre¬ 
hend,  is  beginning  to  be  fearful  lest  I 


should  omit  the  mention  of  that  peculiar 
feature  in  the  compositions  of  Addison, 
which  stamps  him  as  an  undoubted 
original.  It  is  his  Humour,  then,  wherein 
he  is  unrivalled.  But  this  is  a  theme, 
almost  inexhaustible  in  itself,  and  familiar 
to  us  from  boyhood  ;  and  so  I  draw  back 
from  expatiating. — Dibdin,  Thomas  Frog- 
nall,  1824,  The  Library  Companion ,  p. 
603,  note. 

I  have  sometimes  thought  that  Addison 
wanted  profundity,  though  he  was  always 
elegant  and  always  just.  1  prefer  Cow¬ 
ley’s  prose  style  to  Addison’s. — Brydges, 
Sir  Egerton,  1834,  Autobiography,  p.  166. 

Addison  wa3  a  mere  lay  preacher,  com¬ 
pletely  bound  up  in  formalism,  but  he  did 
get  to  say  many  a  true  thing  in  his  gener¬ 
ation  ;  an  instance  of  one  formal  man 
doing  great  things.  Steele  had  infinitely 
more  naivete,  but  he  was  only  a  fellow- 
soldier  of  Addison,  to  whom  he  subordi¬ 
nated  himself  more  than  was  necessary. 
It  is  a  cold  vote  in  Addison’s  favor  that 
one  gives. — Carlyle,  Thomas,  1838,  Lec¬ 
tures  on  the  History  of  Literature ,  p.  176. 

Asa  moral  satirist,  he  stands  unrivalled. 
If  ever  the  best  “Tatlers”  and  “Spectators” 
were  equalled  in  their  own  kind,  we  should 
be  inclined  to  guess  that  it  must  have  been 
by  the  lost  comedies  of  Menander.  In 
wit,  properly  so  called,  Addison  was  not 
inferior  to  Cowley  or  Butler.  No  single 
ode  of  Cowley  contains  so  many  happy 
analogies  as  are  crowded  into  the  lines  to 
Sir  Godfrey  Kneller;  and  we  would  under¬ 
take  to  collect  from  the  “Spectators”  as 
great  a  number  of  ingenious  illustrations 
as  can  be  found  in  “Hudibras.”  The 
still  higher  faculty  of  invention  Addison 
possessed  in  still  larger  measure.  The 
numerous  fictions,  generally  original,  often 
wild  and  grotesque,  but  always  singularly 
graceful  and  happy,  which  are  found  in 
his  essays,  fully  entitle  him  to  the  rank  of 
a  great  poet — a  rank  to  which  his  metrical 
compositions  give  him  no  claim.  As  an 
observer  of  life,  of  manners,  of  all  the 
shades  of  human  character,  he  stands  in 
the  first  class.  And  what  he  observed  he 
had  the  art  of  communicating  in  two 
widely  different  ways.  He  could  describe 
virtues,  vices,  habits,  whims,  as  well  as 
Clarendon.  But  he  could  do  something 
better.  He  could  call  human  beings  into 
existence,  and  make  them  exhibit  them¬ 
selves.  If  we  wish  to  find  anything  more 
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vivid  than  Addison’s  best  portraits,  we 
must  go  either  to  Shakspeare  or  to  Cer¬ 
vantes.  .  .  .  We  own  that  the  humour  of 
Addison  is,  in  our  opinion,  of  a  more 
delicious  flavour  than  the  humour  of  either 
Swift  or  Voltaire.  ...  Of  Addison 
it  may  be  confidently  affirmed  that  he  has 
blackened  no  man’s  character,  nay,  that 
it  would  be  difficult,  if  not  impossible,  to 
find  in  all  the  volumes  which  he  has  left 
us  a  single  taunt  which  can  be  called 
ungenerous  or  unkind.  .  .  .  We  have 

not  the  least  doubt,  that,  if  Addison  had 
written  a  novel,  on  an  extensive  plan,  it 
would  have  been  superior  to  any  that  we 
possess.  As  it  is,  he  is  entitled  to  be 
considered,  not  only  as  the  greatest  of  the 
English  essayists,  but  as  the  forerunner 
of  the  great  English  novelists. — Mac¬ 
au*  ay,  Thomas  Babington,  1843,  Life 
and  II Tritin*js  of  Addison,  Critical  and 
Miscellaneous  Essays. 

In  refined  and  delicate  humour  Addison 
has  no  superior,  if  he  has  any  equal,  in 
English  prose  literature.  .  .  Who 

can  set  limits  to  the  influence  which  such  a 
mind  has  exerted?  And  what  a  lesson 
should  it  read  to  the  conductors  of  our 
periodic  press,  from  the  stately  quarterly 
to  the  daily  newspaper!  What  untold 
gain  would  it  be  to  the  world  if  they  would 
think  less  of  party,  and  more  of  TRUTH : 
if  they  would  ever  be  found  the  firm  advo¬ 
cates  of  every  thing  that  tends  to  elevate 
and  bless  man,  and  the  steadfast,  out¬ 
spoken  opponents  of  all  that  tends  to 
degrade,  debase,  and  brutalize  him. — 
Cleveland,  Charles  D.,  1848,  A  Com¬ 
pendium  of  English  Literature,  pp.  377, 
391. 

He  amuses  himself  with  people,  not 
because  he  dislikes  them,  but  because  he 
likes  them,  and  is  not  discomposed  by 
their  absurdities.  He  does  not  go  very 
far  down  into  the  hearts  of  them ;  he 
never  discovers  any  of  the  deeper  neces¬ 
sities  which  there  are  in  human  beings. 
But  everything  that  is  upon  the  surface  of 
their  lives,  and  all  the  little  cross-currents 
which  disturb  them,  no  one  sees  so  accu¬ 
rately,  or  describes  so  gracefully.  In  cer¬ 
tain  moods  of  our  mind,  therefore,  we  have 
here  a  most  agreeable  friend,  one  who 
takes  us  to  no  great  effort,  who  does  not 
set  us  on  encountering  any  terrible  evils, 
or  carrying  forward  any  high  purpose, 
but  whom  one  must  always  admire  for  his 


quietness  and  composure ;  who  can  teach 
us  to  observe  a  multitude  of  things  that 
we  should  else  pass  by,  and  reminds  us 
that  in  man’s  life,  as  in  nature,  there  are 
days  of  calm  and  sunshine  as  well  as  of 
storm. -Maurice,  Frederick  Denison, 
1856-74,  The  Friendship  of  Books  and 
Other  Lectures,  ed.  Hughes. 

Exquisite  Genius,  to  whoso  chisell'cl  line 
Tho  ivory’s  polish  lends  the  ivory's  shine — 
— Lytton,  Edward  Lord,  1860,  St. 
Stephen's. 

The  distinctive  characteristic  of  Addi¬ 
son  may  perhaps  be  compared  to  what  is 
said  to  give  the  peculiar  charm  to  Circas¬ 
sian  beauty— a  certain  luxurious  air  of 
dreamy  repose  in  the  half-closed  eyelids. 
— Montgomery,  Henry  R.,  1862,  Mem¬ 
oirs  of  the  Life  and  Writings  of  SirRichard 
Steele,  vol.  i,  p.  178. 

Well,  but  Addison’s  prose  is  Attic  prose. 
Where,  then,  it  may  be  asked,  is  the  note 
of  provinciality  in  Addison?  I  answer, 
in  the  commonplace  of  his  ideas.  This  is 
a  matter  worth  remarking.  Addison 
claims  to  take  leading  rank  as  a  moralist. 
To  do  that,  you  must  have  ideas  of  the 
first  order  on  your  subject, — the  best  ideas, 
at  any  rate,  attainable  in  your  time. — as 
well  as  be  able  to  express  them  in  a  per¬ 
fectly  sound  and  sure  style.  .  .  .  Now 
Addison  has  not,  on  his  subject  of  morals, 
the  force  of  ideas  of  the  moralists  of  the 
first  class, — the  classical  moralists;  he 
has  not  the  best  ideas  attainable  in  or 
about  his  time,  and  which  were,  so  to 
speak,  in  the  air  then,  to  be  seized  by  the 
finest  spirits;  he  is  not  to  be  compared 
for  power,  searchingness,  or  delicacy  of 
thought  to  Pascal,  or  La  Bruydre,  or 
Vauvenargues  ;  he  is  rather  on  a  level,  in 
this  respect,  with  a  man  like  Marmontel ; 
therefore,  I  say,  he  has  the  note  of  pro¬ 
vinciality  as  a  moralist;  he  is  provincial 
by  his  matter,  though  not  by  his  style. — 
Arnold,  Matthew,  1865,  The  Literary 
Influence  of  Academies,  Essays  in  Criticism, 
pp.  58,  59. 

Addison’s  style  is  indeed  simple,  beau¬ 
tiful,  clear,  and  expressive:  It  has  the 
greatest  ease  possible.  Even  when  the 
matter  is  small  and  insignificant,  one  reads 
on  and  on  with  pleasure,  because  a  master 
holds  the  pen.— Friswell,  Jaaies  Hain, 
1869,  Essays  on  English  Writers,  p.  112. 

For  graceful  style,  for  polished  satire, 
for  delicate  delineation  of  character. 
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Addison  has  never  been  surpassed  ;  but  on 
the  stage  of  active  politics  he  was  scarce 
a  match  for  the  passionate  ardour,  the 
withering  irony,  of  Swift.— Stanhope, 
Earl,  1870,  History  of  England,  Compris¬ 
ing  the  Reign  of  Queen  Anne  Until  the  Peace 
of  Utrecht ,  p.  565. 

His  writings  are  conversations,  master¬ 
pieces  of  English  urbanity  and  reason ; 
nearly  all  the  details  of  his  character  and 
life  have  contributed  to  nourish  this  urban¬ 
ity  and  this  reasonableness.  .  .  .  His 

writings  are  the  pure  source  of  classical 
style  ;  men  never  spoke  in  England  better. 
Ornaments  abound,  and  rhetoric  has  no 
part  in  them.  Throughout  we  have  just 
contrasts,  which  serve  only  for  clearness, 
and  are  not  too  much  prolonged ;  happy 
expressions,  easily  discovered,  which  give 
things  a  new  and  ingenious  turn ;  harmo¬ 
nious  periods,  in  which  the  sounds  flow  into 
one  another  with  the  diversity  and  sweet¬ 
ness  of  a  quiet  stream ;  a  fertile  vein  of 
inventions  and  images,  through  which  runs 
the  most  amiable  irony. — Taine,  H.  A., 
1871,  History  of  English  Literature,  tr. 
Van  Laun,  vol.  11,  bk.  iii,  ch.  iv,  pp.  90, 
104. 

He  made  all  that  he  wrote  luminous 
with  piety  and  fragrant  with  virtue. 
Writing  in  a  day  when  blasphemy  was 
accounted  a  high  kind  of  wit,  and  obscen¬ 
ity  a  high  kind  of  humour,  he  has  trans¬ 
mitted  almost  nothing  to  which  the  most 
rigid  female  purist  of  our  own  most  moral 
epoch  could  take  the  smallest  exception. 
You  will  appreciate  the  amazing  vigour  of 
hi3  mind  which  enabled  him  to  leap  so 
effectually  and  so  far  from  the  gutter  in 
which  the  turgid  and  noisome  dialect  of 
that  era  flowed  into  the  sewers,  by  com¬ 
paring  him  with  his  contemporaries. 
Swift,  who  was  exceptionally  bad,  may  be 
omitted ;  but  compare  him  with  Wycher¬ 
ley,  Congreve,  Gay,  Garth,  Prior,  Dryden 
(who  was  still  recent),  and  the  noble 
rhymesters,  such  as  Buckingham,  Hali¬ 
fax,  and  Granville.— Russell,  William 
Clark,  1871,  Book  of  Authors ,  p.  153,  note. 

The  clouded  fame  of  Marlborough  has 
sensibly  decayed  ;  few  now  care  to  pursue 
the  devious  intrigues  of  Bolingbroke  and 
Oxford ;  but  from  the  successful  reign  of 
Queen  Anne  still  gaze  down  upon  us  a  clus¬ 
ter  of  thoughtful  faces  whose  lineaments 
the  world  will  never  cease  to  trace  with 
interest,  and  to  whom  mankind  must  ever 


turn  with  grateful  regard.  One  fair,  soft 
countenance  alone  is  always  serene.  No 
lines  of  fierce  struggles  or  of  bitter  discon¬ 
tent,  of  brooding  madness  or  of  envious 
rage,  disturb  that  gentle  aspect.  A  deli¬ 
cate  taste,  a  tranquil  disposition,  a  clear 
sense  of  the  vanity  of  human  passions  and 
of  all  earthly  aims,  have  softened  and 
subdued  the  mental  supremacy  of  Addison. 
To  some  he  has  seemed  feeble ;  for  many 
he  wants  the  fire  of  genius.  But  multi¬ 
tudes  in  every  age  have  been  held  willing 
captives  by  the  lively  play  of  his  unwearied 
fancy,  his  melodious  periods,  his  tender¬ 
ness  and  truth ;  have  yielded  to  a  power 
that  is  never  asserted,  and  to  an  art  that 
is  hidden  in  the  simplicity  of  a  master. — 
Lawrence,  Eugene,  1872,  The  Days  of 
Queen  Anne,  Harper's  Magazine,  vol.  44. 

The  crowning  quality  of  these  papers, 
as  work  of  literature,  is  their  elegance. 
This  made  of  prose  a  fino  art,  and  ranked 
its  best  productions,  with  those  of  poetry, 
among  the  permanent  products  of  taste. 
This  excellence  was  fully  achieved,  for  the 
first  time  in  our  literature,  by  Addison; 
and  since  his  day  elegant  culture  has 
found  constant  expression  in  prose.  The 
art  of  Addison  is  far  less  cold  and  critical 
than  that  of  Pope.  It  preserves  its  free¬ 
dom,  and  moves  with  a  simplicity  and  ease, 
that  are  open  indeed  to  error,  but  are  also 
able  to  make  that  error  seem  slight  and 
unimportant.  There  is  in  his  style  no 
opposition  between  nature  and  art ;  the 
substance  and  form  remain  inseparable, 
the  thought  lifting  itself  into  light  and 
being  at  once,  rising  in  a  single  creative 
act  out  of  the  chaos  of  material.  -Bascom, 
John,  1874,  Philosophy  of  English  Litera¬ 
ture,  p.  175. 

Greater  energy  of  character,  or  a  more 
determined  hatred  of  vice  and  tyranny, 
would  have  curtailed  his  usefulness  as  a 
public  censor.  He  led  the  nation  gently 
and  insensibly  to  a  love  of  virtue  and  con¬ 
stitutional  freedom,  to  a  purer  taste  in 
morals  and  literature,  and  to  the  import¬ 
ance  of  those  everlasting  truths  which  so 
warmly  engaged  his  heart  and  imagina¬ 
tion.  The  national  taste  and  circum¬ 
stances  have  so  much  changed  during  the 
last  century  and  a  half,  that  these  essays, 
inimitable  as  they  are,  have  become  anti¬ 
quated,  and  are  little  read. — Chambers, 
Robert.  1876,  Oyclopcedia  of  English  Liter¬ 
ature,  ed.  Carruthers  .  281. 
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Little  a3  the  people  had  previously  read 
English  books,  there  is  no  evidence  that 
Addison’s  numerous  papers  on  “Paradise 
Lost,”  in  which  he  taught  the  readers  of 
the  “Spectator”  how  to  enjoy  and  appre¬ 
ciate  a  poem  which  few  newspaper  readers 
of  the  present  day  are  capable  of  enjoy¬ 
ing,  were  less  popular  than  those  on  higher 
subjects.  Steele  made  his  subscribers 
acquainted  with  Pope,  Dryden,  Swift,  and 
other  writers  who  had  previously  been 
read  by  few  but  schoolmen;  while  it  is 
not  improbable,  even,  that  Addison  did 
more  than  the  clergy  to  persuade  men 
to  read  the  Bible  for  other  purposes  than 
that  of  quieting  conscience. — Habberton, 
John,  187G,  ed..  The  Spectator,  Selected 
Papers ,  p.  xxiii. 

His  style,  with  its  free,  unaffected  move¬ 
ment,  its  clear  distinctness,  its  graceful 
transitions,  its  delicate  harmonies,  its 
appropriateness  of  tone ;  the  temperance 
and  moderation  of  his  treatment,  the 
effortless  self-mastery,  the  sense  of  quiet 
power,  the  absence  of  exaggeration  or 
extravagance,  the  perfect  keeping  with 
which  he  deals  with  his  subjects ;  or  again 
the  exquisite  reserve,  the  subtle  tender¬ 
ness,  the  geniality,  the  pathos  of  his 
humour — what  are  these  but  the  literary 
reflection  of  Addison  himself,  of  that  tem¬ 
per  so  pure  and  lofty  yet  so  sympathetic, 
so  strong  yet  so  lovable. — Green,  John 
Richard,  1880,  ed..  Essays  of  Joseph 
Addison,  Introduction,  p.  xxiv. 

Accustomed  as  we  are  to  the  pungent 
and  the  drastic,  we  yawn  over  the  sting¬ 
less,  self-effacing  irony  of  the  gentle  Addi¬ 
son;  the  colors  seem  pale,  the  bouquet 
imperceptible.  Is  it  possible  that  time 
has  bleached  the  page  of  Addison,  until  it 
has  become  like  a  faded  fresco  by  some 
old  master  who  worked  in  inferior  colors? 
Can  it  be  that  there  are  now  scores  of 
writers  his  equals  in  point  of  style,  his 
superiors  in  intellectual  resources?  Must 
then  this  stylist,  whose  primacy  no  con¬ 
temporary  dared  question,  who  made  the 
term  "Addisonian”  signify  for  prose  what 
“Virgilian”  singifies  for  verse,  of  whom 
Thackeray  so  lately  said,  “We  owe  as  much 
pleasure  to  him  as  to  any  human  being  that 
ever  wrote,” — must  he  who  has  charmed, 
consoled,  instructed,  formed,  so  many 
generations,  now  become  an  emeritus? 
It  is  safe  to  assume  that  those  who  would 
answer  these  questions  affirmatively  have 


never  lived  with  Addison;  that  they  have, 
at  best,  but  a  bowing  acquaintance  with 
him.  .  .  .  Perhaps  there  has  never 

been  a  time  since  the  immediate  objects 
of  the  “Spectator”  were  accomplished 
when  its  satire  and  instruction  were  more 
applicable  than  here  and  now. — Anderson, 
Melville  B.,  1884.  The  Dial,  vol.  4,  p. 
283. 

Addison  was  welcome  for  the  same 
reason  for  which  Butler  and  Swift  were 
unwelcome.  He  knew  as  they  did  not  the 
more  sympathetic  side  of  human  nature 
and  how  to  address  himself  to  it.  He  was 
in  this  respect  the  Washington  Irving  of 
English  Prose.  ...  So  particular  was 
he  in  composition,  that,  according  to  War- 
ton,  he  would  often  stop  the  press  to 
insert  a  new  preposition  or  conjunction. 
He  was  as  fastidious  in  prose  as  Pope  and 
Dryden  were  in  poetry.  .  .  .  Verbal 

precision  overreaches  itself  in  Addison. 
It  was,  indeed,  the  error  of  the  age. — 
Hunt,  Theodore  W.,  1887,  Representative 
English  Prose  and  Prose  Writers,  pp.  294, 
296,  297. 

It  is  difficult  in  a  short  summary  of  facts 
to  give  any  impression  of  the  influence 
exercised  on  the  mind  and  feelings  of  his 
country  by  Addison.  It  was  out  of  prop¬ 
osition  with  the  mere  outcome  of  his  liter¬ 
ary  genius.  It  was  the  result  of  charac¬ 
ter  almost  more  than  of  intellect,  of  good¬ 
ness  and  reasonableness  almost  more  than 
of  wit.  His  qualities  of  mind,  however, 
if  not  of  the  very  loftiest  order,  were 
relatively  harmonised  to  an  astonishing 
degree,  so  that  the  general  impression  of 
Addison  is  of  a  larger  man  than  the  close 
contemplation  of  any  one  aide  of  his 
genius  reveals  him  as  being.  He  has  all 
the  moral  ornaments  of  the  literary  char¬ 
acter;  as  a  writer  he  is  urbane,  cheerful, 
charming,  and  well-mannered  to  a  degree 
which  has  scarcely  been  surpassed  in  the 
history  of  the  world.  His  wit  is  as  pene¬ 
trating  as  a  perfume ;  his  irony  presup¬ 
poses  a  little  circle  of  the  best  and  most 
cultivated  listeners;  his  fancy  is  so  well 
tempered  by  judgment  and  observation 
that  it  passes  with  us  for  imagination. 
We  delight  in  his  company  so  greatly  that 
we  do  not  pause  to  reflect  that  the  inventor 
of  Sir  Roger  de  Coverley  and  Will  Honey¬ 
comb  had  not  half  of  the  real  comic  force 
of  Farquhar  or  Vanbrugh,  nor  so  much  as 
that  of  the  flashing  wit  of  Congreve. 
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Human  nature,  however,  is  superior  to 
the  rules,  and  Addison  stands  higher  than 
those  more  original  writers  by  merit  of 
the  reasonableness,  the  good  sense,  the 
wholesome  humanity  that  animates  his 
work.  He  is  classic,  while  they  are 
always  a  little  way  over  on  the  barbaric 
side  of  perfection.  The  style  of  Addison 
is  superior  to  his  matter,  and  holds  a  good 
many  flies  in  its  exquisite  amber.  It  did 
not  reach  its  highest  quality  until  Addison 
had  become  acquainted  with  “A  Tale  of 
a  Tub,”  but  it  grew  to  be  a  finer  thing, 
though  not  a  greater,  than  the  style  of 
Swift. — Gosse,  Edmund,  1888,  .4  History 
of  Eighteenth  Century  Literature ,  p.  193. 

Nobody  nowadays  reads  his  verse,  which 
was  so  loudly  applauded  by  his  contem 
poraries ;  and  only  those  among  us  who 
are  curious  in  tracing  the  history  of  Eng¬ 
lish  prose  affect  to  find  any  pleasure  in 
his  contributions  to  the  “Tatler”  and 
the  “Spectator.”— Stoddard,  Richard 
Henry,  1891,  A  Box  of  Autographs,  Scrib¬ 
ner’s  Magazine,  vol.  9,  p.  215. 

The  finest  critic,  the  finest  gentleman, 
the  most  tender  humorist  of  his  age. 
.  .  .  Of  the  humorists  we  may  venture 

to  say  that  Addison  is  the  first,  as  well  as 
the  most  refined  and  complete.  Swift 
draws  a  heavier  shaft,  which  lacerates  and 
kills,  and  Pope  sends  his  needle-pointed 
arrows,  all  touched  with  poisonous  venom, 
to  the  most  vulnerable  points;  but  Addi¬ 
son  has  no  heart  to  slay.  He  transfixes 
the  veil  of  folly  with  light,  shining,  irre¬ 
sistible  darts,  and  pins  it  aloft  in  triumph, 
but  he  lets  the  fool  go  free — perhaps  lets 
you  see  even,  by  some  reflection  from  his 
swift-flying  polished  spear,  a  gleam  of 
human  meaning  in  the  poor  wretch’s  face 
which  touches  your  heart. — Oliphant, 
Mrs.  M.  O.W.,  1894,  Historical  Characters 
of  the  Reign  of  Queen  Anne,  pp.  167,  169. 

The  alliance  between  Addison  and 
Steele  was  so  intimate,  that  to  judge  of 
one  apart  from  the  other,  would  be  fair  to 
neither.  .  .  .  That  while  Steele  might, 
under  very  inferior  conditions,  have  pro¬ 
duced  the  “Tatler”  and  “Spectator” 
without  Addison,  it  is  highly  improbable 
that  Addison,  as  an  essayist,  would  have 
existed  without  Steele.— Dennis,  John, 
1894,  The  Age  of  Pope,  p.  125. 

It  is  the  supreme  distinction  of  Addison, 
as  the  chief  founder  of  English  essay¬ 
writing,  to  have  created  in  England  a 


school  of  literary  taste  which,  without 
sacrificing  any  of  the  advantages  derived 
from  liberty,  has  raised  our  language 
almost  to  a  level  with  the  French  in  ele¬ 
gance  and  precision.  .  .  .  These  char¬ 
acteristics  of  Addison's  thought  are  repro¬ 
duced  in  his  style,  which  reflects  in  the 
most  refined  and  beautiful  form  the  con¬ 
versational  idiom  of  his  period.  He  is, 
indeed,  far  from  attaining  that  faultless 
accuracy  which  has  been  sometimes 
ascribed  to  him.  It  was  his  aim  to  make 
philosophy  popular,  and  always  to  dis¬ 
course  with  his  readers  in  familiar 
language ;  but  it  is  observable  that,  when 
writing  on  abstract  subjects,  he  frequently 
becomes  involved  and  obscure. 

In  a  word,  it  may  be  said  that  the  essay 
in  the  hands  of  Addison  acquired  that  per¬ 
fection  of  well-bred  ease  which  arises 
from  a  complete  understanding  between 
an  author  and  his  audience.  —  Courthope, 
W.  J.f  1894,  English  Prose,  ed.  Craik, 
voL  in,  pp.  491,  493,  496. 

Addison’s  unity  is  usually  faultless. 
His  coherence  depends  largely  upon  word- 
order  and  sentence-structure ;  of  300 
sentences  only  13  begin  with  and,  16  with 
but.  His  massing,  when  compared  with 
Swift’s,  is  defective.  In  brief,  the  para¬ 
graph  structure  is  easy  and  flowing,  cor¬ 
rect  in  unity,  defective  in  emphasis. 
Addison’s  favorite  paragraph  is  loose, 
with  one  or  two  introductory  sentences. 
Deductive  specimens  are  not  infrequent. 
The  topic  is  often  developed  by  repetition 
from  changing  points  of  view,— what 
Scott  and  Denney  have  termed  the  alter¬ 
nating  method.  The  method  is  frequently 
overdone.  Addison  had  little  sense  of  the 
value  of  the  short  sentence,  either  as  a 
means  of  emphasis,  or  as  a  way  of  vary¬ 
ing  paragraph  rhythm.  His  rhythm  re¬ 
mained  a  somewhat  monotonous  sentence- 
rhythm. — Lewis,  Edwin  Herbert,  1894, 
The  History  of  the  English  Paragraph ,  p. 
111. 

He  [Landor]  was  interesting  about 
Addison :  he  said  that  an  engaging 
simplicity  shone  through  all  that  he  wrote ; 
that  there  was  coyness  in  his  style,  the 
archness  and  shyness  of  a  graceful  and 
beautiful  girl.  —  Lampson,  Frederick 
Locker,  1896,  My  Confidences,  p.  162. 

Style  without  “preciosity;”  natural 
style;  fitness  of  phrase:  clearness  and 
“nettete:”  a  style  without  mannerism: 
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yet  wholly  individual :  this  seems  to  be 
more  likely  to  be  attained  by  the  reading 
of  Addison  than  by  that  of  Stevenson. — 
Eesant,  Walter,  1898,  The  Pen  and  the 
Book,  p.  45. 

In  graphic  portraiture  and  genial  humor, 
in  sweet  temper  and  moral  purity,  com¬ 
bined  with  a  courtly  grace  and  tender 
sympathy,  Addison  stands  surpassingly 
great.  He  is  a  great  poet  using  the  form 
of  prose.  Ills  imagination  is  associative, 
penetrative,  and  reflective. — George, 
Andrew  J.,1898,  From  Chaucer  to  Arnold. 

Of  lus  English  verse  nothing  has  sur¬ 
vived,  except  his  really  beautiful  hymns, 
where  the  combination  of  sincere  religious 
feelings  (of  the  sincerity  of  Addison’s 
religion  there  is  absolutely  no  doubt, 
though  it  was  of  a  kind  now  out  of  fashion) 
and  of  critical  restraint  produced  things 
of  real,  though  modest  and  quiet,  excel¬ 
lence.  “The  Lord  my  pasture  shall  pre¬ 
pare,”  “The  spacious  firmament  on  high,” 
and  “How  are  Thy  servants  blest !  0  Lord,” 
may  lack  the  mystical  inspiration  of  the 
greatest  hymns,  but  their  cheerful  piety, 
their  graceful  use  of  images,  which, 
though  common,  are  never  mean,  their 
finish  and  even,  for  the  time,  their  fervour 
make  them  singularly  pleasant.  The  man 
who  wrote  them  may  have  had  foibles  and 
shortcomings,  but  he  can  have  had  no 
very  grave  faults,  as  the  authors  of  more 
hysterical  and  glowing  compositions  easily 
might.  The  two  principal  prose  works 
are  little  read  now,  but  they  are  worth 
reading.  .  They  exhibit,  in  the 
opening  of  the  “Medals”  and  in  all  the 
descriptive  passages  of  the  “Italy,”  the 
curious  insensibility  of  the  time  to  natural 
beauty,  or  else  its  almost  more  curious 
inability  to  express  what  it  felt,  save  in 
the  merest  generalities  and  commonplaces. 
— Saintsbury,  George,  1898,  A  Short 
History  of  English  Literature. 

As  a  rule  his  epistolary  style  has  the 
defect  of  his  essays:  it  is  too  finished, 
formal,  and  self-conscious.  He  is  so 
desperately  afraid  of  betraying  the  least 
emotion,  that  he  appears  more  frigid  than 
he  really  was.  Suaviter  subridens  he  dares 
not  break  into  a  hearty  laugh.  “Elegant” 
to  the  point  of  exasperation,  he  conveys 
an  unfortunate,  and  indeed  erroneous,  im¬ 
pression  of  insincerity. — Poole,  Stanley 
Lane -1898,  Eighteenth  Century  Letters, 
ed.  Johnson,  Introduction ,  p.  xxvii. 


Occasionally  a  writer  may  even  gain 
deserved  eminence  chiefly  by  the  excel¬ 
lence  of  his  style.  Joseph  Addison  was 
regarded  for  nearly  a  century  as  our  first 
master  of  English  prose.  And  not  un¬ 
justly.  Few  writers  ever  have  been  able 
to  render  themselves  with  greater  nicety. 
His  style  is  flexible,  graceful,  urhane ;  it 
is  Mr.  Addison  in  speech.  As  we  read  it 
we  see  the  very  man  as  he  was.  As  far 
as  style  goes,  our  grandfathers  were  right 
in  their  praise.  But  Addison  never  added 
much  to  the  stock  of  human  thought, 
never  stirs  our  feelings  very  deeply.  We 
see  that  there  is  not  much  in  the  man  after 
all— no  profound  or  original  ideas,  no 
deep  passions. — Winchester,  C.  T.,  1899, 
Some  Principles  of  Literary  Criticism. 

Excellent  and  devout  spirit  as  Addison 
was,  he  escaped  the  dangers  of  zeal,  and 
to  him  party-spirit  appeared  to  be  a  de¬ 
plorable  form  of  madness.  He  could  not 
understand  why  multitudes  of  honest 
gentlemen,  who  entirely  agree  in  their 
lives,  should  take  it  in  their  heads  to 
differ  in  their  religion. — -Do W DEN,  Ed¬ 
ward,  1900,  Puritan  and  Anglican,  p. 
337. 

We  read  his  writings  with  a  refined  and 
soothing  pleasure.  They  possess  a  genial 
humor  and  unvarying  cheerfulness  that 
are  contagious  and  delightful.  There  is  no 
other  writer  who  has  greater  power  to 
dispel  gloominess.  As  seen  through  his 
pages,  the  world  appears  wrapped  in  a 
mellow  light.  We  learn  to  think  more 
kindly  of  men,  to  smile  at  human  foibles, 
to  entertain  ennobling  sentiments,  to 
trust  in  an  overruling  providence.  He 
does  not  indeed  usually  treat  of  the  deeper 
interests  of  human  life;  he  is  never  pro¬ 
found  ;  he  does  not  try  to  exhaust  a  sub¬ 
ject — to  write  it  to  the  dregs.  His 
sphere  is  rather  that  of  minor  morals, 
social  foibles,  and  small  philosophy.  But 
if  he  is  not  deep,  he  is  not  trifling;  and 
if  he  is  not  exhaustive,  he  is  always  in¬ 
teresting. — Painter,  F.  V.  N.,  1899,  A 
History  of  English  Literature,  p.  229. 

Addison’s  prose  is  simple  and  intelligi¬ 
ble,  and,  although  he  undoubtedly  took 
great  pains  to  make  it  finished,  and  was 
about  the  first  to  regard  prose  writing  as 
an  art,  it  always  appears  natural  and  un¬ 
affected. — Johnson,  Charles  F.t  1900, 
Outline  History  of  English  and  American 
Literature,  p.  253. 
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John  Flamsteed 

1646-1719 

John  Flamsteed,  the  first  astronomer-royal  of  England,  was  born  at  Denby  near 
Derby,  19th  August  1646.  His  success  in  mathematics  and  astronomy  procured  him 
the  appointment  of  astronomer  to  the  king  in  1675.  Next  year  Greenwich  Observatory 
was  built,  and  Flamsteed  began  the  observations  that  commenced  modern  practical 
astronomy.  He  formed  the  first  trustworthy  catalogue  of  the  fixed  stars,  and  furnished 
those  observations  by  which  Newton  verified  his  luna  theory.  His  great  work  is 
“Historia  Caelestis  Britannica,”  an  account  of  astronomical  observation  (3  vols. 
1723).  Flamsteed  took  holy  orders,  and  from  1684  till  his  death,  31st  December 
1719,  held  the  Surrey  living  of  Burstow. — Patrick  and  Groome,  eds.,  1897,  Chambers's 
Biographical  Dictionary ,  p.  367. 


PERSONAL 

Mr.  John  Flamsteed,  the  King's  astron¬ 
omer  at  Greenwich,  was  formerly  my  con¬ 
stant  correspondent  for  many  years,  but 
upon  publication  of  my  “Dioptrics,”  he 
took  such  offence  at  my  placing  a  solution 
of  his,  of  the  16,  17,  and  18  propositions 
thereof,  after,  and  not  before,  the  solu¬ 
tion  I  myself  gave  of  the  said  proposition, 
that  he  broke  his  friendship  with  me,  and 
that,  too,  with  so  much  inveteracy,  that  I 
could  never  bring  him  to  a  reconciliation, 
though  I  have  often  endeavoured  it,  so 
that  at  last  J  slighted  the  friendship  of  a 
man  of  so  much  ill  nature  and  irreligion, 
how  ingenious  and  learned  soever. — 
Molyneux.  William,  1694,  Life :  An 
Account  of  the  Family  and  Descendants  of 
Sir  Thomas  Molyneux ,  Bart . 

Mr.  John  Flamsteed,  the  astronomer, 
was  born  at  Darby.  His  father  was  a 
wealthy  maltster,  and  this  gentleman  being 
deformed,  and  therefore  the  outcast  of 
the  family,  was  imployed  by  his  father  to 
carry  out  maly  with  the  brewing  pan;  but 
finding  this  way  of  carrying  very  tire¬ 
some,  he  invented  and  made  with  his  own 
hands  a  wheel-barrow,  by  which  he  thought 
to  have  eased  the  trouble  and  pains  of 
carrying  it  on  his  back ;  but  instead  of 
ease,  he  found  greater  trouble,  the  burthen 
now  being  more  considerable  than  before, 
by  reason  he  had  a  much  larger  quantity 
to  convey  away  at  a  time.  This  incon¬ 
venience  made  him  repent  that  ever  he  had 
made  a  wheel-barrow,  the  thought  of 
which  he  could  never  afterwards  endure. 
At  leisure  times  he  studied  the  art  of 
astronomy,  and  became  eminent  in  it, 
insomuch  that  at  last  he  sent  to  Mr.  Wil¬ 
liam  Lilly,  the  famous  figure-flinger,  and 
took  occasion  to  correct  many  of  his  errors 
and  mistakes.  Upon  which  Lilly,  sir  Jonas 
More,  and  sir  George  Wharton  agreed  to 


give  him  a  meeting,  appointing  the  place 
for  the  conference  to  be  the  middle  way 
between  London  and  Derby.  Upon  this 
conference  the  said  gentlemen  were  so 
well  satisfied  with  Flamsteed’s  skill  in  the 
art  of  astronomy,  that  at  their  return  to 
London  they  recommended  him  to  king 
Charles  the  lid.  as  a  man  of  great  abilities 
in  the  foresaid  profession.  Whereupon 
the  king  erected  him  an  observatory  at 
Greenwich,  upon  the  hill,  where  he  hath 
continued  ever  since  to  make  observations, 
and  hath  promised  to  publish  a  very  large 
book  in  folio,  containing  the  remarks  he 
hath  made  in  astronomy  from  the  first 
beginning  of  his  observations  at  Green¬ 
wich  :  which  book  is  all,  or  at  least  most 
of  it,  already  printed  by  the  encouragement 
of  prince  George  of  Denmark.  It  hath 
been  revised  by  Dr.  Halley,  and  many  mis¬ 
takes  found  in  it;  but  1  do  not  hear  that 
'tis  to  come  out  as  yet,  Mr.  Flamsteed 
endeavouring  as  much  as  he  can  to  hinder 
it’s  publication,  being  not  thoroughly 
pleased  that  Dr.  Halley  should  discover 
his  errours ;  and  withall  he  thinks  that  he 
ought  to  have  more  and  better  rewards 
than  he  hath  yet  met  with,  before  his 
works  appear,  tho'  ’tis  very  certain  that 
the  encouragement  he  hath  already  found 
is  much  beyond  his  merits,  if  we  may 
credit  divers  ingenious  persons  that  know 
the  man,  and  his  principles,  (which  are 
republican),  and  his  sniveling,  covetous 
temper.— Hearne,  Thomas,  1715,  Reli- 
quice  Hearnianoe,  ed.  Bliss,  Oct.  31,  voi 
li,  p.  26. 

Attainments  in  science  have  certainly 
nothing  to  do  with  the  present  question ; 
but  after  Flamsteed  has  charged  Newton 
with  illegal,  unjust,  and  immoral  acts, 
upon  no  evidence  but  his  own,  and  has 
sullied  that  venerable  name  with  vulgar 
and  offensive  abuse, — it  is  a  strange 
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position  to  maintain,  that  we  are  not  to  in¬ 
quire  into  the  temper  and  character  of  the 
accuser.  In  the  revolting  correspondence 
which  Flamsteed  has  bequeathed  to  pos¬ 
terity,  he  has  delineated  his  own  character 
in  sharp  outline  and  glaring  tints;  and 
Newton  requires  no  other  /Egis  to  defend 
him  than  one  whose  compartments  are 
emblazoned  with  tho  scurrilous  invectives 
against  himself,  and  garnished  with  pious 
appeals  to  God  and  to  Providence.  We 
have  hesitated,  however,  to  associate  the 
sacred  character  of  tho  accuser  with 
systematic  calumny ;  and  we  hasten  to  for¬ 
get  that  there  may  be  an  astronomer 
without  principle,  and  a  divine  without 
charity. — Brewster,  Sir  David,  1855, 
Memoirs  of  (he  Life  and  Writings  of  Sir 
Isaac  Newton,  vol.  II,  p.  241. 

Flamsteed  was  in  many  respects  an 
excellent  man  pious  and  conscientious, 
patient  in  suffering,  of  unimpeachable 
morality,  and  rigidly  abstemious  habits. 
His  wife  and  servants  were  devoted  to 
him,  living  and  dead  ;  but  his  naturally 
irritable  temper,  aggravated  by  disease, 
could  not  brook  rivalry.  He  was  keenly 
jealous  of  his  professional  reputation. 
His  early  reverence  for  Newton  was 
recorded  in  the  stray  note  among  his  obser¬ 
vations  :  “I  study  not  for  present  applause ; 
Mr.  Newton’s  approbation  is  more  to  me 
than  the  cry  of  all  the  ignorant  in  the 
world.  ”  Later  he  was  not  ashamed  to  call 
him  “our  great  pretender,”  and  to  affect 
scorn  for  his  “speculations  about  grav¬ 
ity,”  “crotchets,”  and  “conceptions.” 
The  theory  of  gravitation  he  described  in 
1710  as  “Kepler’s  doctrine  of  magnetical 
fibres,  improved  by  Sir  C.  Wren,  and 
prosecuted  by  Sir  I.  Newton”  adding,  “I 
think  I  can  lay  some  claim  to  a  part  of 
it.”  lie  had  certainly,  in  1681,  spoken 
of  the  attraction  of  the  sun  as  determin¬ 
ing  the  fall  towards  him  of  the  great 
comet,  but  attributed  the  curve  of  its 
path  to  the  resistance  of  the  planetary  vor¬ 
tex.  — Clerke,  Miss  A.  M.,  1889,  Diction¬ 
ary  of  National  Biography ,  vol.  XIX,  p.  247. 

GENERAL 

Galileo  Galilei  was  the  first  who  dis¬ 
covered  four  planets  moving  constantly 
round  Jupiter,  from  thence  usually  called 
his  satellites,  which  afterwards  were 
observed  to  have  a  constant,  regular,  and 
periodical  motion.  This  motion  is  now  so 
exactly  known,  that  Mr.  Flamsteed,  who 


is  one  of  the  most  accurate  observers  that 
ever  was,  has  been  able  to  calculate  tables 
of  the  eclipses  of  the  several  satellites, 
according  to  which,  Astronomers  in  differ¬ 
ent  quarters  of  the  world,  having  notion 
of  tho  precise  time  when  to  look  for  them, 
have  found  them  to  answer  to  his  predic¬ 
tions,  and  published  their  observations 
accordingly. — Wotton,  William,  1694- 
1705,  Reflections  upon  Ancient  and  Modern 
Learning. 

Mr.  Flamsteed,  with  indefatigable 
pains,  for  more  than  forty  years,  watched 
the  motions  of  the  stars,  and  has  given  us 
innumerable  observations  of  the  sun,  moon, 
and  planets,  which  he  made  with  very  large 
instruments  exactly  divided  by  most  ex¬ 
quisite  art,  and  fitted  with  telescopical 
sights.— Keill,  John,  1701-36,  Introduc¬ 
tion  to  the  True  Philosophy ,  Preface. 

One  of  the  greatest  astronomers  that 
Europe  produced  in  the  seventeenth  cen¬ 
tury.  ...  It  is  greatly  to  Flam¬ 
steed’s  credit,  that  he  brought  into  dis¬ 
repute  the  silly  study  of  astrology,  which 
the  wisest  men,  as  well  as  the  most  ignor¬ 
ant,  had  pursued  with  a  strange  partiality, 
for  more  than  two  centuries. — Noble, 
Mark,  1806,  A  Biographical  History  of 
England,  vol.  II,  pp.  132,  134. 

It  is  a  matter  of  astonishment  that  he 
accomplished  so  much,  considering  his 
slender  means,  and  the  vexations  which  he 
continually  experienced. — Baily,  Fran¬ 
cis,  1835,  An  Account  of  the  Rev.  John 
Flamsteed,  the  first  Astronomer  Royal. 

He  made  no  improvements  in  theory ; 
but  he  is  entitled  to  the  merit  of  having 
been  the  first  who  brought  into  common 
use  the  method  of  simultaneously  observ¬ 
ing  the  right  ascension  of  the  sun  and  a 
star. — Proctor,  R.  A.,  1878,  Encyclo¬ 
paedia  Britannica,  vol.  n. 

His  ingenuity  in  the  improvement  of 
instruments,  his  scrupulous  accuracy,  his 
indomitable  perseverance  under  difficul¬ 
ties,  place  him  beside  Tycho  BrahS  as  an 
observer  of  the  first  order  ;  but  he  differed 
from  the  Danish  astronomer,  both  in  the 
greater  advantage  of  possessing  telescopes 
and  in  the  greater  misfortunes  of  poverty 
and  ill  health.  He  was  presented  to  a 
small  living,  and  his  salary  as  Astronomer 
Royal  was  £100  a  year;  out  of  this  he  had 
to  buy  and  keep  in  repair  all  his  instru¬ 
ments,  and  to  pay  his  assistant. — Morton, 
E.  J.  C.,  1882,  Heroes  of  Science,  p.  219. 
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Sir  Samuel  G-artli 

1661-1719 

Sir  Samuel  Garth,  1661-1719.  Born,  in  Yorkshire,  1661.  At  School  at  Ingleton. 
To  Peterhouse,  Camb.,  1676;  B.  A.  1679 ;  M.  A.,  1684.  To  Leyden  to  study  medicine, 
1687.  M.  D.,  Camb.,  7  July  1691.  Fellow  of  Coll,  of  Physicians,  26  June  1693; 
Gulstonian  Lecturer,  1694;  Harvey  Orator,  1697.  Censor,  Oct.  1702.  Mem. 
of  Kit-Cat  Club,  1703.  Married  Martha  Beaufoy.  Knighted,  1714.  Physician  in 
Ordinary  to  King,  and  Physician  General  to  army.  Died,  in  London,  18  Jan.  1719. 
Buried  at  Harrow.  IForfo;  “Oratio  Laudatoria”  (Harveian  Oration),  1697;  “The 
Dispensary:  a  poem’’  (anon.),  1699  (2nd  and  3rd  edns.  same  year);  “A  Prologue 
for  the  4th  of  November,”  1711;  “A  Complete  Key  to  the  seventh  edition  of 
‘The  Dispensary,’  ”  1714;  “Claremont”  (anon.),  1715.  He  translated:  Demos¬ 
thenes’  “First  Philippick,”  1702;  Ovid’s  “Metamorphoses,”  1717.  Collected  Works: 
“Works,  ”  1769;  “Poetical  Works,”  1771 ;  .  .  .  Life:  in  1769  edn.  of  Works  ; 

by  Dr.  Johnson,  in  1822  edn.  of  Poems.—  SUARP,  K.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary 
of  English  Authors,  p.  109. 


PERSONAL 

Garth,  generous  as  his  muse. — Dryden, 
John,  1699,  To  My  Honoured  Kinsman. 

As  soon  as  1  thought  of  making  the 
“Lover”  a  present  to  one  of  my  friends, 
I  resolved,  without  further  distracting  my 
choice,  to  send  it  to  the  Best  Natured- 
Man.  You  are  so  universally  known  for 
this  character,  that  an  epistle  so  directed 
would  find  its  way  to  you  without  your 
name  ;  and  I  believe  nobody  but  you  your¬ 
self  would  deliver  such  a  superscription 
to  any  other  person. — Steele,  Sir  Rich¬ 
ard,  1715,  The  Lover,  Dedication  to  Sir 
Samuel  Garth. 

The  best-natured  of  men,  Sir  Samuel 
Garth,  has  left  me  in  the  truest  concern 
for  his  loss.  His  death  was  very  heroical, 
and  yet  unaffected  enough  to  have  made  a 
saint  or  a  philosopher  famous.  But  ill 
tongues  and  worse  hearts  have  branded 
even  his  last  moments,  as  wrongfully  as 
they  did  his  life,  with  irreligion.  You 
must  have  heard  many  tales  on  this  sub¬ 
ject;  but  if  ever  there  was  a  good  Chris¬ 
tian  without  knowing  himself  to  be  so,  it 
was  Dr.  Garth.— Pope,  Alexander,  1718, 
Letter  to  Jervas. 

When  Doctor  Garth  had  been  for  a  good 
while  in  a  bad  state  of  health,  he  sent  one 
day  for  a  physician  with  whom  he  was 
particularly  intimate,  and  conjured  him  by 
their  friendship,  and  by  everything  that 
was  most  sacred  (if  there  was  anything 
more  sacred),  to  tell  him  sincerely, 
whether  he  thought  he  should  be  ever  able 
to  get  rid  of  his  illness  or  not.  His 
friend,  thus  conjured,  told  him;  “that  he 
thought  he  might  struggle  on  with  it, 


perhaps  for  some  years;  but  that  he  much 
feared  he  could  never  get  the  better  of  it 
entirely.”  Dr.  Garth  thanked  him  for 
dealing  so  fairly  with  him,  turned  the 
discourse  to  other  things,  and  talked  very 
cheerfully  all  the  rest  of  the  time  he 
stayed  with  them. — As  soon  as  he  was 
gone,  he  called  for  his  servant,  said  he 
was  a  good  deal  out  of  order,  and  would 
go  to  bed  :  he  then  sent  him  for  a  surgeon 
to  bleed  him.  Soon  after,  he  sent  for  a 
second  surgeon,  by  a  different  servant, 
and  was  bled  in  the  other  arm.  He  then 
said  he  wanted  rest,  and  when  everybody 
had  quitted  the  room  he  took  off  the  band¬ 
ages,  and  lay  down  with  the  design  of 
bleeding  to  death.  His  loss  of  blood  made 
him  faint  away,  and  that  stopped  the 
bleeding  :  he  afterwards  sunk  into  a  sound 
sleep,  slept  all  the  night,  waked  in  the 
morning  without  his  usual  pains,  and  said, 
“if  itwould  continue  so,  he  could  becontent 
to  live  on.” — In  his  last  illness,  he  did 
not  use  any  remedies,  but  let  his  distemper 
take  its  course.  He  was  the  most  agree¬ 
able  companion  I  ever  knew. — Townley, 
Mr.,  of  Townley  in  Lancashire,  1732- 
33,  Spence's  Anecdotes,  ed.  Singer ,  p.  85. 

Garth,  we  have  reason  to  believe,  was 
as  universally  liked  as  any  private  person 
of  his  day.  He  was  mild  and  complacent, 
though  a  zealous  party-man ;  and  kind, 
though  a  wit.  Pope,  who  certainly  did 
not  resemble  him  in  those  respects,  always 
speaks  of  him  with  the  most  decided  affec¬ 
tion. — Noble,  Mark,  1806,  A  Biograph¬ 
ical  History  of  England,  vol.  I,  p.  248. 

We  never  cast  our  eyes  toward  “Harrow 
on  the  Hill”  (let  us  keep  these  picturesque 
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denominations  of  places  as  long  as  we  can) 
without  thinking  of  an  amiable  man  and 
most  pleasant  wit  and  physician  of  Queen 
Anne’s  time,  who  lies  buried  there, — 
Garth,  the  author  of  the  “  Dispensary.  ” 
He  was  the  Whig  physician  of  the  men  of 
letters  of  that  day,  as  Arbuthnot  was  the 
Tory  :  and  never  were  two  better  men  sent 
to  console  the  ailments  of  two  witty  par¬ 
ties,  or  show  them  what  a  nothing  party 
is,  compared  with  the  humanity  remaining 
under  the  quarrels  of  both. — Hunt,  Leigh, 
1847,  Men,  Women  and  Books ,  vol.ll. 

Garth  is  perhaps  the  most  cherished  by 
the  present  generation  of  all  the  phy¬ 
sicians  of  Dope’s  time.  He  was  a  whig 
without  rancor,  and  a  bon-vivant  without 
selfishness.  Full  of  jest  and  amiability, 
he  did  more  to  create  merriment  at  the 
ICit-Kat  club  than  either  Swift  or  Arbuth¬ 
not.  He  loved  wine  to  excess;  but  then 
wine  loved  him  too,  ripening  and  warming 
his  wit,  and  leaving  no  sluggish  humour 
behind.  His  practice  was  a  good  one,  but 
his  numerous  patients  prized  his  bon-mots 
more  than  his  prescriptions.  His  enemies 
averred  that  he  was  not  only  an  epicure, 
but  a  proHigate  voluptuary  and  an  infidel. 
Pope,  however,  wrote  of  him  after  his 
death,  “If  ever  there  was  a  good  Chris¬ 
tian,  without  knowing  himself  to  be  so,  it 
was  Dr.  Garth.’'  Jeaffreson,  John 
Cord v,  1860,  A  Book  About  Doctors . 

The  Kit-kat  Poet.  A  nickname  given 
to  Samuel  Garth,  an  English  poet.  He 
was  a  member  of  the  Kit-kat  Club,  and 
extemporized  most  of  the  verses  which 
were  inscribed  on  the  toasting-glasses  of 
that  society.  Frey,  Albert  R.,  1888, 
Sobriquets  and  Nicknames,  p.  178. 

His  portrait,  of  kit-cat  size,  by  Kneller, 
hangs  to  the  left  of  the  fire-place  in  the 
censor’s  room  at  the  College  of  Physicians, 
and  gives  him  a  fresh  complexion  and  a 
cheerful  expression,  in  a  flowing  wig.  A 
drawing  by  Hogarth  represents  him  at 
Buttons’  coffee-house  standing  by  a  table 
at  which  Pope  is  sitting. — Moore,  Nor¬ 
man,  M.  D.,  1890,  Dictionary  of  National 
Biography,  vol.  xxi,  p.  32. 

THE  DISPENSARY 
1699 

This  sixth  canto  of  the  “Dispensary,”  by 
Dr.  Garth,  has  more  merit  than  the  whole 
preceeding  part  of  the  poem  ;  and,  as  I  am 
told,  in  the  first  edition  of  this  work,  it  is 


more  correct  than  as  here  exhibited;  but 
that  edition  I  have  not  been  able  to  find. 
The  praises  bestowed  on  this  poem  are 
more  than  have  been  given  to  any  other ; 
but  our  approbation  at  present  is  cooler, 
for  it  owed  part  of  its  fame  to  party.- — 
Goldsmith,  Oliver,  1767,  The  Beauties  of 
English  Poetry. 

His  poetry  has  been  praised  at  least 
equally  to  its  merit.  In  the  ‘ ‘Dispensary’ ’ 
there  is  a  strain  of  smooth  and  free  versi¬ 
fication;  but  few  lines  are  eminently  ele¬ 
gant.  No  passages  fall  below  mediocrity, 
and  few  rise  much  above  it.  The  plan 
seems  formed  without  just  proportion  to 
the  subject ;  the  means  and  end  have  no 
necessary  connection.  Resnel,  in  his  Pref¬ 
ace  to  Pope's  Essay,  remarks,  that  Garth 
exhibits  no  discrimination  of  characters; 
and  that  what  any  one  says  might,  with 
equal  propriety,  have  been  said  by  another. 
The  general  design  is,  perhaps,  open  to 
criticism  :  but  the  composition  can  seldom 
be  charged  with  inaccuracy  or  negligence. 
The  author  never  slumbers  in  self-indul¬ 
gence ;  his  full  vigour  is  always  exerted, 
scarcely  a  line  is  left  unfinished ;  nor  is  it 
easy  to  find  an  expression  used  by  con¬ 
straint,  or  a  thought  imperfectly  ex¬ 
pressed.  It  was  remarked  by  Pope,  that 
the  “Dispensary”  had  been  corrected  in 
every  edition,  and  that  every  change  wa3 
an  improvement.  It  appears,  however,  to 
want  something  of  poetical  ardour,  and 
something  of  general  delectation ;  and 
therefore,  since  it  has  been  no  longer  sup¬ 
ported  by  accidental  and  intrinsick  popu¬ 
larity.  it  has  been  scarcely  able  to  sup¬ 
port  itself.  “Johnson,  Samuel,  1779-81, 
Garth,  Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

Is  only  inferior  in  humour,  discrimina¬ 
tion  of  character,  and  poetical  ardour  to 
the  “Rape  of  the  Lock.” — Anderson, 
Robert,  1799,  ed.,  The  Works  of  the  Brit¬ 
ish  Poets. 

It  is  an  obvious  imitation  of  the  Lutrin. 
Warton  blames  the  poet  for  making  the 
fury,  Disease,  talk  like  a  critic.  It  is  cer¬ 
tain  however,  that  criticism  is  often  a 
disease,  and  can  sometimes  talk  like  a 
fury. — Campbell,  Thomas,  1819,  Speci¬ 
mens  of  the  British  Poets. 

The  versification  of  this  once-famous 
mock-heroic  poem  is  smooth  and  regular, 
but  not  forcible;  the  language  clear  and 
neat;  the  parodies  and  allusions  happy. 
Many  lines  are  excellent  in  the  way  of 
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pointed  application  ;  and  some  are  remem¬ 
bered  and  quoted,  where  few  call  to  mind 
the  author.  It  has  been  remarked,  that 
Garth  enlarged  and  altered  the  “Dispen¬ 
sary”  in  almost  every  edition  ;  and,  what  is 
more  uncommon,  that  every  alteration  was 
for  the  better.  This  poem  may  be  called 
an  imitation  of  the  Lutrin,  inasmuch  as, 
but  for  the  Lutrin,  it  might  probably  not 
have  been  written ;  and  there  are  even 
particular  resemblances.  The  subject, 
which  is  a  quarrel  between  the  physicians 
and  apothecaries  of  London,  may  vie  with 
that  of  Boileau  in  want  of  general  inter¬ 
est;  yet  it  seems  to  afford  more  diversity 
to  the  satirical  poet.  Garth,  as  has  been 
observed,  is  a  link  of  transition  between 
the  style  and  turn  of  poetry  under  Charles 
and  William,  and  that  we  find  in  Addison, 
Prior,  Tickell,  and  Pope,  during  the  reign 
of  Anne. — Hall. am,  Henry,  1837-39, 
Introduction,  to  the  Literature  of  Europe ,  pt. 
iv,  ck.  v,  par.  48. 

The  wit  of  this  slight  performance  may 
have  somewhat  evaporated  with  age,  but 
it  cannot  have  been  at  any  time  very 
pungent. — Craik,  George  L.,  1861,  A 
Compendious  History  of  English  Litera¬ 
ture  and  of  the  English  Language,  vol.  n, 
p.  269. 

Garth  is  mainly  interesting  at  the 
present  day  because  he  was  the  first  writei 
who  took  the  couplet,  as  Dryden  had 
fashioned  it,  from  Dryden’s  hands,  and 
displayed  it  in  the  form  it  maintained 
throughout  the  eighteenth  century.  In 
some  respects  it  may  be  said  that  no 
advance  in  this  peculiar  model  was  ever 
made  on  “The  Dispensary."  Its  best 
lines  are  equal  to  any  of  Pope’s  in  mere 
fashion,  and  in  it  appear  clearly  enough  the 
inherent  defects  of  the  form  when  once 
Dryden’s  “energy  divine”  and  his  cunning 
admixture  of  what  looked  like  roughness 
had  been  lost  or  rejected.  .  .  .  Except 
for  its  versification,  which  not  only  long 
preceded  Pope,  but  also  anticipated  Addi¬ 
son’s  happiest  effort  by  some  years,  “The 
Dispensary’’  is  not  now  an  interesting 
poem.  The  dispute  on  which  it  is 
based  is  long  forgotten,  its  mock  heroic 
plan  looks  threadbare  to  our  eyes,  and 
the  machinery  and  imagery  have  lost 
all  the  charm  that  they  may  at  one 
time  have  had.  But  as  a  versifier  Garth 
must  always  deserve  a  place  in  the 
story  of  English  Literature.- — Saintsbury, 


George,  1880,  English  Poets,  ed.  Ward, 
vol.  Hi,  p.  13. 

In  1699  Garth  published  “The  Dispen¬ 
sary,  a  Poem,”  which  is  a  record  of  the 
first  attempt  to  establish  those  out-patient 
rooms  now  universal  in  the  large  towns  of 
England.  “The  Dispensary”  ridicules  the 
apothecaries  and  their  allies  among  the 
fellows.  It  was  circulated  in  manuscript, 
and  in  a  few  weeks  was  printed  and 
sold  by  John  Nutt,  near  Stationers' 
Ilall.  A  second  and  a  third  edition 
appeared  in  the  same  year,  to  which  were 
added  a  dedication  to  Anthony  Henley,  an 
introduction  explaining  the  controversy  in 
the  College  of  Physicians,  and  copies  of 
commendatory  verses.  A  fourth  edition 
appeared  in  1700,  a  sixth  in  1706,  a 
seventh  in  1714,  and  a  tenth  in  1741.  The 
poem  continued  to  be  generally  read  for 
fifty  years,  and  some  of  its  phrases  are 
still  quoted.  Moore,  Norman,  M.  D., 
1890,  Dictionary  of  National  Biography, 
vol.  xxi,  p.  31. 

GENERAL 

Whenever  Garth  shall  raise  his  sprightly 
song, 

Souse  flows  in  ensio  numbers  from  his  tongue ; 
Great  Phoebus  in  his  learned  son  wo  see 
Alike  in  physick  as  in  poetry. 

— Gay,  JOHN,  1714,  To  Bernard  Linlot, 
Poems. 

His  works  will  scarce  make  a  moderate 
volume,  and  though  they  contain  many 
things  excellent,  judicious,  and  humorous, 
yet  they  will  not  justify  the  writer,  who 
dwells  upon  them  in  the  same  rapturous 
strain  of  admiration,  with  which  we  speak 
of  a  Horace,  a  Milton,  or  a  Pope.  He 
had  the  happiness  of  an  early  acquaintance 
with  some  of  the  most  powerful,  wisest, 
and  wittiest  men  of  the  age  in  which  he 
lived;  he  attached  himself  to  a  party, 
which  at  last  obtained  the  ascendant,  and 
he  was  equally  successful  in  his  fortune 
as  his  friends:  Persons  in  these  circum¬ 
stances  are  seldom  praised,  or  censured 
with  moderation. —Cibber,  Tueophjlus, 
1753,  Lives  of  the  Pods,  vol.  hi,  p.  270. 

The  fun  has  all  faded  out  of  “The  Dis¬ 
pensary,”  and  Garth  is  no  longer  in  the 
least  degree  attractive.  But  his  didactic 
verse  is  the  best  between  Drvden  and 
Pope,  though  we  see  beginning  in  it  the 
degradation  of  the  overmannered  style  of 
the  eighteenth  century.- — Gosse,  Edmund, 
18S8,  A  History  of  Eighteenth  Century 
Literature,  p.  34. 
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John  Hughes 

1677-1720 

John  Hughes  (born  1677,  died  1720)  was  educated  at  a  Dissenter’s  College  in  Lon¬ 
don ;  wrote  a  poem  in  1697  on  “The  Triumph  of  Peace,  occasioned  by  the  Peace  of 
Ryswick,”  and  afterwards  several  odes,  papers  in  the“Tatler”  and  in  the  “Spectator,  ” 
translations  from  Fontenelle,  and  several  plays.  He  had  a  situation  in  the  Ordnance 
Office  ;  was  made  afterwards,  by  Lord-Chancellor  Cowper,  Secretary  to  the  Commissions 
of  the  Peace ;  and  died  of  consumption  on  the  first  night  of  his  most  successful  play, 
“The  Seige  of  Damascus.”— Morley,  Henry,  1879,  A  Manual  of  English  Literature, 
erf.  Tyler,  p.  532. 

GENERAL 


His  head,  hand,  or  heart  was  always 
employ’d  in  something  worthy  imitation ; 
his  pencil,  his  bow-string,  or  his  pen,  each 
of  which  he  us’d  in  a  masterly  manner, 
were  always  directed  to  raise  and  enter¬ 
tain  his  own  mind,  or  that  of  others,  to  a 
more  cheerful  prosecution  of  what  was 
noble  and  virtuous.—  Steele,  Sir  Richard, 
1720,  The  Theatre,  No.  15. 

He  is  too  grave  a  poet  for  me,  and  I 
think  among  the  mediocribus  in  prose  as 
well  as  vorse.— Swift,  Jonathan,  1735, 
Letter  to  Alexander  Pope,  Sept.  3. 

To  answer  your  question  as  to  Mr. 
Hughes,  what  he  wanted  as  to  genius  he 
made  up  as  an  honest  man  ;  but  he  was  of 
the  class  you  think  him. — Pope,  Alexan¬ 
der,  1735,  Letter  to  Jonathan  Swift,  Nov. 

His  last  work  was  his  tragedy,  “The 
Siege  of  Damascus,”  after  which  a  Siege 
became  a  popular  title.  This  play,  which 
still  continues  on  the  stage,  and  of  which 
it  is  unnecessary  to  add  a  private  voice  to 
such  continuance  of  approbation,  is  not 
acted  or  printed  according  to  the  author’s 
original  draught,  or  his  settled  intention. 
He  had  made  Phocyas  apostatize  from  his 
religion ;  after  which  the  abhorrence  of 
Eudocia  would  have  been  reasonable,  his 
misery  would  have  been  just,  and  the  hor¬ 
rors  of  his  repentance  exemplary.  The 
players,  however,  required  that  the  guilt 
of  Phocyas  should  terminate  in  desertion 
to  the  enemy ;  and  Hughes,  unwilling  that 
his  relations  should  lose  the  benefit  of  his 
work,  complied  with  the  alteration.— 
Johnson,  Samuel,  1779-81,  Hughes,  Lives 
of  the  English  Poets. 

Hughes  was  a  man  of  good  sense,  and 
well  versed  in  some  branches  of  learning. 
He  had  applied  himself  to  the  study  of  the 
classics,  especially  the  Greek  and  Roman 
poets,  with  diligence  and  success.  He 
perceived  and  felt  the  beauties  with  which 


they  abound.  .  .  .  Hughes  was  ambi¬ 
tious  to  distinguish  himself  in  heroic  odes 
and  tragedy.  As  he  neither  excelled  in 
sublimity  or  in  pathos,  he  did  not  succeed 
in  either.  As  an  essayist,  his  observations 
are  just  and  judicious,  and  expressed  in 
suitable  language.  ...  On  the  whole, 
Hughes  was  a  man  better  qualified  to  excel 
in  the  lower  than  in  the  higher  kinds  of 
composition.  In  operas,  songs,  and  trans¬ 
lations,  he  succeeded  very  well  ;  in  attempt¬ 
ing  heroic  odes  and  tragedy,  he  seems 
not  to  have  remembered,  or  not  to  have 
applied  his  favourite  Horace’s  advice  to 
poets,  to  consider  quid  ferre  recusant ; 
quid  valeant  bumori ;  “  what  weight  their 
talents  can  bear,  or  what  exceeds  their 
strength.” — Though  not  entitled  to  the 
character  of  a  very  great  poet,  he  deserved 
a  still  high  praise,  he  was  an  upright, 
benevolent,  religious  man. — Bisset,  Rob¬ 
ert,  1793,  erf.,  The  Spectator,  vol.  I,  pp. 
237,  238,  239. 

The  only  piece,  however,  which  can 
with  any  propriety  claim  for  Hughes  the 
appellation  of  a  poet,  is  “The  Siege  of 
Damascus.  ’  ’  Of  this  Drama,  which  is  still 
occasionally  acted,  the  sentiments  and 
morality  are  pure  and  correct,  the  imagery 
frequently  beautiful,  and  the  diction  and 
versification  for  the  most  part  clear  and 
melodious.  It  is  defective,  notwithstand¬ 
ing,  in  the  most  essential  quality  of  dra¬ 
matic  composition,  the  power  of  affecting 
the  passions;  and  is,  therefore,  more 
likely  to  afford  pleasure  in  the  closet  than 
on  the  stage.  ...  On  the  prose  of 
Hughes  I  am  inclined  to  bestow  more 
praise  than  on  his  poetry.  .  .  .  Hughes 
has  more  merit  as  a  translator  of  poetry, 
than  as  an  original  poet.  ...  All 
the  periodical  essays  of  Hughes  are  writ¬ 
ten  in  a  style  which  is,  in  general,  easy, 
correct,  and  elegant:  they  occasionally 
exhibit  wit  and  humour;  and  they  uni¬ 
formly  tend  to  inculcate  the  best  precepts, 
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moral,  prudential,  and  religious. — Drake,  Hughes  was  a  ready  and  smooth  versi- 
Nathak,  1804,  Essays  Illustrative  of  the  fier  ;  but  nothing  that  ho  wrote  rose  above 
Taller ,  Spectator  and  Guardian,  voL  ill,  mediocrity,  if  it  ever  reached  it.  -Arnold, 
pp.  29,  30,  31,  50.  Thomas,  1868-75,  Chaucer  to  II Tordswortkf 

p.  282. 


Anne  Finch. 

Countess  of  Winchilsea 

1660  7-1720 

Anne  Finch,  Countess  of  Winchilsea,  was  born  about  1660,  at  Sidmonton,  Hants, 
the  residence  of  her  father,  Sir  William  Kingsmill.  She  married  Heneage  Finch, 
fourth  Earl  of  Winchilsea,  who  survived  her  six  years.  She  died  on  the  5th  of 
August,  1720,  leaving  no  issue.  Her  works  consist  of  "The  Spleen,"  a  pindaric  ode, 
1701;  ‘The  Prodigy,”  1706;  “Miscellany  Poems,"  1713;  and  “ Aristomenes, ”  a 
tragedy. — Ward,  Thomas  Humphry,  1880,  ed.,  English  Poets ,  vol.  ill,  p.  27. 


GENERAL 

There  is  one  poetess  to  whose  writings 
I  am  especially  partial,  the  Countess  of 
Winchelsea.  I  have  perused  her  poems 
frequently,  and  should  be  happy  to  name 
such  passages  as  I  think  most  character¬ 
istic  of  her  genius,  and  most  fit  to  be 
selected.  .  .  .  Her  style  in  rhyme  is 

often  admirable,  chaste,  lender,  and  vig¬ 
orous,  and  entirely  free  from  sparkle, 
antithesis,  and  that  overculture,  which 
reminds  one,  by  its  broad  glare,  its  stiff¬ 
ness,  and  heaviness,  of  the  double  daisies 
of  the  garden,  compared  with  their  modest 
and  sensitive  kindred  of  the  fields.  Per¬ 
haps  I  am  mistaken,  but  I  think  there  is  a 
good  deal  of  resemblance  in  her  style  and 
versification  to  that  of  Tickell,  to  whom 
Dr.  Johnson  justly  assigns  a  high  place 
among  the  minor  poets,  and  of  whom  Gold¬ 
smith  rightly  observes,  that  there  is  a 
strain  of  ballad  thinking  through  all  his 
poetry,  and  it  is  very  attractive. — Words¬ 
worth,  William,  1829-30,  Letter  to  Mr. 
Dyce,  Memoirs  by  C.  Wordsworth,  ed.  Reed, 
Oct.  16,  May  10,  vol.  II,  pp.  220,  222. 

She  was  a  poetess  of  singular  original¬ 
ity  and  excellence;  her  lines  "To  the 
Nightingale"  have  lyrical  qualities  which 
were  scarcely  approached  in  her  own  age, 
and  would  do  credit  to  the  best,  while  her 
odes  and  more  weighty  pieces  have  a 
strength  and  accomplishment  of  style 
which  make  the  least  interesting  of  them 
worth  reading.  Lady  Winchilsea  was  one 
of  the  last  pindaric  writers  of  the  school 
of  Cowley.  Her  odes  display  that  species 
of  writing  in  the  final  dissolution  out  of 
which  it  was  redeemed  by  Gray  and  Collins. 
Such  a  poem  as  her  “All  is  Vanity,”  full 
as  it  is  of  ingenious  thought,  and  studded 


with  noble  and  harmonious  lines,  fails  to 
impress  the  attention  as  a  vertebrate  com¬ 
position.  Her  "Ode  to  the  Spleen,  ”  from 
which  Pope  borrowed  his  famous  "aro¬ 
matic  pain,”  is  still  more  loose  and  frag¬ 
mentary  in  structure.  On  the  other  hand, 
her  less  ambitious  studies  have  a  singular 
perfection  of  form  and  picturesqueness  of 
manner.  She  lights  upon  the  right  epi¬ 
thet  and  employs  it  with  precision,  and 
gives  a  brilliant  turn,  even  to  a  triviality, 
by  some  bright  and  natural  touch.  Her 
"Nocturnal  Reverie”  is  worthy  of  Words¬ 
worth’s  commendation  ;  it  is  simply  phe¬ 
nomenal  as  the  creation  of  a  friend  of 
Prior  and  of  Pope,  and  some  of  the  coup¬ 
lets,  especially  those  which  describe  the 
straying  horse,  and  the  cries  of  the  birds, 
are  worthy  of  the  closest  observers  of 
nature  in  a  naturalistic  age. — Gosse,  Ed¬ 
mund,  1880,  English  Pods,  ed.  Ward,  vol. 
in,  p.  27. 

In  general  feeling  an  Augustan,  with  an 
under-currant  of  real  love  for  nature.  It 
is  in  her  fondness  fcr  country  life,  her  love 
of  out-door  beauty,  and  her  accurate  de¬ 
scriptions  of  nature,  that  she  differs  from 
her  contemporaries.  In  these  important 
points,  she  may  certainly  be  classed  as 
reactionary  in  tendency.  Her  octosyllabic 
ode,  "To  the  Nightingale,”  has  true  lyric 
quality,  and  her  short  poems,  "The  Tree” 
and  "A  Nocturnal  Reverie,"  are  notable 
expressions  of  nature-worship. — Phelps, 
William  Lyon,  1893,  The  Beginnings  of 
the  English  Romantic  Movement,  p.  28. 

It  is  a  pity  that  her  poems  have  not 
been  reprinted  and  are  difficult  of  access, 
for  it  is  desirable  to  read  the  whole  in 
order  to  appreciate  the  unconscious  clash 
of  style  and  taste  in  them. 
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Fortunately  for  Lady  Winchelsea,  natural 
taste  and  the  opportunities  of  life  seem  to 
have  inclined  her  to  take  natural  objects 
as  the  source  of  her  imagery.  What  place 
suggested  the  “Nocturnal  Reverie’'  we 
cannot  say,  but  it  is  clearly  a  corrected 
impression  and  not  merely  conventional. 
It  is  all  seen  :  the  waving  moon  on  the  river, 
the  sleepy  cowslip,  the  foxglove,  paler 
than  by  day,  but  chequering  still  with  red 
the  dusky  brakes,  and  the  wonderful  im¬ 
age  of  the  horse,  take  us  almost  a  century 
away  from  the  drawing-rooms  and  the 
sham  shepherdesses  of  her  contemporaries. 


And  sho  could  manage  the  shortened  octo¬ 
syllable  even  better  than  Parnell,  could 
adjust  the  special  epithet  (Pope  borrowed 
or  stole  “aromatic  pain”  from  her,  though 
probably  she  took  it  from  Dryden’s  “aro¬ 
matic  splinters”).  Altogether  she  is  a 
most  remarkable  phenomenon,  too  isolated 
to  point  much  of  a  moral,  but  adoring  the 
lull  of  early  eighteenth-century  poetry 
with  images  even  more  correct  than  Thom¬ 
son’s  and  put  in  language  far  less  arti¬ 
ficial.—  Saintsbury,  George,  1898,  A 
Short  History  of  English  Literature ,  pp. 
562,  563. 


Simon  Ockley 

1678-1720 

A  native  of  Exeter,  educated  at  Queen’s  College,  Cambridge;  Vicar  of  Swavesey, 
1705;  Arabic  Professor  at  Cambridge,  1711,  until  his  death.  He  published  two 
occasional  sermons,  1710  13,  and  several  works,  the  most  important  of  which  are  : 
1.  “Introductio  ad  Linguis  Orientales, ’’  Cantabury,  1706,  12mo.  2.  “History  of 

the  Present  Jews  throughout  the  World,  ”  1707,  12mo.  3.  “History  of  the  Conquest 

of  Egypt,  Persia,  Syria,  &c.,  by  the  Saracens,  &c.,  632-705,”  London,  2  vols.  8vo : 
vol.  i.,  1708;  ii. ,  1718.  ...  4.  “The  Improvement  of  Human  Reason;  from 

the  Arabic,”  1708,  8vo.  5.  “An  Account  of  South  West  Barbary,  1713,  8vo.”— 
Allibone,  S.  Austin  1870,  Dictionary  of  English  Literature,  vol.  li,  p.  1447. 

PERSONAL  13,  Thc  Rewards  of  Oriental  Students,  Ca~ 


At  a  time  when  oriental  studies  were  in 
their  infancy  in  this  country,  Simon  Ock¬ 
ley,  animated  by  the  illustrious  example 
of  Pococke  and  the  laborious  diligence  of 
Prideaux,  devoted  his  life  and  his  fortune 
to  these  novel  researches,  which  neces¬ 
sarily  involved  both.  With  that  enthusi¬ 
asm  which  the  ancient  votary  experienced, 
and  with  that  patient  suffering  the  modern 
martyr  has  endured,  he  pursued,  till  he 
accomplished,  the  useful  object  of  his 
labours.  He,  perhaps,  was  the  first  who 
exhibited  to  us  other  heroes  than  those 
of  Rome  and  Greece  ;  sages  as  contempla¬ 
tive,  and  a  people  more  magnificent  even 
than  the  iron  masters  of  the  world. 
Among  other  oriental  productions,  his 
most  considerable  is  “The  History  of  the 
Saracens.”  The  first  volume  appeared  in 
1708,  and  the  second  ten  years  afterwards. 
In  the  preface  to  the  last  volume,  the  ori¬ 
ental  student  pathetically  counts  over  his 
sorrows,  and  triumphs  over  his  disappoint¬ 
ments  ;  the  most  remarkable  part  is  the 
date  of  the  place  from  whence  this  preface 
was  written — he  triumphly  closes  his 
labours  in  the  confinement  of  Cambridge 
Castle  for  debt !— Disraeli,  Isaac,  1812- 


lamities  of  Authors. 

GENERAL 

Ockley  had  the  culture  of  oriental  learn¬ 
ing  very  much  at  heart,  and  the  several 
publications  which  he  made  were  intended 
solely  to  promote  it.— Heathcote,  Ralph, 
1761-1815,  Chalmer's  General  Biograph¬ 
ical  Dictionary,  vol.  xx  1 1 1,  p.  294.J 

The  very  curious  history  of  the  Sara¬ 
cens,  given  by  Ockley,  should  be  consulted, 
and  is  somewhat  necessary  to  enable  the 
studen  more  exactly  to  comprehend  the 
character  of  the  Arabians,  which  is  there 
displayed,  by  their  own  writers,  in  all  its 
singularities. — Smyth,  William,  1840, 
Lectures  on  Modem  History,  Lecture  iii. 

Although  many  of  its  details  require 
correction,  the  importance  of  Ockley’s 
work  in  relation  to  the  progress  of  oriental 
studies  cannot  be  overestimated.  Follow¬ 
ing  in  the  steps  of  Pocock’B  famouB 
“Specimen  Historise  Arabum,”  but  adopt¬ 
ing  a  popular  method,  and  recommending 
it  by  an  admirable  English  style,  Ockley 
for  the  the  first  time  made  the  history  of 
the  early  Saracen  conquests  attractive  to 
the  general  reader,  and  stimulated  the 
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student,  to  further  research.  With  all  its 
inaccuracies,  Ockley’s  “History  of  the 
Saracens”  became  a  secondary  classic, 
and  formed  for  generations  the  main 


source  of  the  average  notions  of  early 
Mohammedan  history. — Poole,  Stanley 
Lane-  1895,  Dictionary  of  National  Biog¬ 
raphy,  vol.  xli,  p.  364. 


John  Sheffield 

Third  Earl  of  Mulgrave 

1648-1721 

■John  Sheffield,  Duke  of  Buckinghamshire  (1648-1721),  succeeded  his  father 
as  third  Earl  of  Mulgrave  in  1658,  served  in  both  navy  and  army,  and  was  Lord 
Chamberlain  to  James  II.,  and  a  Cabinet-councillor  under  William  111.,  who  in  1694 
maije  him  Marquis  of  Normandy.  Anne  made  him  Duke  of  Buckinghamshire  (1703) ; 
but  for  his  opposition  to  Godolphin  and  Marlborough  he  was  deprived  of  the  Seal 
(1705).  After  1710,  under  the  Tories,  he  was  Lord  Steward  and  Lord  President  till 
the  death  of  Anne,  when  he  lost  all  power,  and  intrigued  for  the  restoration  of  the 
Stuarts.  He  wrote  two  tragedies,  a  metrical  “Essay  on  Satire,”  an  “Essay  on 


Poetry,”  &c. — Patrick  and  Groome,  eds., 
p.  849. 

PERSONAL 

He  had  a  piercing  wit,  a  quick  appre¬ 
hension,  an  unerring  judgment;  that  he 
understood  critically  the  delicacies  of 
poetry,  and  was  as  great  a  judge  as  a 
patron  of  learning.— Dunton,  John,  1705, 
Life  and  Errors,  p .  422. 

“The  nobleman-look.” — Yes,  I  know 
what  you  mean  very  well :  that  look  which 
a  noble  man  should  have ;  rather  than 
what  they  have  generally  now. 

The  Duke  of  Buckingham  (Sheffield)  was 
a  genteel  man;  and  had  a  great  deal  the 
look  you  speak  of. — Pope,  Alexander, 
1742-43,  Spence's  Anecdotes,  ed.  Singer,  p. 
215. 

The  life  of  this  peer  takes  up  fourteen 
pages  and  a  half  in  folio  in  the  General 
Dictionary,  where  it  has  little  pretensions 
to  occupy  a  couple.  But  his  pious  relict 
was  always  purchasing  places  for  him, 
herself  and  their  son,  in  every  suburb  of 
the  temple  of  fame, — a  tenure,  against 
which,  of  all  others,  quo-warrantos  are 
sure  to  take  place. — Walpole,  Horace, 
1758,  A  Catalogue  of  the  Royal  and  Noble 
A  ulkors  of  England,  Scotland  and  Ireland, 
vol .  iv,  p.  99. 

His  character  is  not  to  be  proposed  as 
worthy  of  imitation.  His  religion  he  may 
be  supposed  to  have  learned  from  Hobbes ; 
and  his  morality  was  such  as  naturally 
proceeds  from  loose  opinions.  His  senti¬ 
ments  with  respect  to  women  he  picked  up 
in  the  court  of  Charles  ;  and  his  principles 
concerning  property  were  such  as  a 
gaming-table  supplies.  He  was  censured 


1897,  Chambers’s  Biographical  Dictionary, 

as  covetous,  and  has  been  defended  by  an 
instance  of  inattention  to  his  affairs,  as  if 
a  man  might  not  at  once  be  corrupted  by 
avarice  and  idleness.  lie  is  said,  how¬ 
ever,  to  have  had  much  tenderness,  and  to 
have  been  very  ready  to  apologise  for  his 
violences  of  passion.— Johnson,  Samuel, 
1779-81,  Sheffield,  Lives  of  the  English 
Poets. 

As  far  as  posterity  has  the  means  of 
judging,  we  can  only  come  to  the  conclu¬ 
sion,  that  he  was  characterized  by  many 
vices,  and,  apparently,  by  scarcely  a  single 
virtue.  The  best  that  can  be  said  of  him 
is,  that  he  was  a  brave  man,  and  an  agree¬ 
able  companion.  His  laugh  is  described 
as  having  been  the  pleasantest  in  the 
world ;  and  though  his  temper  was  passion¬ 
ate,  his  disposition  is  said  to  have  been  a 
forgiving  one. — Jesse,  John  Heneage, 
1843,  Memoirs  of  the  Court  of  England  from 
the  Revolution  in  1688  to  the  Death  of 
George  the  Second,  vol.  II,  p.  14. 

He  was,  by  the  acknowledgment  of 
those  who  neither  loved  nor  esteemed  him, 
a  man  distinguished  by  fine  parts,  and 
in  parliamentary  eloquence  inferior  to 
scarcely  any  orator  of  his  time.  His 
moral  character  was  entitled  to  no  respect. 
He  was  a  libertine  without  that  openness 
of  heart  and  hand  which  sometimes  makes 
libertinism  amiable,  and  a  haughty  aristo¬ 
crat  without  that  elevation  of  sentiment 
which  sometimes  makes  aristocratical 
haughtiness  respectable.  The  satirists  of 
the  age  nicknamed  him  Lord  Allpride,  and 
pronounced  it  strange  that  a  man  who  had 


JOHN  SHEFFIELD 


671 


so  exalted  a  sense  of  his  dignity  should  be 
so  hard  and  niggardly  in  all  pecuniary 
dealings.  He  had  given  deep  offence  to 
the  royal  family  by  venturing  to  entertain 
the  hope  that  he  might  win  the  heart  and 
hand  of  the  Princess  Anne.  Disappointed 
in  this  attempt,  he  had  exerted  himself  to 
gain  by  meanness  the  favour  which  he  had 
forfeited  by  presumption.  His  epitaph, 
written  by  himself,  still  informs  all  who 
pass  through  Westminster  Abbey  that  he 
lived  and  died  a  sceptic  in  religion;  and 
we  learn  from  his  memoirs,  written  by 
himself,  that  one  of  his  favourite  subjects 
of  mirth  was  the  Romish  superstition. 
Yet  lie  began,  as  soon  as  James  was  on  the 
throne,  to  express  a  strong  inclination 
towards  Popery,  and  at  length  in  private 
affected  to  be  a  convert. — Macaulay, 
Thomas  Babington,  1849,  History  of  Eng¬ 
land,  ck.  VIII. 

ESSAY  ON  SATIRE 

I  cannot  think  that  any  part  of  the 
"Essay  on  Satire"  received  additions  from 
his  [Dryden’s]  pen.  Probably  he  might 
contribute  a  few  hints  for  revision ;  but 
the  author  of  "Absalom  and  Achitophel" 
could  never  completely  disguise  the  powers 
which  were  shortly  to  produce  that  bril¬ 
liant  satire.  Dryden’s  verses  must  have 
shone  among  Mulgrave’s  as  gold  beside 
copper.  The  whole  Essay  is  a  mere  stag¬ 
nant  level,  no  one  part  of  it  so  far  rising 
above  the  rest  as  to  bespeak  the  work  of 
a  superior  hand.  The  thoughts  even  when 
conceived  with  some  spirit,  are  clumsily 
and  unhappily  brought  out, — a  fault  never 
to  be  traced  in  the  beautiful  language  of 
Dryden,  whose  powers  of  expression  were 
at  least  equal  to  his  force  of  conception. 
—Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1808-21,  Life  of 
Dryden. 

Mulgrave  affects  ease  and  spirit;  but 
his  "Essay  on  Satire"  belies  the  supposi¬ 
tion  that  Dryden  had  any  share  in  it.— 
Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction 
to  the  Literature  of  Europe,  pt.  iv,  ck.  v, 
par.  47. 

ESSAY  ON  POETRY 
1682 

Yet  some  there  were,  among  the  sounder  few 
Of  those  who  less  presum'd,  and  better  knew, 
Who  durst  assert  the  j aster  ancient  cause, 
And  here  restor’d  Wit’s  fundamental  laws. 
Such  was  the  Muse,  whose  rules  and  practice 
tell, 

“Nature’s  chief  Master-piece  is  writing  well.  ” 


—Pope,  Alexander,  1709,  Essay  on  Crit¬ 
icism,  v.  719-724. 

This  work  by  the  Duke  of  Buckingham, 
is  enrolled  among  our  great  English  pro¬ 
ductions.  The  precepts  are  sensible, 
the  poetry  not  indifferent,  but  it  has  been 
praised  more  than  it  deserves. — Gold¬ 
smith,  Oliver,  1767,  The  Beauties  of  Eng¬ 
lish  Poetry. 

His  "Essay  on  Poetry,"  to  which  Pope 
has  given  an  undeserved  immortality,  is  a 
short  and  tolerably  meager  performance, 
in  which  a  variety  of  disjointed  rules  are 
applied  to  the  principal  species  of  poetic 
composition.  It  contains  however  some 
vigorous  lines  and  some  sensible  observa¬ 
tions  of  individual  criticism. — Ward, 
Adolphus  William,  1869,  ed.}  Poetical 
Works  of  Alexander  Pope,  p.  68,  note. 

Mulgrave’s  "Essay  on  Poetry"  contains 
some  terse  and  effective  lines,  one  or  two 
of  which  have  passed  into  current  use. 
He  lays  down  sensible  rules  for  practi- 
tionersin  the  various  departments  of  poetic 
art,  but  he  was  not  very  successful  him 
self  in  the  composition  of  odes,  tragedies 
and  epistles.— Gosse,  Edmund,  1888, 
History  of  Eighteenth  Century  Literature 
p.  31. 

As  a  poet  his  reputation  rests  entirely 
upon  his  "Essay  on  Poetry, "  which  con¬ 
tains  many  just  thoughts  expressed  in 
pleasing  numbers,  although  the  author's 
deference  to  the  conventional  dicta  of 
criticism  leads  him  into  idolatry,  not  only 
of  Homer  and  Virgil,  but  of  Bossu.— 
Garnett,  Richard,  1895,  The  Age  of  Dry¬ 
den,  p.  48. 

GENERAL 

When  noble  Sheffield  strikes  the  trembling 
strings, 

The  little  loves  rejoice  and  clap  their  wings, 
Anacreon  lives,  they  cry,  th’  harmonious 
swftin 

Rotunes  the  lyre,  and  tries  his  wonted  strain. 

— Gay,  John,  1714,  To  Bernard  Lintot, 
Poems. 

The  Duke  of  Buckingham  was  superficial 
in  everything ;  even  in  poetry,  which  was 
his  fort. — Pope,  Alexander,  1742-43, 
Spence’s  Anecdotes,  ed.  Singer,  p.  195. 

I  can  recollect  no  performance  of  Buck¬ 
ingham  that  stamps  him  a  true  genius; 
his  reputation  was  owing  to  his  rank.— 
Warton,  Joseph,  1756,  Essay  on  the 
Genius  and  Writings  of  Pope. 


672 


SHEFFIELD— PRIOR 


It  is  certain  that  his  grace’s  composi¬ 
tions  in  prose  have  nothing  extraordinary 
in  them ;  his  poetry  is  most  indifferent, 
and  the  greatest  part  of  both  is  already 
fallen  into  total  neglect.  It  is  said  that 
he  wrote  in  hopes  of  being  confounded 
with  his  predecessor  in  the  title;  but  he 
would  more  easily  have  been  mistaken 
with  the  other  Buckingham,  if  he  had 
never  written  at  all. — Walpole,  Horace. 
1758,  A  Catalogue  of  the  Royal  and  Noble 
Authors  of  England ,  Scotland  and  Ireland , 
vol.  IV,  p.  99. 

He  is  introduced  into  this  collection 
only  as  a  poet ;  and,  if  we  credit  the  testi¬ 
mony  of  his  contemporaries,  he  was  a  poet 
of  no  vulgar  rank.  But  favour  and  flattery 
are  now  at  an  end ;  criticism  is  no  longer 
softened  by  his  bounties,  or  awed  by  his 
splendour,  and,  being  able  to  take  a  more 
steady  view,  discovers  him  to  be  a  writer 
thatsometimes  glimmers,  butrarely shines, 
feebly  laborious,  and  at  best  but  pretty. 
His  songs  are  upon  common  topicks ;  he 
hopes,  and  grieves,  and  repents,  and 
despairs,  and  rejoices,  like  any  other  maker 
of  little  stanzas;  to  be  great,  he  hardly 
tries ;  to  be  gay,  is  hardly  in  his  power. 

.  .  .  His  verses  are  often  insipid  ;  but 

his  memories  are  lively  and  agreeable  ;  he 
had  the  perspicuity  and  elegance  of  an 
historian,  but  not  the  fire  and  fancy  of  a 
poet. — Johnson,  Samuel,  1779-81,  Shef¬ 
field,  Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

Mul grave  wrote  verses  which  scarcely 
ever  rose  above  absolute  mediocrity;  but 
as  he  was  a  man  of  high  note  in  the  polit¬ 
ical  and  fashionable  world,  these  verses 
found  admirers.  Time  dissolved  the 


charm,  but,  unfortunately  for  him,  not 
until  his  lines  had  acquired  a  prescriptive 
right  to  a  place  in  all  collections  of  the 
works  of  English  poets.  To  this  day 
accordingly  his  insipid  essays  in  rhyme 
and  his  paltry  songs  to  Amoretta  and 
Gloriana  are  reprinted  in  company  with 
“Comus”  and  “Alexander’s  Feast.  ”  The 
consequence  is  that  our  generation  knows 
Mulgrave  chiefly  as  a  poetaster,  and 
despises  him  as  such. — Macaulay,  Thomas 
Babington,  1849,  History  of  England , 
ch.  viii. 

The  Duke  of  Buckinghamshire’s  two 
plays  of  “Caesar”  and  "Brutus,”  a  feeble 
execution  of  a  not  incorrect  idea. — Ward, 
Adolphus  William,  1875-99,  A  History  of 
English  Dramatic  Literature,  vol.  II,  p.  141. 

Several  of  Sheffield’s  prose  works  are 
valuable  historically,  particularly  his 
“Account  of  the  Revolution but  his 
statements  have  to  be  received  with  cau¬ 
tion  when  he  is  personally  concerned.— 
Carlyle,  E.  Irving,  1897,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography ,  vol.  L1I,  p.  15. 

Wrote  couplets  inferior  to  Roscom¬ 
mon's,  and  lyrics  very  inferior  to  Roches¬ 
ter’s,  yet  some  of  these  latter  are  not 
despicable.  An  “Essay  on  Satire,  ”  which 
is  attributed  to  the  joint  efforts  of  Mui- 
grave  and  Dryden,  is  too  rude,  as  well  as 
mostly  too  rough,  for  the  poet,  and  too 
clever  for  the  peer ;  it  contains  perhaps 
the  best  satiric  couplet  in  the  English 
language,  outside  of  Dryden  and  Pope — 
Was  ever  prince  by  two  nt  once  misled, 
False,  foolish,  old,  ill-natured,  and  ill-bred? 

-Saintsbury,  George,  1898,  A'  Short 
History  of  English  Literature,  p.  482. 


Matthew  Prior 

1664-1721 

Born,  probably  in  Dorsetshire,  21  July  1664.  Educated  at  Westminister  School ; 
King’s  Scholar,  L681.  To  St.  John’s  Coll.,  Camb.,  as  Scholar,  1682;  B.  A.,  1686; 
Fellow,  April  1688.  For  a  short  time  tutor  to  sons  of  Lord  Exeter.  Gentleman  of 
Bedchamber  to  the  King.  In  Holland,  as  Sec.  to  Lord  Dursley,  1690  [?]-97.  Sec. 
of  State  in  Ireland,  1697.  Sec.  to  English  Embassy  in  Paris,  1698.  Returned  to  Eng¬ 
land,  Nov.  1699;  appointed  Under-Sec.  of  State.  Hon.  M.  A.,  Camb.,  1700.  Com¬ 
missioner  of  Trade,  1700-07.  M.P.  for  East  Grinstead,  Feb.  to  June,  1701.  Com¬ 
missioner  of  Customs,  1711-14.  In  Paris,  1711,  and  1712-14.  Imprisoned  on  polit¬ 
ical  charge,  March  1715  to  1717.  Presented  by  Lord  Harley  with  property  of  Down- 
Hall,  Essex,  1720  [?].  Died,  at  Wimpole,  18  Sept.  1721.  Works:  “The  Hind 
and  the  Panther  transversed”  (anon.),  1687;  “Hymn  to  the  Sun,”  1694;  “To  the 
King:  an  Ode,”  1695;  "An  English  Ballad”  (anon.),  1695;  "Verses  on  the  death 
of  Queen  Mary,”  1695;  “Carmen  Seculare  for  the  year  1700”  (anon.),  1700;  "Letter 
to  Monsieur  Boileau  Despreaux”  (anon.),  1704;  "AnOde  .  .  .  to  the  Queen” 
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(anon.),  1706;  “Pallas  and  Venus”  (anon.),  1706;  “Poems,”  1707  (unauthorised); 
“Poems,”  1709;  “A  Fable  of  the  Widow  and  her  Cat”  (with  Swift),  1711;  “Poems,” 
1716  (unauthorised);  “The  Dove”  (anon.),  1717;  “Poems,”  1718;  “The  Conversa¬ 
tion”  (anon.),  1720;  “The  Curious  Maid”  (anon.),  1720.  Posthumous:  “Down 
Hall. ”1723;  “The  Turtle  and  the  Sparrow,”  1723;  “The  Unequal  Match”  (anon.), 
1737;  “History  of  his  Own  Time,”  1740;  “Miscellaneous  Works”  (2vols.),  1740. 
Collected  Works:  ed.  by  It.  B.  Johnson  (2  vols.),  1892.— Sharp,  R.  Farquharson, 
1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  232. 


PERSONAL 

Yet  counting  os  fur  ns  to  fifty  his  yenrs, 

His  virtue  nml  vice  wcio  other  men’s 
arc, 

High  hopes  ho  conceived  and  ho  smothored 
great  fears, 

In  a  lifo  pnrty-colourcd — half  pleasure, 
half  euro. 

Nor  to  business  a  drudge,  nor  to  faction  a 
slave. 

Ho  strovo  to  mnko  interest  and  freedom 
ngreo ; 

In  public  employments  indust  rious  and  grave, 
And  alono  with  his  friends,  lord,  how 
merry  wns  lie  I 

Now  in  equipage  stately,  now  humbly  on 
foot, 

Both  fortunes  ho  tried,  but  to  neither 
would  trust ; 

And  whirled  in  the  round  ns  tho  wheel 
turned  nbout, 

Ho  found  riches  had  wings,  and  knewmnn 
was  but  dust 

—Prior,  Matthew,  c  1708,  For  My  Own 
Monument. 

It  is  near  three  o’clock  in  the  morning, 
I  have  been  hard  at  work  all  day,  and  am 
not  yet  enough  recovered  to  bear  much 
fatigue ;  excuse  therefore  the  confused¬ 
ness  of  this  scroll,  which  is  only  from 
Harry  to  Matt,  and  not  from  the  secretary 
to  the  minister.  Adieu,  my  pen  is  ready 
to  drop  out  of  my  hand,  it  being  now 
three  o’clock  in  the  morning ;  believe  that 
no  man  loves  you  better,  or  is  more  faith¬ 
fully  yours,  &c.— Bolingbroke,  Lord, 
1712,  Letter  to  Matthew  Prior ,  Sept.  10. 

One  Prior,  who  had  been  Jersey’s  sec¬ 
retary. — Burnet,  Gilbert,  1715-34,  His¬ 
tory  of  My  Own  Time. 

Our  friend  Prior  not  having  had  the 
vicissitude  of  humane  things  before  his 
eyes,  is  likely  to  end  his  days  in  as  for¬ 
lorn  a  state  as  any  other  poet  has  done 
before  him,  if  his  friends  do  not  take 
more  care  of  him  than  he  did  of  himself. 
Therefore  to  prevent  the  evil  which  we 
see  is  coming  on  very  fast,  we  have  a  pro¬ 
ject  of  printing  his  “Solomon”  and  other 
poetical  works  by  subscription ;  one  guinea 


to  be  paid  in  hand,  and  the  other  at  the 
delivery  of  the  book.  He,  Arbuthnot, 
Pope,  and  Gay  are  now  with  me,  and 
remember  you.  It  is  our  joint  request 
that  you  will  endeavour  to  procure  some 
subscriptions.  .  .  .  There  are  no  papers 
printed  here,  nor  any  advertisements,  for 
the  whole  matter  is  to  be  managed  by 
friends  in  such  a  manner  as  shall  be  least 
shocking  to  the  dignity  of  a  plenipoten¬ 
tiary.— Lewis,  Erasmus,  1716-17,  Letter 
to  Surijl,  Jan.  12. 

There  is  great  care  taken,  now  it  is  too 
late,  to  keep  Prior’s  will  secret,  for  it  is 
thought  not  to  be  too  reputable  for  Lord 
Harley  to  execute  this  will.  Be  so  kind 
as  to  say  nothing  whence  you  had  your 
intelligence.  We  are  to  have  a  bowl  of 
punch  at  Bessy  Cox’s.  She  would  fair 
have  put  it  upon  Lewis  that  she  was  hii 
Emma;  she  owned  Flanders  Jane  was  his 
Chloe.— Arduthnot,  John,  1721,  Letters 
to  Mr.  Watkins,  Oct.  10. 

Prior  was  not  a  right  good  man.  He 
used  to  bury  himself,  for  whole  days  and 
nights  together,  with  a  poor  mean  creature, 
and  often  drank  hard.  He  turned  from  a 
strong  whig  (which  he  had  been  when 
most  with  Lord  Halifax)  to  a  violent  tory  ; 
and  did  not  care  to  converse  with  any 
whigs  after,  any  more  than  Rowe  did 
with  tories.— Pope,  Alexander,  1728-30, 
Spence’s  Anecdotes,  ed.  Singer ,  p.  2. 

The  same  woman  who  could  charm  the 
waiter  in  a  tavern,  still  maintained  her 
dominion  over  the  embassador  at  France. 
The  Chloe  of  Prior,  it  seems,  was  a  woman 
in  this  station  of  life;  but  he  never  for¬ 
sook  her  in  the  height  of  his  reputation. 
Hence  we  may  observe,  that  associations 
with  women  are  the  most  lasting  of  all, 
and  that  when  an  eminent  station  raises  a 
man  above  many  other  acta  of  condescen¬ 
sion,  a  mistress  will  maintain  her  influence, 
charm  away  the  pride  of  greatness,  an  l 
make  the  hero  who  fights,  and  the  patriot 
who  speaks,  for  the  liberty  of  his  coun¬ 
try,  a  slave  to  her.  One  would  imagine 
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however,  that  this  woman,  who  was  a 
Butcher’s  wife,  must  either  have  been 
very  handsome,  or  have  had  something 
about  her  superior  to  people  of  her  rank : 
but  it  seems  the  case  was  otherwise,  and 
no  better  reason  can  be  given  for  Mr. 
Prior’s  attachment  to  her,  but  that  she 
was  his  taste.  Her  husband  suffered  their 
intrigue  to  go  on  unmolested ;  for  he  was 
proud  even  of  such  a  connexion  as  this, 
with  so  great  a  man  as  Prior;  a  singular 
instance  of  good  nature.  —Cibber,  The- 
ophilus,  1753,  Lives  of  ike  Poets,  vol.  iv, 
p.  47. 

Is  it  surprising  that  the  works  of  a  poet 
once  so  popular,  should  now  be  banished 
from  a  Lady’s  library? — a  banishment 
from  which  all  his  sprightly  wit  cannot 
redeem  him. — -But  because  Prior’s  love 
for  this  woman  was  real,  and  that  he  was 
really  a  man  of  feeling  and  genius,  though 
debased  by  low  and  irregular  habits,  there 
are  some  sweet  touches  scattered  through 
his  poetry,  which  show  how  strong  was 
the  illusion  in  his  fancy. — Jameson,  Anna 
Brownell,  1829,  Prior’s  Chloe,  The  Loves 
of  the  Poets,  p.  238. 

We  find  him  neither  gay  enough  nor 
refined  enough.  Bolingbroke  called  him 
wooden-faced,  stubborn,  and  said  he  tiad 
something  Dutch  in  his  appearance.  His 
manners  smacked  very  strongly  of  those 
of  Rochester,  and  the  well-clad  refuse 
which  the  Restoration  bequeathed  to  the 
Revolution.  He  took  the  first  woman  at 
band,  shut  himself  up  with  her  for  several 
days,  drank  hard,  fell  asleep,  and  let  her 
make  off  with  his  money  and  clothes. 
Amongst  other  drabs,  ugly  enough  and 
always  dirty,  he  finished  by  keeping  Eliza¬ 
beth  Cox,  and  all  but  married  her;  for¬ 
tunately  he  died  just  in  time. — Taine,  H. 
A.,  1871,  History  of  English  Literature , 
tr.  Van  Laun,vol.i\,  bfc.  iii,  eh.  vii,  p.  214. 

Apparently  he  was  not  designed  by 
nature  or  tastes  for  a  professional  states¬ 
man,  as  was  Montague.  As  a  writer,  he 
had  not  genuis,  like  Addison’s,  to  compel 
the  world  to  accept  as  truths  of  human 
nature  the  humours  of  a  special  period. 
Yet,  by  tempering  literature  with  politics, 
and  politics  with  literature,  he  made  a 
high  reputation  among  his  contemporaries, 
and  won  lofty  official  rank.  By  the  mere 
weight  of  the  frequent  repetition  of  his 
name,  in  one  relation  or  another,  in  the 
records  of  the  period  when  he  flourished, 


his  fame,  as  a  diplomatist  and  poet,  has 
descended  to  an  age  which  recollects  little 
of  the  circumstances  of  his  negotiations, 
and  not  much  more,  in  reality,  of  his 
muse.  .  .  .  In  the  unique  social  epoch 

of  Queen  Anne’s  reign,  ho  occupies  no 
place  apart,  no  individual  position  among 
the  many  luminaries  with  whom  he 
familiarly  consorted.  Scarcely  an  idea 
has  been  handed  down  to  us  of  his 
demeanour  and  general  appearance.  He 
did,  said,  and  wrote  many  things  which 
are  remembered;  he  himself  is  not.  A 
nation  did  not  mourn  for  him  as  for  Cow¬ 
ley;  and  the  grief  of  his  other  old  friends 
was  as  well  under  control  as  Atterbury’s, 
who  was  content  to  be  kept  away  from  his 
funeral  by  a  cold.  He  had  to  remind  pos¬ 
terity  by  a  bequest  for  a  sumptuous  monu¬ 
ment  in  the  Abbey  who  he  was,  and  what 
he  had  been.  Stebbing,  William,  1887, 
Some  Verdicts  of  History  Reviewed,  pp.  87, 
121. 

Who  was  this  fair  rival  of  Venus,  Prior’s 
Chloe?  Spence  in  his  anecdotes  asserts 
that  she  was  a  woman  of  the  lowest  class. 
Others  say  she  was  ideal.  “I  know  the 
contrary,”  says  John  Wesley— an  unex¬ 
ceptionable  witness.  “I  have  heard  my 
eldest  brother  say  her  name  was  Miss 
Taylor;  that  he  knew  her  well,  and  that 
she  once  camo  to  him  in  Dean’s  Yard, 
Westminster,  purposely  to  ask  his  advice. 
She  told  him.  ‘Sir,  I  know  not  what  to 
do.  Mr.  Prior  makes  large  professions  of 
his  love,  but  he  never  offers  me  mar¬ 
riage.’  My  brother  advised  her  to  bring 
the  matter  to  a  point  at  once.  She  went 
directly  to  Mr.  Prior  and  asked  him 
plainly,  ‘Do  you  intend  to  marry  me  or 
no?'  He  said  many  soft  and  pretty 
things,  on  which  she  said,  ‘Sir,  in  refus¬ 
ing  to  answer  you  do  answer.  I  will  see 
you  no  more.’  ”  And  she  did  see  him  no 
more  to  the  day  of  his  death.  But  after¬ 
wards  she  spent  many  hours  standing  and 
weeping  at  his  tomb  in  Westminster  Abbey. 
There  let  her  stand,  ye  inquisitive  critics, 
the  true  Chloe  as  we  would  fain  picture 
her.— Manson,  Edward,  1896,  Matthew 
Prior,  Temple  Bar ,  vol.  108,  p.  535. 

SOLOMON 

Mr.  Prior,  by  the  suffrage  of  all  men  of 
taste,  holds  the  first  rank  in  poetry,  for 
the  delicacy  of  his  numbers,  the  wittiness 
of  his  turns,  the  acuteness  of  his  remarks, 
and,  in  one  performance,  for  the  amazing 
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force  of  his  sentiments.  The  stile  of  our 
author  is  likewise  so  pure,  that  our 
language  knows  no  higher  authority,  and 
there  is  an  air  of  original  in  his  minutest 
performances.  It  would  be  superfluous  to 
give  any  detail  of  his  poems,  they  are  in 
the  hands  of  all  who  love  poetry,  and  have 
been  as  often  admired,  as  read.  The  per¬ 
formance  however,  for  which  he  is  most 
distinguished,  is  his  “Solomon;”  a  Poem 
in  three  Books,  the  first  on  Knowledge, 
the  second  on  Pleasure,  and  the  third  on 
1'ower.  We  know  few  poems  to  which 
this  is  second,  and  it  justly  established 
his  reputation  as  one  of  the  best  writers 
of  his  age. — Cibber,  Tiieophilus,  1753, 
Lives  of  tJie  Poets,  vol.  iv,  p.  53. 

“Solomon”  is  the  work  to  which  ho 
entrusted  the  protection  of  his  name,  and 
which  he  expected  succeeding  ages  to 
regard  with  veneration.  His  affection 
was  natural ;  it  had  undoubtedly  been 
written  with  great  labour ;  and  who  is 
willing  to  think  that  he  has  been  labour¬ 
ing  in  vain?  He  had  infused  into  it  much 
knowledge  and  much  thought ;  had  often 
polished  it  to  elegance,  often  dignified  it 
with  splendour,  and  sometimes  heightened 
it  to  sublimity:  he  perceived  in  it  many 
excellences,  and  did  not  discover  that  it 
wanted  that  without  which  all  others  are 
of  small  avail,  the  power  of  engaging 
attention  and  alluring  curiosity.  .  .  . 

Yet  the  work  is  far  from  deserving  to  be 
neglected.  He  that  shall  peruse  it  will 
be  able  to  mark  many  passages,  to  which 
he  may  recur  for  instruction  or  delight; 
many  from  which  the  poet  may  learn  to 
write,  and  the  philosopher  to  reason. — 
Johnson,  Samuel,  1779-81,  Prior,  Lives 
of  the  English  Poets. 

The  poem  has  distinct  merits;  it  is  per¬ 
haps  more  “correct,”  in  Walsh’s  sense, 
than  any  other  in  the  language;  but  it 
cannot  be  read.  This  was  the  case  in 
Prior’s  own  day,  and  he  fretted  against 
the  neglect  of  his  masterpiece. — Gosse, 
Edmund,  1888,  A  History  of  Eighteenth 
Century  Literature,  p.  134. 

If  readers  like  John  Wesley  and  Cowper 
thought  highly  of  “Solomon,”  it  must  be 
concluded  that  what  they  admired  was 
rather  the  wise  king’s  wisdom  than  Prior’s 
rendering  of  it.  Johnson  himself  admits 
that  it  is  wearisome,  and  Johnson,  whose 
“lax  talking”  and  perverse  criticism  have 
done  Prior  so  much  wrong,  may,  upon 


this  point  of  wearisomeness,  be  admitted 
to  speak  with  some  authority. — Dobson, 
Austin,  1889,  Selected  Poems  of  Matthew 
Prior,  Introduction ,  p.  liv. 

Is  in  heroic  couplets  of  a  rather  Dry- 
denlan  than  Popian  cast,  with  frequent 
Alexandrines.  Here  too  the  poem  is  much 
better  worth  reading  than  is  usually 
thought;  but  the  author’s  inability  to  be 
frankly  serious  again  shows  itself.  His 
treatment  of  Vanity  has  neither  the  bitter 
quintessence  of  Swift,  nor  the  solemn  and 
sometimes  really  tragic  declamation  of 
Young,  nor  that  intense  conviction  and 
ethical  majesty  which  make  Johnson’s 
“Vanity  of  Human  Wishes”  almost  a 
great  poem,  and  beyond  all  question  a 
great  piece  of  literature. — Saintsbury, 
George,  1898,  A  Short  History  of  English 
Literature,  p.  557. 

ALMA 

1718 

“Alma”  is  written  in  professed  imita 
tion  of  “Hudibras,”  and  has  at  lea: 
one  accidental  resemblance:  “Hudibras’ 
wants  a  plan,  because  it  is  left  imperfect, 
“Alma”  is  imperfect,  because  it  seems 
never  to  have  had  a  plan.  Prior  appears 
not  to  have  proposed  to  himself  any  drift 
or  design,  but  to  have  written  the  casual 
dictates  of  the  present  moment. — John¬ 
son,  Samuel,  1779-81,  Prior,  Lives  of  the 
English  Poets. 

What  suggested  to  Johnson  the  thought 
that  the  “Alma”  was  written  in  imitation 
of  “Hudibras,”  I  cannot  conceive.  In 
former  years  they  were  both  favourites  of 
mine,  and  I  often  read  them;  but  never 
saw  in  them  the  least  resemblance  to  each 
other;  nor  do  I  now,  except  that  they  are 
composed  in  verse  of  the  same  measure. 
— Cowper,  William,  1784,  Letter  to 
Unwin,  March  21 

It  is  not  to  be  read  for  its  argument, 
or  for  that  meaning  which  Goldsmith  failed 
to  grasp,  but  for  its  delightfully-wayward 
digressions,  its  humour  and  its  good- 
humour,  its  profusion  of  epigram  and 
happy  illustration.  Butler,  though  Cow¬ 
per  doubted  it,  is  plainly  Prior’s  model, 
the  difference  being  in  the  men  and  not 
in  the  measure.  Indeeed,  the  fact  is  evi¬ 
dent  from  the  express  reference  to  Butler 
in  the  opening  lines  of  Canto  ii. — Dobson, 
Austin,  1889,  Selected  Poems  of  Matthew 
Prior ,  Introduction,  p.  lvii. 
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HENRY  AND  EMMA 

1  was  so  much  charmed  at  fourteen  with 
the  dialogue  of  “Henry  and  Emma,"  I 
can  say  it  by  heart  to  this  day.  .  . 

This  senseless  tale  is,  however,  so  well 
varnished  with  melody  of  words  and  pomp 
of  sentiment,  I  am  convinced  it  has  hurt 
more  girls  than  ever  were  injured  by  the 
worst  poems  extant. — Montagu,  Lady 
Mary  Wortley,  1755,  Letters  to  the 
Countess  of  Bute. 

A  dull  and  tedious  dialogue,  which 
excites  neither  esteem  for  the  man,  nor 
tenderness  for  the  woman.— JOHNSON, 
Samuel,  1779-81,  Prior,  Lives  of  the  Eng¬ 
lish  Poets. 

In  this  effort  Prior  elaborated  and  spoilt 
the  fine  ballad  of  the  “Nut-Brown  Maid.” 
Assuredly  “Emma  and  the  Nut-Brown 
Maid”  are  not  “one,”  as  Prior  said. 
Aitken,  George  A.,  1890,  Matthew  Prior, 
Contemporary  Review,  vol.  57,  p.  727. 

GENERAL 

Let  Prior’s  Muse  with  sof  filing  accents  move. 
Soft  ns  tho  strains  of  constant  Emma’s  love: 
Or  let  his  fancy  choose  some  jovial  theme 
As  when  he  told  Hans  Carvel’s  jealous  dream  ; 
Prior  th’  admiriug  reader  entertains. 

With  Chaucer's  humour,  and  with  Spencer's 

strains 

—Gay,  John,  1714,  To  Bernard  Lintot, 
Poems. 

While  he  of  pleasure,  power  nud  wisdom 
sang, 

My  heart  lap  high,  my  lugs  wi’  pleasure 
rang: 

These  to  repeat,  bmid-broken  I  wad  spill, 
Altlio’  I  should  employ  my  utmost  skill. 

Ho  towr’d  aboon :  but  all  I  what  tongue  can 
tell 

How  high  he  flew?  how  much  lamented 
fell? 

— Ramsay,  Allan,  1728,  A  Pastoral  on 
the  Death  of  Matthew  Prior. 

Lord  Bathurst  used  to  call  Prior  his 
verseman,  and  Lewis  his  proseman.— 
Prior,  indeed,  was  nothing  out  of  verse: 
and  was  les3  fit  for  business  than  even 
Addison,  though  he  piqued  himself  much 
upon  his  talents  for  it. — What  a  simple 
thing  was  it  to  say  upon  his  tombstone, 
that  he  was  writing  a  history  of  his  own 
times!— He  could  not  write  in  a  style  fit 
for  history;  and,  I  daresay,  he  never  had 
set  down  a  word  toward  any  such  thing. 
— Pope,  Alexander,  1734-36,  Spence’s 
Anecdotes,  ed.  Singer ,  p.  132. 


That  Matthew’s  numbers  ran  with  ease 
Each  man  of  common- sense  agrees;  .  .  . 

“Matthew,”  says  Fame,  “with  endless  pins 
Smoothed  and  refined  tho  meanest  Btraius, 
Nor  suffered  one  ill-chosen  rhyme 
To  escape  him  at  the  idlest  time; 

And  thus  o’er  all  a  lustre  cast, 

That  while  the  language  lives  shall  last.  ’’ 

— Cowper,  William,  1754,  An  Epistle  to 
Robert  Lloyd. 

Prior,  lively,  familiar,  and  amusing. — 
Smollett,  Tobias  George,  1757-58,  His¬ 
tory  of  England,  George  /.,  notes. 

This  Bagatelle,  [“Hans  Cravel”]  for 
which,  by-the-by,  Mr.  Prior  has  got  his 
greatest  reputation,  was  a  tale  told  in  all 
the  old  Italian  collections  of  jests;  and 
borrowed  from  thence  by  Fontaine.  It  had 
been  translated  once  or  twice  before  into 
English,  yet  was  never  regarded  till 
it  fell  into  the  hands  of  Mr.  Prior.  A 
strong  instance  how  much  every  thing  is 
improved  in  the  hands  of  a  man  of  genius. 
— Goldsmith,  Oliver,  1767,  The  Beauties 
of  English  Poetry. 

What  he  has  valuable  he  owes  to  his 
diligence  and  his  judgement.  His  dili¬ 
gence  has  justly  placed  him  amongst  the 
most  correct  of  the  English  poets;  and  he 
was  one  of  the  first  that  resolutely  endeav¬ 
oured  at  correctness.  He  never  sacrifices 
accuracy  or  haste,  nor  indulges  himself  in 
contemptuous  negligence,  or  impatient 
idleness:  he  has  no  careless  lines,  or 
entangled  sentiments;  his  words  are 
nicely  selected,  and  his  thoughts  fully 
expanded.  .  .  .  His  phrases  are  orig¬ 
inal,  but  they  are  sometimes  harsh  ;  as  he 
inherited  no  elegances,  none  has  he 
bequeathed.  His  expression  has  every 
mark  of  laborious  study;  the  line  seldom 
seems  to  have  been  formed  at  once ;  the 
words  did  not  come  till  they  were  called, 
and  were  then  put  by  constraint  into  their 
places,  where  they  do  their  duty,  but  do 
it  sullenly.  .  .  .  His  numbers  are 

such  as  mere  diligence  may  attain ;  they 
seldom  offend  the  ear,  and  seldom  sooth 
it ;  they  commonly  want  airiness,  light¬ 
ness,  and  facility:  what  is  smooth,  is  not 
soft.  His  verses  always  roll,  but  they 
seldom  flow. — Johnson,  Samuel,  1779-81, 
Prior,  Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

The  best  of  what  we  copied  from  the 
Continental  poets,  on  this  desertion  of  our 
own  great  originals,  is  copied  in  the 
lighter  pieces  of  Prior.  That  tone  of 
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polite  raillery,  that  airy,  rapid,  pictur¬ 
esque  narrative,  mixed  up  of  wit  and 
naivete,  that  style,  in  short,  of  good 
conversation,  concentrated  into  flowing 
and  polished  verses, — was  not  within  the 
vein  of  our  native  poets,  and  probably 
never  would  have  been  known  among  us  if 
w«  had  been  left  to  our  own  resources. 
It  is  lamentable  that  this,  which  alone  was 
worth  borrowing,  is  the  only  thing  which 
has  not  been  retained.  The  tales  and 
little  apologues  of  Prior  are  still  the  only 
examples  of  this  style  in  our  language. — 
Jeffrey,  Francis  Lord,  1811-44,  Con¬ 
tributions  to  the  Edinburgh  Review. 

To  us  the  poet  Prior  is  better  known 
than  the  placeman  Prior ;  yet  in  his  own 
day  the  reverse  often  occurred.  Prior 
was  a  State  Proteus.  .  .  .  The  Solo¬ 

mon  of  Bards.— Disraeli,  Isaac,  1812— 
13,  The  Illusions  of  Writers  in  Verse, 
Calamities  of  Authors. 

Prior’s  writings  evince  less  disposition 
to  literary  jealousy  than  those  of  any 
author  of  the  age.  -Scott,  Sir  Walter, 
1814,  Life  of  Jonathan  Swift . 

Lord  L[ansdowne]  asked  me  what  was 
the  poem  of  Prior’s  I  had  once  mentioned 
to  him  as  very  pretty;  he  had  been  often 
trying  to  recollect  it.  It  was  “Dear 
Chloe,  how  blubbered,”  &c.,  &c.  We 
took  it  down  and  read  it.  Nothing  can 
be  more  gracefully  light  and  gallant  than 
this  little  poem.  I  mentioned  Lowth’s 
objections  to  the  last  two  lines  as  ungram¬ 
matical,  correctness  requiring  “than 
she”  and  “than  I;”  but  it  is  far  prettier 
as  it  is.  Moore,  Thomas,  1818,  Diary, 
Nov.  21. 

Prior  has  left  no  single  work  equal  to 
Gay’s  “Fables,”  or  the  “Beggars’  Opera.” 
But  in  his  lyrical  and  fugitive  pieces  he 
has  shown  even  more  genius,  more  play¬ 
fulness,  more  mischievous  gaiety.  No 
one  has  exceeded  him  in  the  laughing 
grace  with  which  he  glances  at  a  subject 
that  will  not  bear  examining,  with  which 
he  gently  hints  at  what  cannot  be  directly 
insisted  on,  with  which  he  half  conceals, 
and  half  draws  aside,  the  veil  from  some 
of  the  Muse’s  nicest  mysteries.  His  Muse 
is,  in  fact,  a  giddy  wanton  flirt,  who 
spends  her  time  in  playing  at  snap-dragon 
and  blind- man’s  buff,  who  tells  what  she 
should  not,  and  knows  more  than  she  tells. 
She  laughs  at  the  tricks  she  shows  us,  and 
blushes,  or  would  be  thought  to  do  so,  at 


what  she  keeps  concealed.  .  .  .  Some 

of  Prior’s  bon-mots  are  the  best  that  are 
recorded.  His  serious  poetry,  as  his 
“Solomon,”  is  as  heavy  as  his  familiar 
style  was  light  and  agreeable.  His  moral 
Muse  is  a  Magdalen,  and  should  not  have 
obtruded  herself  on  public  view. — Haz- 
litt,  William,  1818,  Leetures  on  the  Eng¬ 
lish  Poets,  Lecture  vi. 

Prior  was  one  of  the  last  of  the  race  of 
poets  who  relied  for  ornament  on  scholas¬ 
tic  allusion  and  pagan  machinery  ;  but  he 
used  them  like  Swift,  more  in  jest  than  in 
earnest,  and  with  good  effect.  In  his 
“Alma”  he  contrives  even  to  clothe  meta¬ 
physics  in  the  gay  and  colloquial  pleas¬ 
antry,  which  is  the  characteristic  charm  of 
his  manner.— Campbell,  Thomas,  1819, 
Specimens  of  the  British  Poets. 

I  believe  that  one  chief  reason  for  his 
(John  Wesley's)  high  estimation  of  Prior 
among  English  poets  was  that  he  gives  so 
many  vivid  sketches  of  man’s  wretched¬ 
ness,  in  spite  of  all  possible  contrivances 
to  enjoy  life.— Southey,  Robert,  1820, 
Life  of  John  Wesley,  vol.  II,  p.  498. 

With  the  exception  of  his  “Edwin  an* 
Emma,”  founded  on  the  old  ballad  of  the 
“Nut  Brown  Maid:”  of  which  it  were 
difficult  to  say,  whether  the  original  or 
the  copy  be  the  more  remarkable  for  its 
insipidity,  Prior  seems  to  be  well  nigh 
forgotten;  but  he  was  a  scholar,  and  a 
man  of  taste,  and  an  “influential  person¬ 
age”  in  his  day. — Dibdin,  Thomas  Frog- 
nall,  1824,  The  Library  Companion,  p. 
727. 

A  poet  now-a-days  too  much  neglected. 

—Lamb,  Charles,  1834,  Table  Talk  by 
the  Late  Elia ,  Athenaeum,  p.  447. 

Had  he  stated  facility  to  be  his  aim, 
[“Ode  on  the  Battle  of  Ramillies”]  he 
had  shown  more  honesty.  He  has  escaped 
the  difficulties  of  Spenser’s  stanza,  but  at 
the  same  time  has  sacrificed  all  its  science 
and  not  a  little  of  its  beauty. — Guest, 
Edwin,  1838,  A  History  of  English. 
Rhythms,  vol.  11,  p.  394. 

Johnson  speaks  slightingly  of  his  lyrics ; 
but,  with  due  deference  to  the  great 
Samuel,  Prior’s  seem  to  me  amongst  the 
easiest,  the  richest,  the  most  charmingly 
humorous  of  English  lyrical  poems. 
Horace  is  always  in  his  mind,  and  his  song 
and  his  philosophy,  his  good  sense,  his 
happy  easy  turns  and  melody,  his  loves, 
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and  his  epicureanism,  bear  a  great  resem¬ 
blance  to  that  most  delightful  and 
accomplished  master.  In  reading  his 
works,  one  is  struck  with  their  modern 
air,  as  well  as  by  their  happy  similarity 
to  the  songs  of  the  charming  owner  of 
the  Sabine  farm. — Thackeray,  William 
Makepeace,  1853,  The  English  Humour¬ 
ists  of  the  Eighteenth  Century . 

Perhaps  no  one  of  the  minor  wits  and 
poets  of  the  time  has  continued  to  enjoy 
higher  or  more  general  favor  with  pos¬ 
terity.  Much  that  he  wrote,  indeed,  is 
now  forgotten ;  but  some  of  the  best  of 
his  comic  tales  in  verse  will  live  as  long 
as  the  lanugage,  which  contains  nothing 
that  surpasses  them  in  the  union  of  ease 
and  fluency  with  sprightliness  and  point, 
and  in  all  that  makes  up  the  spirit  of 
humorous  and  graceful  narrative.  They 
are  our  happiest  examples  of  a  style  that 
has  been  cultivated  with  more  frequent 
success  by  French  writers  than  by  our 
own.  In  one  poem,  his  “Alma,  or  The 
Progress  of  the  Mind,”  extending  to  three 
cantos,  he  has  even  applied  this  light  and 
airy  manner  of  treatment  with  remarkable 
felicity  to  some  of  the  most  curious  ques¬ 
tions  in  mental  philosophy.  In  another 
still  longer  work,  again,  entitled  “Solo¬ 
mon  on  the  Vanity  of  the  World,  in  three 
Books,”  leaving  his  characteristic  arch¬ 
ness  and  pleasantry,  he  emulates  not 
unsuccessfully  the  dignity  of  Pope,  not 
without  some  traces  of  natural  eloquence 
and  picturesqueness  of  expression  which 
are  all  his  own. — Craik,  George  L.,  1861, 
A  Compendious  History  of  English  Litera¬ 
ture  and  of  the  English  Language ,  vol.  II, 
p.  263. 

His  style  was  like  his  manners.  When 
he  tried  to  imitate  La  Fontaine’s  “Hans 
Carvel,”  he  made  it  dull,  and  lengthened 
it ;  he  could  not  be  piquant,  but  he  was 
biting;  his  obscenities  have  a  cynical 
crudity;  his  raillery  is  a  satire;  and  in 
one  of  his  poems,  “To a  Young  Gentleman 
in  Love,  ”  the  lash  becomes  a  knocking- 
down  blow.  On  the  other  hand  he  was 
not  a  common  roysterer.  Of  his  two 
principal  poems,  one  on  “Solomon”  para¬ 
phrases  and  treats  of  the  remark  of 
Ecclesiastes,  “All  is  vanity.”  From  this 
picture  you  see  forthwith  that  you  are  in 
a  biblical  land:  such  an  idea  would  not 
then  have  occured  to  a  friend  of  the 
Regent  of  France,  the  Duke  of  Orleans. 


Solomon  relates  how  he  in  vain  “proposed 
his  doubts  to  the  lettered  Rabbins,”  how 
he  has  been  equaly  unfortunate  in  the 
hopes  and  desires  of  love,  the  possession 
of  power,  and  ends  by  trusting  to  an 
“omniscient  Master,  omnipresent  King.” 
Here  we  have  English  gloom  and  English 
conclusions.  Moreover,  under  the  rhetor¬ 
ical  and  uniform  composition  of  his  verses, 
we  perceive  warmth  and  passion,  rich 
paintings,  a  sort  of  magnificence,  and  the 
profusion  of  a  surcharged  imagination 
Taine,  H.  A.,  1871,  History  of  English 
Literature ,  tr .  Van  Laun,  vol.  II,  bk.  iii, 
ch.  vii,  p.  214. 

In  the  strangely  opposed  characteristics 
of  his  intellectual  and  moral  nature,  in 
his  brightness  of  wit  and  grace  of  expres¬ 
sion,  his  insincerity,  impurity,  unspiritu- 
ality,  callousness,  and  bad  taste,  as  well 
as  in  his  geniality  and  esprit  de  corps, 
Prior  seems  to  furnish  a  very  truthful 
reflection  of  the  age  which  produced  him. 
—Hewlett,  Henry  G.,  1872,  Poets  of 
Society,  Contemporary  Review,  vol.  20, 
p.  248. 

As  a  writer  his  longer  poems  have  not 
many  claims  to  a  lasting  remembrance; 
but  his  shorter  pieces  justly  deserve  all 
the  fame  they  have  acquired.  They  come 
barely  short  of  perfection ;  Prior  strives 
hard  after  obtaining  a  classic  grace  and 
just  misses  it.  .  .  Mat.  Prior  was 

held  in  high  esteem  by  the  most  competent 
of  his  contemporaries,  with  whom  he  lived 
on  excellent  terms.  But  the  judgment 
upon  him  must  be  that  he  faithfully  repre¬ 
sented  in  himself  the  follies  of  his  time. 
His  verse  is  flexible,  sparkling,  and  flow¬ 
ing ;  at  times,  but  very  seldom,  it  merits 
higher  praise;  yet  there  was  no  one  in 
his  own  day  who  wrote  such  verse  so  well. 
His  views  of  woman,  society,  life,  and 
pleasure  were  those  almost  of  the  lowest 
stratum,  though  his  power  over  his  art 
was  so  great  that  he  could  frequently 
counterfeit  sentiments  of  a  higher  order. 
— Smith,  George  Barnett,  1875,  Poets 
and  Novelists,  pp.  392,  394. 

As  a  writer  of  what  are  called,  not 
altogether  happily,  vers  de  societe.  Prior 
takes  high  rank.  He  has  all  the  grace 
and  lightness  of  touch,  all  the  ease  and 
ingenuity  of  Horace,  though  he  wants 
that  deeper  and  more  serious  tone  which 
sometimes  tempers  the  gaiety  of  the  Latin 
poet.  He  was  the  first  in  the  field  which 
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Praed  and  Dobson  and  Locker  have  since 
so  successfully  cultivated  ;  a  field  in  which 
we  trace  the  influence  not  only  of  Latin 
but  of  French  predecessors.  But  besides 
those  qualities  which  he  had  in  common 
with  other  poets,  he  had  a  charm  of  his 
own  which  is  rather  to  be  felt  than  de¬ 
scribed. — Adams,  W.  II.  Davenport,  1886, 
Good  Queen  Anne,  vol.  II,  p.  282. 

Prior  is  probably  the  greatest  of  all 
who  dally  with  the  light  lyre  which  thrills 
to  the  wings  of  fleeting  Loves — the  great¬ 
est  English  writer  of  vers  de  societe ;  the 
most  gay,  frank,  good-humoured,  tuneful 
and  engaging. — Lang,  Andrew,  1889, 
Letters  on  Literature,  p.  153. 

Almost  all  that  is  good  in  Moore  may 
be  found  in  Prior,  and  much  besides,  but 
Prior  had  one  great  accidental  advantage 
over  Moore.  To  write  good  society  verse 
the  Eocial  tone  of  the  time  must  be  good 
and  artificial  and  complex,  for  the  verse 
reflects  the  talk  of  the  town  or  it  is  noth¬ 
ing  worth.  Society  was  never  so  much 
all  this  as  in  Queen  Anne's  day,  when 
Prior  mainly  wrote,  and  never,  for  at  least 
two  hundred  years  previously,  so  bad  or 
so  brutal  as  in  the  day  of  King  George 
IV.,  when  Moore  wrote  his  love  songs. — - 
Crawfurd,  Oswald,  1896,  ed.,  Lyrical 
Verse  from  Elizabeth  to  Victoria,  note, 
p.  429. 

What  he  considered  to  be  his  most 
successful  efforts  are  at  present,  as  it 
often  happens,  the  least  valued.  His 
three  books  on  “Solomon  on  the  Vanity 


of  the  World,”  of  which  he  himself  rue¬ 
fully  admitted  in  “The  Conversation,” 
Indeed,  poor  Solomon  iu  rhyme 
Was  much  too  grave  to  be  Bublioie, 
although  they  once  found  admirers  in  John 
Wesley  and  Cowper,  find  few  readers 
today;  and  his  paraphrase  of  the  fine  old 
ballad  of  “The  Nut-Brown  Maid”  as 
“Henry  and  Emma”  shares  their  fate. 
His  “Alma,”  which  he  regarded  as  a 
“loose  and  hasty  scribble,”  is,  on  the 
contrary,  still  a  favourite  with  the  admir¬ 
ers  of  Butler,  whose  “Hudibras”  is  its 
avowed  model — -a  model  which  it  perhaps 
excels  in  facility  of  rhyme  and  ease  of 
versification.  In  Prior's  imitations  of  the 
“Conte”  of  La  Fontaine  this  metrical 
skill  is  maintained,  and  he  also  shows 
consummate  art  in  the  telling  of  a  story 
in  verse.  Unhappily,  in  spite  of  John¬ 
son’s  extraordinary  dictum  that  “Prior  is 
a  lady’s  book”  his  themes  are  not  equally 
commendable.  But  he  is  one  of  the  neatest 
of  English  epigrammatists,  and  in  occa¬ 
sional  pieces  and  familiar  verse  has  no 
rival  in  English. — -Dobson,  Austin,  1896, 
Dictionary  of  National  Biography,  vol. 
xlvi,  p.  401. 

Although  Prior  was  neither  a  very  grea 
nor  perhaps,  in  some  respects,  a  very 
wise  man,  he  had,  at  all  events,  what  much 
greater  men  have  often  lacked,  an  excel¬ 
lent  knowledge  of  books,  the  reading  of 
which  failed  to  make  him  a  dull  man. — 
Roberts,  W.,  1897,  Matthew  Prior  as  a  Book- 
Collector,  The  Athen&um,  June  19,  p.  811. 


Charles  Leslie 

1650-1722 

Charles  Leslie,  or  Lesley.  Born  at  Dublin,  Ireland,  July  17,  1650:  died  at  Glas- 
lough,  Monaghan,  Ireland,  April  13,  1722.  A  British  nonjuror  (Jacobite)  and  contro¬ 
versialist.  He  was  an  opponent  of  William  III.  whom  he  attacked  in  a  pamphlet 
“Gallienus  Redivivus,  or  Murtherwill  out”  (1695;  a  principal  authority  on  the  Glencoe 
massacre),  of  Burnet  (“Tempora  mutantur,”  1689),  Tillotson,  and  others.  He  also 
attacked  the  Quakers  (“The  Snake  in  the  Grass,  or  Satan  transformed  into  an  Angel 
of  Light”  (1696),  and  other  pamphlets)  and  the  Jews,  and  engaged  in  political  con¬ 
troversies.  His  best-known  work  is  “A  Short  and  Easy  Method  with  the  Deists” 
(1698).  He  was  obliged  to  leave  England  (1711)  to  avoid  arrest  on  account  of  his 
political  opinions,  and  later  joined  the  household  of  the  Pretender,  whom  he  ardently 
supported. --Smith,  Benjamin  E.,  1894-97,  The  Century  Cyclopedia  of  Names,  p.  606. 


GENERAL 

Leslie,  a  pert  writer,  with  some  wit  and 
learning,  insulted  the  government  every 
week  with  the  grossest  abuse.  His  style 
and  manner,  both  of  which  were  illiberal, 


was  imitated  by  Ridpath,  De  Foe,  Dun- 
ton,  and  others  of  the  opposite  party. — 
Goldsmith,  Oliver,  1759,  The  Bee,  No. 
8,  Nov.  24. 

Leslie  was  a  reasoner,  and  a  reasoner 
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who  was  not  to  be  reasoned  against. — 
Johnson,  Samuel,  1784,  Life  by  Boswell. 

Leslie  had  much  learning,  but  more 
faction  ;  some  wit,  but  more  scurrility. — 
Noble,  Mark,  1806,  A  Biographical  His¬ 
tory  of  England,  vol.  I,  p  140. 

A  contemporary  of  Tillotson,  but  pos¬ 
sessed  of  greater  acumen,  and  exhibiting 
a  more  condensed  and  logical  style,  he 
was  perhaps  the  ablest  defender  of  ortho¬ 
doxy  at  the  close  of  the  seventeenth  cen¬ 
tury.  Ever  ardent  and  active  in  what  he 
conceived  to  be  the  cause  of  vital  religion, 
his  heart  and  head  were  constantly  excited 
to  the  bringing  forth  of  those  admirable 
works  which  appear  to  bear  the  stamp  of 
immortality.  No  single  theological  work 
has  perhaps  received  so  much  applause  as 
his  “Short  and  Easy  Method  with  the 
Deists.” — Dibdin,  Thomas  Frognall, 
1824,  The  Library  Companion,  p.  62. 

No  book  at  this  period,  among  many 
that  were  written,  reached  so  high  a  repu¬ 
tation  in  England  as  Leslie’s  “Short 
Method  with  the  Deists,”  published  in 
1694;  in  which  he  has  started  an  argu¬ 
ment,  pursued  with  more  critical  analysis 
)y  others,  on  the  peculiarly  distinctive 
marks  of  credibility  that  pertain  to  the 
scriptural  miracles.  The  authenticity  of 
this  little  treatise  has  been  idly  questioned 
on  the  Continent,  for  no  better  reason 
than  that  a  translation  of  it  has  been  pub¬ 
lished  in  a  posthumous  edition  (1732)  of 
the  works  of  Saint  Real,  who  died  in 
1692.  But  posthumous  editions  are  never 
deemed  of  sufficient  authority  to  establish 
a  literary  title  against  possession ;  and 
Prosper  Marchand  informs  us  that  several 
other  tracts,  in  this  edition  of  Saint  Real, 
are  erroneously  ascribed  to  him.  The 
internal  evidence  that  the  “Short  Method” 
was  written  by  a  Protestant  should  be 
conclusive. — Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39, 
Introduction  to  the  Literature  of  Europe, 
pt.  iv,  eh.  ii,  par.  44. 

An  acute  controversialist  in  favour  of 
the  Church  of  England. — Bickersteth, 
Edward,  1844,  The  Christian  Student. 

His  abilities  and  his  connections  were 
such  that  he  might  easily  have  obtained 
high  preferment  in  the  Church  of  England. 
But  he  took  his  place  in  the  front  rank  of 
the  Jacobite  body,  and  remained  there 
steadfastly,  through  all  the  dangers  and 
vicissitudes  of  three  and  thirty  troubled 
years.  Though  constantly  engaged  in 


theological  controversy  with  Deists,  Jews, 
Socinians,  Presbyterians,  Papists,  and 
Quakers,  he  found  time  to  be  one  of  the 
most  voluminous  political  writers  of  the 
age.  Of  all  the  nonjuring  clergy  he  was 
the  best  qualified  to  discuss  constitutional 
questions.  For  before  he  had  taken 
orders,  he  had  resided  long  in  the  Temple, 
and  had  been  studying  English  history  and 
law,  while  most  of  the  other  chiefs  of  the 
schism  had  been  pouring  over  the  Acts  of 
Chalcedon,  or  seeking  for  wisdom  in  the 
Targum  of  Onkelos. — Macaulay,  Thomas 
BabingtON,  1855,  History  of  England, 
ck.  xiv. 

The  works  of  this  remarkable  man  have 
been  collected  in  seven  volumes  (Oxford 
1832),  and  it  must  be  allowed  that  they 
place  their  author  very  high  in  the  list  of 
controversial  writers,  the  ingenuity  of  the 
arguments  being  only  equalled  by  the  keen¬ 
ness  and  pertinacity  with  which  they  are 
pursued.— Chambers,  Robert,  1876,  Cy¬ 
clopaedia  of  English  Literature,  ed.  Car- 
ruthers. 

Leslie  was  pronounced  by  Johnson  to 
have  been  the  only  nonjuror  who  could 
reason.  He  was,  in  fact,  no  despicable 
master  of  the  art  of  expressing  pithy  argu¬ 
ments  in  vigorous  English.  His  honour¬ 
able  independence  of  character  attached 
him  to  the  fortunes  of  a  small  and  declin¬ 
ing  party ;  whilst  his  pugnacity  plunged 
him  into  controversies  with  almost  every 
section  of  the  majority.  Besides  numer¬ 
ous  political  skirmishes,  he  found  time  to 
carry  on  operations  against  Quakers, 
Deists,  Socinians,  Jews,  and  Papists.  The 
far  more  surprising  circumstance  is  stated, 
that  he  had  the  almost  unique  honour  of 
converting  several  of  his  antagonists. 
Amongst  those  who  surrendered  to  his 
prowess  was  Gildon,  who  put  forth  his 
recantation  some  years  afterwards  in  a 
flabby  repetition  of  the  regular  common¬ 
places,  called  the  “Deist’s  Manual.”  The 
pleasure  of  dragging  a  captive  infidel  in 
triumph  must  have  been  diminished  by  the 
consciousness  that  he  was  so  poor  a  crea¬ 
ture  ;  but  we  might  turn  over  a  long  list 
of  controversial  writers  without  finding 
one  who  had  even  a  Gildon  to  boast  of. — 
Stephen,  Leslie,  1876,  History  of  English 
Thought  in  the  Eighteenth  Century ,  vol.  I, 
p.  195. 

Leslie  wrote  an  easy  and  lively  style, 
had  some  learning  and  wit,  and  more 
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scurrility,  and  was  adroit  at  logical  fence. 
He  was  a  most  unsparing  controversialist. 
Swift,  while  professing  abhorrence  of  his 
political  principles,  warmly  praised  his  ser¬ 
vices  to  the  Anglican  church.  Johnson 


declared  him  the  only  reasoner  among  the 
non  jurors,  and  “a  reasoner  who  was  not 
to  be  reasoned  against.’' — Ricg,  J.  M., 
1893,  Dictionary  of  National  Biography, 
vol.  xxxm,p.82. 


John  Toland 

1670-1722 

Bom  in  Ireland,  in  1669,  of  Roman  Catholic  parents,  but  became  a  zealous  opponent 
of  that  faith  before  he  was  sixteen;  after  which  he  finished  his  education  at  Glasgow 
and  Edinburgh;  he  retired  to  study  at  Leyden,  where  he  formed  the  acquaintance  of 
Leibnitz  and  other  learned  men.  His  first  book,  published  in  1696,  and  entitled  “Chris¬ 
tianity  not  Mysterious,”  was  met  by  the  strongest  denunciation  from  the  pulpit,  was 
“presented”  by  the  grand  jury  of  Middlesex,  and  ordered  to  be  burnt  by  the  common 
hangman  by  the  Parliament  of  Ireland.  He  was  henceforth  driven  for  employ  to  liter¬ 
ature  ;  and  in  1699  was  engaged  by  the  Duke  of  Newcastle  to  edit  the  “Memoirs  of 
Denzil,  Lord  Hollis;”  and  afterwards  by  the  Earl  of  Oxford  on  a  new  edition  of  Har¬ 
rington’s  “Oceana."  He  then  visited  the  courts  of  Berlin  and  Hanover.  He  pub¬ 
lished  many  works  on  politics  and  religion,  the  latter  all  remarkable  for  their  deistical 
tendencies,  and  died  in  March,  1722. — Disraeli,  Benjamin  (Lord  Beaconsfield), 
1881,  cd.,  Calamities  of  Authors,  by  Isaac  Disraeli ,  note. 


PERSONAL 

If  his  exceeding  great  value  of  himself 
do  not  deprive  the  world  of  that  useful¬ 
ness  that  his  parts,  if  rightly  conducted, 
might  be  of,  1  shall  be  very  glad.  The 
hopes  young  men  give  of  what  use  they 
will  make  of  their  parts  is,  to  me,  the 
encouragement  of  being  concerned  for 
them  ;  but,  if  vanity  increases  with  age, 
I  always  fear  whither  it  will  lead  a  man. 
—Locke,  John.  1697 1  Letters. 

A  lover  of  oil  literature, 
and  knowing  more  than  ten  languages; 
a  champion  for  truth, 
an  assertor  of  liberty, 
but  the  follower  or  dependant  of  no  man  ; 
nor  could  menaces  nor  fortune  bend  him ; 
the  way  he  had  chosen  he  pursued, 
preferring  honesty  to  his  interest. 

His  spirit  is  joined  with  its  ethereal  father 
from  whom  it  originally  proceeded; 
his  body  likewise,  yielding  to  Nature, 
is  again  laid  in  the  lap  of  its  mother: 
but  he  is  about  to  rise  again  in  eternity, 
yet  never  to  be  the  same  Toland  more. 

— Toland,  John,  1722,  Epitaph. 

The  name  of  Toland  is  more  familiar 
than  his  character,  yet  his  literary  por¬ 
trait  has  great  singularity;  he  must  be 
classed  among  the  “Authors  by  Profes¬ 
sion,”  an  honour  secured  by  near  fifty 
publications ;  and  we  shall  discover  that 
he  aimed  to  combine  with  the  literary 
character  one  peculiarly  his  own.  With 
higher  talents  and  more  learning  than 


have  been  conceded  to  him,  there  ran  in 
his  miDd  an  original  vein  of  thinking. 
Yet  his  whole  life  exhibits  in  how  small  a 
degree  great  intellectual  powers,  whe 
scattered  through  all  the  forms  whir 
Vanity  suggests,  will  contribute  to  f 
author’s  social  comforts,  or  raise  him  in 
public  esteem.  Toland  was  fruitful  in  his 
productions,  and  still  more  so  in  his  proj¬ 
ects:  yet  it  is  mortifying  to  estimate  the 
result  of  all  the  intense  activity  of  the 
life  of  an  author  of  genius,  which  termin¬ 
ates  in  being  placed  among  these  Calami¬ 
ties.  ...  He  was  so  confirmed  an 
author,  that  he  never  published  one  book 
without  promising  another.  He  refers  to 
others  in  MS.  ;  and  some  of  his  most 
curious  works  are  posthumous.  He  was 
a  great  artificer  of  title  pages,  covering 
them  with  a  promising  luxuriance  ;  and  in 
this  way  recommended  his  works  to  the 
booksellers.  He  had  an  odd  taste  for 
running  inscriptions  of  whimsical  crabbed 
terms;  the  gold-dust  of  erudition  to  gild 
over  a  title. — Disraeli,  Isaac,  1812-13, 
The  Victims  of  Vanity,  Calamities  of 
Authors. 

From  his  earliest  days  Toland  was  a 
mere  waif  and  stray,  hanging  loose  upon 
society,  retiring  at  intervals  into  the  pro- 
foundest  recesses  of  Grub  Street,  emerg¬ 
ing  again  by  fits  to  scandalise  the  whole 
respectable  world,  and  then  once  more 
sinking  back  into  tenfold  obscurity.  His 
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career  is  made  pathetic  by  his  incessant 
efforts  to  clutch  at  various  supports, 
which  always  gave  way  as  lie  grasped 
them.  The  illegitimate  son,  as  it  was 
said,  probably  out  of  mere  malice,  of  an 
Irish  priest,  he  became  a  convert  to 
Protestantism  at  sixteen,  and  was  sup¬ 
ported  by  certain  dissenters  at  Glasgow, 
Leyden,  and  Oxford.  He  repaid  their 
generosity  by  acquiring  a  considerable 
amount  of  learning,  and  then  by  suddenly 
firing  “Christianity  not  Mysterious”  in 
their  faces.  It  was  a  luckless  perform¬ 
ance  so  far  as  his  temporal  interests  were 
concerned.  The  Grand  Jury  of  Middlesex 
presented  it  as  a  nuisance;  the  uproar 
which  it  excited  followed  him  to  Dublin; 
there  for  a  time  he  braved  the  storm,  and 
was  foolish  enough  to  maintain  hisopinions 
at  “coffee-houses  and  public  tables;” 
whereas  infidelity,  till  a  much  later  period, 
was,  like  hair-powder,  an  acknowledged 
perquisite  of  the  aristocracy.  Poor  Toland 
fell  into  debt;  it  became  dangerous  to 
speak  to  him  ;  and  as  South  triumphantly 
declared,  whilst  wishing  that  English  zeal 
were  equally  warm,  “the  (Irish)  parlia¬ 
ment,  to  their  immortal  honour,  sent  him 
packing,  and,  without  the  help  of  a  faggot, 
soon  made  the  kingdom  too  hot  to  hold 
him.” — Stephen,  Leslie,  1876,  History 
of  English,  Thought  in  the  Eighteenth  Cen¬ 
tury ,  voL  I,  p.  101. 

GENERAL 

His  “Christianity  not  Mysterious,” 
1696,  caused  none  the  less  excitement 
than  its  quarrel  with  orthodoxy  was  chiefly 
concerning  the  word  “mysterious.”  He 
accepted  the  Bible  theory  of  the  origin  of 
sin,  only  labouring  to  make  out  that  there 
was  nothing  mysterious  about  it.  He  did 
not  repudiate  miracles;  he  only  held  that 


there  was  nothing  mysterious  in  an  all 
powerful  Being  breaking  through  the 
order  of  nature.  Professor  Ferrier  styles 
him  “but  a  poor  writer,”  and  charges  him 
with  “dulness.  pedantry,  vanity,  and  indis¬ 
cretion.  ” — Minto,  William,  1872-80, 
Manual  of  English  Prose  Literature,  p.  399. 

His  works  were  never  collected,  and  are 
now  forgotten. — Chambers,  Robert,  1876, 
Cyclopcedia.  of  English  Literature,  cd.  Cur- 
ruthers. 

Toland  was  evidently  a  man  of  remark¬ 
able  versatility  and  acuteness,  and  his  first 
book  struck  the  keynote  of  the  long  dis¬ 
cussions  as  to  the  relation  between  the 
religion  of  nature  and  the  accepted  doc¬ 
trines.  He  showed  also  an  acute  percep¬ 
tion  of  the  importance  of  historical 
inquiries  into  the  origin  of  creeds,  though 
his  precarious  circumstances  prevented 
him  from  carrying  out  continuous  studies. 
His  contemporaries  held  that  vanity  led 
him  to  a  rash  exposition  of  crude  guesses. 
Allowance  must  be  made  for  the  unfor¬ 
tunate  circumstances  which  compelled  him 
to  make  a  living  in  the  ambiguous  posi¬ 
tion  of  a  half-recognised  political  agent 
and  a  hack-author  dependent  upon  the 
patronage  of  men  in  power.  Some  of  his 
writings  were  respectfully  criticised  by 
Leibnitz,  and  he  was  in  intercourse  with 
some  of  the  ablest  men  of  his  time.  He 
is  generally  noticed  along  with  Collins  and 
Tindal  as  the  object  of  the  contempt  of 
respectable  divines,  but  deserved  real 
credit  as  a  pioneer  of  freethought.  He 
had  read  widely  and  knew  many  languages, 
including  Irish,  which  he  had  learned  in 
his  infancy  (see  his  “History  of  the 
Druids”),  and  some  of  the  Teutonic  lan¬ 
guages.  -Stephen,  Leslie,  1898,  Diction¬ 
ary  of  National  Biography,  vol.  LVI,  p.  441. 


Susannah  Centlivre 

1667 7-1723 

^frs.  Susannah  Centlivre,  1667  [?]~1723.  Born  [Susanna  Freeman?  or  Rawkins?], 
in  Ireland  [  ?]  1667  [?].  Is  said  to  have  run  away  from  home  on  father’s  second 
marriage,  and  lived  in  Cambridge  with  Anthony  Hammond;  in  London,  for  about  a 
year,  with  a  nephew  of  Sir  Stephen  Fox  ;  and  subsequently  with  a  Capt.  Carroll,  for 
about  eighteen  months.  Plays  produced  at  Drury  Lane,  1700-22;  others  occasionally 
at  Lincoln’s  Inn  Fields  and  Haymarket.  First  appeared  as  an  actress  at  Bath,  in  her 
“Love  at  a  Venture,  ”  1706.  Joined  company  of  strolling  players.  Married  to  Joseph 
Centlivre,  head  cook  to  Queen  Anne  and  George  I.,  1706  [?].  Died  in  London,  1  Dec. 
1723.  Buried  in  St.  Martin’s-in-the-Fields,  and  afterwards  transferred  to  St.  Paul’s 
Covent  Garden.  Works:  “The  Perjur’d  Husband,”  1700  (produced  at  Drury  Lane, 
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1700) ;  “Love  at  a  Venture,’’  1706  (prod,  at  Bath,  1706  [?]);  “The  Beau's  Duel/’ 
1702  (prod.  Lincoln’s  Inn  Fields,  1702);  “The  Stolen  Heiress’’ (anon.),  [1703]  (prod. 
Lincoln's  Inn  Fields,  1702);  “Love’s  Contrivance’’  (anon.),  1703  (prod.  Drury  Lane, 
1703);  “The  Gamester’’  (anon.),  1705  (prod.  Lincoln’s  Inn  Fields,  1705  [  ?]) ;  “The 
Bassett  Table"  (anon.),  1706  (prod.  Drury  Lane,  1705);  “The  Platonick  Lady’’ 
(anon.),  1707  (prod.  Drury  Lane,  1706);  “The  Busy  Body,"  1709  (prod.  Drury  Lane, 

1709) ;  “The  Man’s  Bewitched,’’  [1710]  (prod.  Haymarket,  1709);  “A  Bickerstaff’s 
Burial,"  [1710?]  (prod.  Drury  Lane,  1710);  “Marplot,"  1711  (prod.  Drury  Lane, 

1710) ;  “The  Perplex’s  Lovers,’’  1712  (prod.  Drury  Lane,  1712);  “The  Wonder!" 

1714  (prod.  Drury  Lane,  1714);  “A  Gotham  Election,’’  1715  (not  acted ;  2nd  edn., 
called  “Humours  of  Elections,"  1737);  “A  Wife  Well  Managed,"  1715  (prod.  Drury 
Lane,  1715  [?]);  “A  Poem,  humbly  presented  to  .  .  .  George,  King  of  Great 

Britain,  upon  his  Accession  to  the  Throne,"  1715;  “The  Cruel  Gift"  (with  Rowe). 
1717  (prod.  Drury  Lane,  1716);  “A  Bold  Stroke  for  a  Wife"  (with  Mottley),  1718 
(prod.  Drury  Lane,  1718);  “The  Artifice,"  1721  (prod.  Drury  Lane,  1722).  Collected 
Works:  in  3  vols.,  with  life ,  1761  (2nd  edn.,  1872).— Sharp,  R.  Farquiiarson, 


1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p. 

PERSONAL 

The  world  seemed  disposed  to  take 
Susannah’s  word  ,  but  even  good-nature 
must  grant,  that  there  are  many  breaks 
and  chasms  in  her  story.  Indigent  and 
friendless,  lively  and  engaging,  we  reluc¬ 
tantly  excuse  where  it  is  impossible  to 
approve.  It  would,  perhaps,  be  very 
difficult  to  find  the  marriage  certificate  for 
her  second  union. — Noble,  Mark,  1806, 
A  Biographical  History  of  England ,  vol.  II, 
p.  264. 

In  Spring  Gardens,  originally  a  place  of 
public  entertainment,  died  Mrs.  Centlivre. 
the  sprightly  authoress  of  the 4  ‘  Wonder, ' ' 
the  “Busy  Body,"  and  the  “Bold  Stroke 
for  a  Wife."  She  was  buried  at  St. 
Martin’s.  She  is  said  to  have  been  a 
beauty,  an  accomplished  linguist,  and  a 
good-natured  friendly  woman.  Pope  put 
her  in  his  “Dunciad, ’’  for  having  written, 
it  is  said,  a  ballad  against  his  “Homer" 
when  she  was  a  child !  But  the  probability 
is  that  she  was  too  intimate  with  Steele 
and  other  friends  of  Addison  while  the 
irritable  poet  wa3  at  variance  with  them. 
It  is  not  impossible,  also,  that  some  raillery 
of  hers  might  have  been  applied  to  him, 
not  very  pleasant  from  a  beautiful  woman 
against  a  man  of  his  personal  infirmities, 
who  was  naturally  jealous  of  not  being 
well  with  the  sex. — Hunt,  Leigh,  1856, 
The  Town,  p.  368. 

A  sad  lot  were  all  these  early  feminine 
intruders  into  the  field  of  letters, — Aphra 
Behn,  Mrs.  Manley,  Mrs.  Pilkington,  and 
the  rest.  Mrs.  Centlivre  was  the  best  of 
them.  Almost  the  first  of  her  sex  to 
adopt  literature  as  a  calling,  she  may  well 


be  regarded  as  an  unconscious  reformer, 
the  leader  of  a  forlorn  hope  against  that 
literary  fortress  which  was  so  long 
defended  by  the  cruel  sneers  of  its  mas¬ 
culine  garrison.  She  fell  upon  the  glacis. 
But  over  her  body  the  Amazons  have 
marched  on  to  victory. — Huntington 
H.  A.,  1882,  Afr5.  Centlivre,  Allan * 
Monthly ,  vol.  49,  p.  764. 

The  place  of  Mrs.  Centlivre’s  burial  1 
been  for  many  years  undetermined,  man,, 
of  the  older  authorities — among  others, 
the  “Biographia  Dramatica" — placing  it 
in  the  Church  of  St.  Martin-in-the-Fields, 
in  which  parish  she  died.  But  search  of 
the  Register  of  St.  Paul’s,  Covent  Garden, 
shows  that  she  was  buried  in  that  church, 
“Decemb’r  4th,  1723."  The  date  of  her 
birth  or  the  position  of  her  grave  is  not 
recorded. — Hutton,  Laurence,  1885, 
Literary  Landmarks  of  London,  p.  41. 

THE  BUSY  BODY 
1709 

On  Saturday  last  was  presented  the 
“Busy  Body,"  a  comedy,  written  (as  I 
have  heretofore  remarked)  by  a  woman. 
The  plot  and  incidents  of  the  play  are  laid 
with  that  subtlety  of  spirit  which  is 
peculiar  to  females  of  wit,  and  is  very 
seldom  well  performed  by  those  of  the 
other  sex,  in  whom  craft  in  love  is  an  act 
of  invention,  and  not,  as  with  women,  the 
effect  of  nature  and  instinct. — Steele, 
Sir  Richard,  1709,  The  Taller,  No.  19, 
May  24. 

“The  Busy  Body"  is  inferior,  in  the 
interest  of  the  story  and  characters,  to 
the  “Wonder,"  but  it  is  full  of  bustle  and 
gaiety  from  beginning  to  end.  The  plot 
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never  stands  still ;  the  situations  succeed 
one  another  like  the  changes  of  scenery 
in  a  pantomime.  The  nice  dove-tailing  of 
the  incidents,  and  cross-reading  in  the 
situations,  supplies  the  place  of  any  great 
force  of  wit  or  sentiment.  The  time  for 
the  entrance  of  each  person  on  the  stage 
is  the  moment  when  they  are  least 
wanted,  and  when  they  arrive  make  either 
themselves  or  somebody  else  look  as 
foolish  as  possible.  The  laughableness  of 
this  comedy,  as  well  as  of  “The  Wonder,  ” 
depends  on  a  brilliant  series  of  mistimed 
exits  and  entrances.  Marplot  is  the 
whimsical  hero  of  the  piece,  and  a  stand¬ 
ing  memorial  of  unmeaning  vivacity  and 
assiduous  impertinence.  Hazlitt,  Wil¬ 
liam,  1818,  Lectures  on  the  English  Comic 
Writers,  Lecture  viii. 

“The  Busy  Body”  still  keeps  the  stage  ; 
for,  though  many  years  have  elapsed  since 
its  performance  in  London,  where  various 
circumstances  combine  to  limit  the  regular 
stock  pieces  within  very  narrow  bounds, 
continues  to  find  favour  in  the  country, 
ing  not  unfrequently  acted  at  some  of 
5  most  distinguished  of  the  provincial 
;atres. — Dunham,  S.  Astley,  1838,  ed., 
'erary  and  Scientific  Men  of  Great  Britain 
h.nd  Ireland,  vol.  in,  p .  315. 

THE  WONDER 
1714 

The  “Wonder”  is  one  of  the  best  of  our 
acting  plays.  The  passion  of  jealousy  in 
Don  Felix  is  managed  in  such  a  way  as  to 
give  as  little  offence  as  possible  to  the 
audience,  for  every  appearance  combines 
to  excite  and  confirm  his  worse  suspicions, 
while  we,  who  are  in  the  secret,  laugh  at 
his  groundless  uneasiness  and  apprehen¬ 
sions.  The  ambiguity  of  the  heroine’s 
situation,  which  is  like  a  continued  prac¬ 
tical  equivoque,  gives  rise  to  a  quick 
succession  of  causeless  alarms,  subtle 
excuses,  and  the  most  hair-breadth 
’scapes.  The  scene  near  the  end,  in 
which  Don  Felix,  pretending  to  be  drunk, 
forces  his  way  out  of  Don  Manuel’s  house, 
who  wants  to  keep  him  a  prisoner,  by  pro¬ 
ducing  his  marriage-contract  in  the  shape 
of  a  pocket-pistol,  with  the  terrors  and 
confusion  into  which  the  old  gentleman  is 
thrown  by  this  sort  of  argumentum  ad 
hominem,  is  one  of  the  richest  treats  the 
stage  affords,  and  calls  forth  incessant 
peals  of  laughter  and  applause. — Hazlitt, 


William,  1818,  Lectures  on  the  English 
Comic  Writers,  Lecture  viii. 

The  busy,  bustling  nature  of  the  plot, 
the  excellence  of  the  situations  which  it 
affords,  and  the  skilful  portraiture  of  the 
characters,  have,  in  themselves,  without 
much  assistance  from  the  dialogue,  which, 
though  pertinent  and  lively,  has  little  or 
no  pretensions  to  wit,  enabled  this  play  to 
keep  the  stage  down  to  the  present  day. 
— Dunham,  8.  Astley,  1838,  ed.,  Liter¬ 
ary  and  Scientific  Men  of  Great  Britain 
and  Ireland,  vol.  Ill,  p.  316. 

In  the  elegance  and  brilliancy  of  its 
dialogue,  and  in  the  effectiveness  of  its 
situations,  no  comedy  of  Mrs.  Centlivre’s 
approaches  ‘‘The  Wonder .  ”  This  is  per¬ 
haps  best  shown  by  the  fact  that  its  chief 
character,  so  often  played  by  him,  was 
chosen  by  Garrick  for  his  last  appearance 
on  the  stage,  lie  had  thought  of  making 
his  farewell  in  Richard  III.,  but  he  dreaded 
the  fight  and  the  fall,  and  on  reflection 
preferred  to  be  remembered  associated 
with  the  mad  gayety  of  the  jealous  and 
choleric  Don  Felix,  rather  than  with  the 
sombre  villainy  of  the  crook-backed  king. 
—Huntington,  H.  A.,  1882,  Mrs.  Cent- 
livre,  Atlantic  Monthly,  vol.  49,  p.  762. 

A  BOLD  STROKE  FOR  A  WIFE 
1718 

A  truly  excellent  comedy. — -Arnold, 
Thomas,  1862-87,  A  Manual  of  English 
Literature ,  p.  246,  note. 

The  “Bold  Stroke  fora  Wife”  is  entirely 
her  own,  and  has  had  a  wonderful  succes¬ 
sion  of  Colonel  Feignwells,  from  C.  Bullock 
down  to  Mr.  Graham!  This  piece,  how¬ 
ever,  was  but  moderately  successful ;  but 
it  has  such  vivacity,  fun,  and  quiet  humor 
in  it,  that  it  has  outlived  many  a  one  that 
began  with  greater  triumph,  and  in  “the 
real  Simon  Pure,”  first  acted  by  Griffin, 
it  has  given  a  proverb  to  the  English 
language. — Doran,  John,  1863,  Annals 
of  the  English  Stage,  vol.  I,  p.  168. 

GENERAL 

From  a  mean  parentage  and  education, 
after  several  gay  adventures  (over  which 
we  shal  draw  a  veil),  she  had,  at  last,  so 
well  improv’d  her  natural  genius  by  read¬ 
ing  and  good  conversation,  as  to  attempt 
to  write  for  the  stage,  in  which  she  had 
as  good  success  as  any  of  her  sex  before 
her.  Her  first  dramatic  performance  was 
a  tragi-comedy  called  “The  Perjur’d 
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Husband,”  but  the  plays  which  gained  her 
most  reputation  were  two  comedies,  “The 
Gamester”  and  “The  Busy  Body.”  She 
writ  also  several  copies  of  verses  on  divers 
subjects  and  occasions,  and  a  great  many 
ingenious  letters,  entitled  “Letters  of 
Wit,  Politics,  and  Morality,”  which  I 
collected  and  published  about  twenty-one 
years  ago.  -Boyer,  Abel,  1729?  Political 
State,  vol.  xxvi,  p.  670. 

Almost  the  last  of  our  writers  who 
ventured  to  hold  out  in  the  prohibited 
track  was  a  female  adventurer,  Mrs. 
Centlivre,  who  seemed  to  take  advantage 
of  the  privilege  of  her  sex,  and  to  set  at 
defiance  the  cynical  denunciations  of  the 
angry  puritanical  reformist.  Her  plays 
have  a  provoking  spirit  and  volatile  salt 
in  them,  which  3t ill  preserves  them,  from 
decay.  Congreve  is  said  to  have  been 
jealous  of  their  success  at  the  time,  and 
that  it  was  one  cause  which  drove  him  in 
disgust  from  tho  stage.  If  so,  it  was 
without  any  good  reason,  for  these  plays 
have  great  and  intrinsic  merit  in  them, 
which  entitled  them  to  their  popularity 
.  .  .  and  besides,  their  merit  was 

of  a  kind  entirely  different  from  his  own. 
— Hazlitt,  William,  1818,  Lectures  on 
the  English  Comic  Writers,  Lecture  viii. 

Mrs.  Centlivre  had  unobtrusive  humor, 
sayings  full  of  significance  rather  than 
wit,  wholesome  fun  in  her  comic,  and 
earnestness  in  her  serious,  characters. 
Mrs.  Centlivre,  in  her  pictures  of  life, 
attracts  the  spectator.  There  may  be, 
now  and  then,  something,  as  in  Dutch 
pictures,  which  had  been  as  well  away ; 
but  this  apart,  all  the  rest  is  true,  and 
pleasant,  and  hearty;  the  grouping  per¬ 
fect,  the  color  faithful,  and  enduring  too 
—despite  the  cruel  sneer  of  Pope,  who, 
in  the  “Life  of  Curll,”  sarcastically 
alludes  to  her  as  “the  Cook’s  wife  in 
Buckingham  Court.”  —  Doran,  John, 
1863,  Annals  of  the  English  Stage,  vol.  I, 

p.  168. 

Her  comedies,  whether  original  or  not, 
— for  several  of  these  borrow  their  plots 
from  foreign  sources, — bear  all  an  unmis¬ 
takable  family  likeness  to  one  another. 
Their  authoress  needed  no  indulgence  as 
a  playwright  on  the  score  of  her  sex;  for 
not  one  among  the  dramatists  contem¬ 
porary  with  her  better  understood  the 
construction  of  light  comic  actions,  or  the 
use  of  those  conventional  figures  of  comedy 


which  irresistibly  appeal  to  the  mirthful 
instincts  of  a  popular  audience.  Inasmuch 
as  she  had  no  hesitation  in  resorting  to 
the  broadest  expedients  of  farce,  she  wa3 
sure  of  the  immediate  effect  which  was  all 
that  her  ambition  desired ;  for  she  never 
flattered  herself,  as  she  confesses,  “that 
anything  she  was  capable  of  doing  could 
support  the  Stage.”  In  one  instance, 
however,  she  virtually  invented  a  person¬ 
age  of  really  novel  humour  ;  and  in  another 
she  devised  a  character  to  which  the 
genius  of  a  great  actor  ensured  a  long- 
enduring  life  on  the  boards.  Marplot  in 
“The  Busy-Body”  and  Don  Felix  in  “The 
Wonder”  are  creations  upon  which  any 
comic  dramatist  might  look  back  with 
satisfaction ;  and  on  the  former,  indeed, 
Mrs.  Centlivre  relies  as  conferring  a  real 
title  to  popular  favour.  As  a  rule,  how¬ 
ever,  her  characters  are  little  more  than 
thin  outlines  left  to  the  actor  to  fill  up. 
This  cavil  applies  particularly  to  those  of 
her  comedies  which  are  to  all  intents  and 
purposes  mere  pictures  of  manners. — 
Ward,  Adolphus  William,  1875-99,  A 
History  of  English  Dramatic  Literature, 
vol.  in,  p.  488. 

The  comedies  of  Mrs.  Centlivre  ar 
often  ingenious  and  sprightly,  and  D 
comic  scenes  are  generally  brisk.  Mr 
Centlivre  troubled  herself  little  abo 
invention,  “A  Bold  Stroke  for  a  Wife, 
being  the  only  work  for  which  she  is  at 
the  pains  to  claim  absolute  originality. 
So  far  as  regards  the  stage,  she  may  boast 
a  superiority  over  almost  all  her  country¬ 
women,  since  two  of  her  comedies  remain 
in  the  list  of  acting  plays.  More  than 
one  other  work  is  capable,  with  some 
alterations,  of  being  acted.  A  keen  politi¬ 
cian.  she  displays  in  some  of  her  dramatic 
writings  a  strong  whig  bias,  which  was 
in  part  responsible  for  their  success.— 
Knight,  Joseph,  1887,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography ,  vol.  IX,  p.  422. 

The  best  of  her  plays  are  “The  Busy¬ 
body”  and  “A  Bold  Stroke  for  a  Wife,” 
from  the  last  of  which  comes  at  least  one 
universally  known  and  quoted  phrase, 
“the  real  Simon  Pure.”  They  are  nearer  lit¬ 
erature  than  Cibber’s,  but  they  are  chiefly 
interesting  because  they  show  the  change 
of  taste.  The  theme  is  still  intrigue,  but 
it  is  almost  always  unsuccessful. — Saints- 
bury,  George,  1898.  A  Short  History  of 
English  Literature,  p.  496. 
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Thomas  D’Urfey 
1653-1723 

Thomas  D’Urfey,  born  in  Devonshire  about  1630,  lived  to  be  very  old,  was  known 
in  the  reign  of  George  l.  as  one  of  the  wits  of  the  time  of  Charles  11.,  and  was 
“Tom”  to  the  last,  so  that  even  the  stone  over  his  grave  recorded  of  him  “Tom 
D’Urfey:  died  February  26,  1723.”  He  wrote  plays,  operas,  poems,  and  songs,  and 
was  a  diner-out  among  great  people,  whom  he  entertained  by  singing  his  own  songs 
to  his  own  music.  That  was  his  chief  title  to  honour,  and  he  was  so  well  known  that 
a  country  gentleman  who  came  to  London  must  not  go  home  till  he  was  able  to  say 
that  he  had  met  Tom  D’Urfey.  In  1676,  D’Urfey  began  with  “Archery  Revived, ”  a 
heroic  poem;  a  tragedy,  “The  Siege  of  Memphis;”  and  a  comedy,  “The  Fond  Hus¬ 
band;  or.  The  Plotting  Sister.”  Comedies,  with  an  occasional  tragedy  or  tragi¬ 
comedy,  then  followed  one  another  fast.  In  1682,  D’Urfey,  who  had  nothing  of  But¬ 
ler’s  substance  in  him,  published  a  satire,  called  “  Butler’s  Ghost ;  or,  lludibras,  the 
Fourth  Part:  with  Reflections  on  these  Times.”  A  volume  of  songs  by  D’Urfey 
appeared  in  1687,  and  the  collection  made  from  time  to  time  was  completed  in  six 
volumes  by  the  year  1720,  as  “Wit  and  Mirth;  or,  Pills  to  Purge  Melancholy:  being 
a  large  Collection  of  Ballads,  Sonnets,  etc.,  with  their  Tunes.” — Morley,  HENRY,  1879, 


A  Manual  of  English  Literature,  ed.  Tyler, 
PERSONAL 

The  two  poets  I  have  mentioned,  are 
Pindar  and  Mr.  D’Urfey.  The  former  of 
‘hese  is  long  since  laid  in  his  urn,  after 
aving,  many  years  together,  endeared 
mself  to  all  Greece  by  his  tuneful  com- 
isitions.  Our  countryman  is  still  living, 
id  in  a  blooming  old  age,  that  still 
promises  many  musical  productions;  for 
if  I  am  not  mistaken,  our  British  swan 
will  sing  to  the  last.  ...  I  myself 
remember  King  Charles  the  Second  lean¬ 
ing  on  Tom  D’Urfey’s  shoulder  more  than 
once,  and  humming  over  a  song  with  him. 
It  is  certain  that  monarch  was  not  a  little 
supported  by  “Joy  to  great  Caesar,” 
which  gave  the  whigs  such  a  blow  as  they 
were  not  able  to  recover  that  whole  reign. 

As  my  friend,  after  the  manner 
of  the  old  lyrics,  accompanies  his  works 
with  his  own  voice,  he  has  been  the 
delight  of  the  most  polite  companies  and 
conversations,  from  the  beginning  of  King 
Charles  the  Second’s  reign  to  our  present 
times.  Many  an  honest  gentleman  has 
got  a  reputation  in  his  country,  by  pre¬ 
tending  to  have  been  in  company  with  Tom 
D’Urfey.  ...  1  must  not  omit  that 

my  old  friend  angles  for  a  trout  the  best 
of  any  man  in  England.  May-flies  come 
in  late  this  season,  or  I  myself  should, 
before  now,  have  had  a  trout  of  his  hook¬ 
ing. — Addison,  Joseph,  1713,  The  Guard¬ 
ian,  No.  67. 

Mr.  Rowe,  the  poet  laureate,  is  dead, 
and  has  left  a  damned  jade  of  a  Pegasus. 
J’ll  answer  for  it,  he  won’t  do  as  your 


p.  422. 

mare  did,  having  more  need  of  Lucan’B 
present  than  Sir  Richard  Blackmore.  I 
would  fain  have  Pope  get  a  patent  for  life 
for  the  place,  with  a  power  of  putting  in 
Durfey  his  deputy.  -Ap.duthnot,  John, 
1718,  Letter  to  Swift,  Dec.  11. 

D’Urfey.  Thomas,  the  poet,  ingenius 
for  witty  madrigals,  buried  Tuesday  26 
day  of  February,  1722-3,  in  St.  James’ 
Church  in  Middlesex,  at  the  charge  of  the 
Duke  of  Dorset. — Neve,  Peter  le,  1723, 
Diary. 

Hero  lies  the  Lyrick,  who,  with  tnlo  and 
song 

Did  life  to  three  score  years  and  ten  prolong; 
His  tale  waa  pleasant  and  his  song  was  sweet, 
His  heart  was  cheerful — but  his  thirst  was 
great. 

Grieve,  Reader,  grieve,  that  he  too  soou 
grown  old, 

His  Bong  has  ended,  and  his  tale  is  told. 

— Anon,  1726,  Epitaph  on  Tom  D'Urfey, 
Miscellaneous  Poems,  vol.  I,  p.  6. 

He  existed,  or  rather,  I  might  say, 
flourished  for  forty-six  years  or  more, 
living  chiefly  on  the  bounty  of  his  patrons. 
He  was  always  a  welcome  guest  wherever 
he  went,  and  even  though  stuttering  was 
one  of  his  failings,  he  could  sing  a  song 
right  well,  and  greatly  to  the  satisfaction 
of  the  Merry  Monarch.  His  publications 
are  numerous;  but  Tom,  it  may  be  sur¬ 
mised,  did  not  make  much  by  his  “copy.” 
The  chance  profits  of  benefit  nights 
brought  more  into  his  pockets  than  the 
sale  of  his  plays  to  the  booksellers.  Tom 
was  at  home — perfectly  at  his  ease — in 
three  noble  houses:  Knowle,  in  Kent,  the 
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princely  seat  of  the  witty  Earl  of  Dorset; 
Leicester  House,  in  Leicester  Square;  and 
Winchendon,  in  Bucks,  the  stately  resi¬ 
dence  of  the  licentious  but  gifted  Philip, 
Duke  of  Wharton.  Many  are  the  stories 
on  record  of  his  sayings  and  doings  at 
these  places,  and  the  revelry  that  took 
place  at  the  jovial  meetings  of  Tom  and 
his  great  companions  must  have  been  of 
rich  order.  -Eimbault,  Edward  F.,  1866, 
Notes  and  Queries ,  Third  Scries,  vol.  10, 
p.  465. 

And  this  it  is  to  be  an  immortal  bard! 
For  bays  so  perishable  and  laurels  that 
withered  so  soon,  Tom  gave  up  the  labours 
of  a  long  and  industrious  life.  He  dis¬ 
counted  his  own  glory,  it  is  true,  and  had 
that  enjoyment  of  fame  in  his  lifetime 
which  many  a  better  bard  only  gets  after 
death.  It  is  something,  even  if  you  are 
put  away  on  the  shelves  and  forgotten  as 
Boon  as  the  funeral-service  has  been  read 
over  you,  to  have  been  compared  by  Addi¬ 
son  with  Pindar,  and  honourably  men¬ 
tioned  in  the  same  sentence  with  Terence 
and  Horace.  Very  few  of  his  contempo¬ 
raries  were  so  fortunate,  and  most  of 
them  cultivated  the  divine  art  without 
meeting  any  such  reward  either  in  life  or 
after  it.  It  is  thus  that  Tom  had  one 
immense  advantage  over  his  fellows:  he 
made  the  world  laugh,  while  they  only 
made  the  world  yawn.  ...  In  Tom 
D’Urfey’s  nature  there  was  not  an  ounce 
of  malice;  little  as  we  know  of  him,  there 
is  yet  enough  to  justify,  amply  and 
entirely,  Addison’s  recommendation,  that 
the  world  could  not  possibly  do  kindness 
to  a  more  diverting  companion,  to  a  more 
cheerful,  honest,  and  good-natured  man. 
With  lower  aims  and  lower  ideas  he  was 
the  Hood  of  his  period.  It  is  well  for 
our  age,  that  modern  humorists  have  dis¬ 
covered  the  art  of  promoting  laughter  by 
the  employment  of  drugs  less  noxious 
than  those  with  which  poor  Tom  was  fain 
to  compound  his  “Pills."  And  after  all, 
as  we  need  not  take  this  medicine  of  his, 
and  there  is  no  fear  that  it  will  ever  be 
prescribed  to  melancholy  boys  and  girls, 
it  really  doesn’t  matter  any  longer. — Be- 
sant,  Walter,  1872,  Tom  D'Urfey,  Bel¬ 
gravia,  vol.  18,  pp.  429,  436. 

GENERAL 

I  have  not  quoted  one  Latin  author 
since  I  came  down,  but  have  learned  with¬ 
out  book  a  song  of  Mr.  Thomas  Durfey’s, 


who  is  your  only  poet  of  tolerable  reputa¬ 
tion  in  this  country.  He  makes  all  the 
merriment  in  our  entertainments.  .  .  . 

Any  man,  of  any  quality,  is  heartily  wel¬ 
come  to  the  best  toping-table  of  our 
gentry,  who  can  roundly  hum  out  some 
fragments  or  rhapsodies  of  his  works. 

.  .  .  Dares  any  one  despise  him  who 

has  made  so  many  men  drink?  .  .  . 

But  give  us  your  ancient  poet  Mr.  Durfey. 

— Pope,  Alexander,  1710,  Letter  to  Henry 
Cromwell,  April  10,  Works,  ed.  Elvin, 
vol.  VI,  pp.  91,  92. 

A  judicious  author  some  years  since 
published  a  collection  of  sonnets,  which 
he  very  successfully  called  “Laugh  and 
be  Fat;  or,  Pills  to  purge  Melancholy.” 

I  cannot  sufficiently  admire  the  facetious 
title  of  these  volumes,  and  must  censure 
the  world  of  ingratitude,  while  they  are 
so  negligent  in  rewarding  the  jocose 
labours  of  my  friend  Mr.  D’Urfey,  who 
was  so  large  a  contributor  to  this  treatise, 
and  to  whose  humorous  productions  so 
many  rural  squires  in  the  remotest  parts 
of  this  island  are  obliged  for  the  dignity 
and  state  which  corpulency  gives  them. 
The  story  of  the  sick  man’s  breaking  a- 
imposthume  by  a  sudden  fit  of  laughte 
is  too  well  known  to  need  a  recital, 
is  my  opinion,  that  the  above  pills  wou 
be  extremely  proper  to  be  taken  witn 
asses’  milk,  and  mightily  contribute 
towards  the  renewing  and  restoring 
decayed  lungs.— Steele,  Richard,  1713, 
The  Guardian,  No.  29. 

Nothing  distinguishes  his  songs  more 
than  the  uncouthness  and  irregularity  of 
the  metre  in  which  they  are  written  ;  the 
modern  Pindaric  odes,  which  are  humor¬ 
ously  resembled  to  a  comb  with  the  teeth 
broken  by  frequent  use,  are  nothing  to 
them.  Besides  that  he  was  able  to  set 
English  words  to  Italian  airs,  as  in  the 
instance  of  “Blouzabella  my  buxom  doxy," 
which  he  made  to  an  air  of  Bononcini, 
beginning  “Pastorella  che  tr£  le  selve,” 
he  had  the  art  of  jumbling  long  and  short 
quantities  so  dexterously  together,  that 
they  counteracted  each  other,  so  that 
order  resulted  from  confusion.  Of  this 
happy  talent  he  has  given  us  various 
specimens,  in  adapting  songs  to  tunes 
composed  in  such  measures  as  scarce  any 
instrument  but  the  drum  would  express; 
and,  to  be  even  with  the  musicians  for 
giving  him  so  much  trouble,  he  composed 
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songs  in  metres  so  broken  and  intricate, 
that  few  could  be  found  that  were  able  to 
suit  them  with  musical  notes.  It  is  said 
that  he  once  challenged  Purcell  to  set  to 
music  such  a  song  as  he  would  write,  and 
gave  him  that  well-known  ballad  "One 
long  Whitsun  holiday,”  which  cost  the 
latter  more  pains  to  fit  with  a  tune  than 
the  composition  of  his  Te  Deum. — Haw¬ 
kins,  Sir  JOHN,  1776,  A  General  History 
of  the  Science  and  Practice  of  Music, 
ch.  clxxiii,  p.  818. 

His  plays  are  numerous,  his  poems  less 
so :  the  former  have  not  been  acted  for 
many  years,  and  the  latter  are  seldom 
read. — Noble,  Mark,  1806,  A  Biograph¬ 
ical  History  of  England ,  vol.  I,  p.  258. 

The  secret  of  D’Urfey's  popularity  as 
a  song-writer,  lay  in  his  selection  of  the 
tunes.  He  trenched  upon  the  occupation 
of  the  professed  ballad-writers,  by  adopt¬ 
ing  the  airs  which  had  been  their  exclusive 
property,  and  by  taking  the  subjects  of 
their  ballads;  altering  them  to  give  them 
as  his  own. — Chappell,  William,  1845 
59,  Popular  Music  of  the  Olden  Time,  vol. 
ii,  p.  623. 

The  procession,  as  it  marched,  sang 
"Joy  to  Great  Caesar,”  a  loyal  ode,  which 
had  lately  been  written  by  Durfey,  and 
which,  though,  like  all  Durfey ’s  writings, 
utterly  contemptible,  was,  at  that  time, 
almost  as  popular  as  Lillibullero  became 
a  few  years  later. — Macaulay,  Thomas 
BabinGTON,  1849,  History  of  England, 
ch.  iv. 

It  is  singular,  when  we  consider  the 
boldness  and  uncompromising  audacity  of 
Addison's  comparison  of  D’Urfey  with 
Pindar,  to  observe  how  completely  poster¬ 
ity  has  forgotten  all  about  him.  He  wrote 
operas  which  were  never  sung  after  his 
death  ;  comedies  which  could  not  hold  the 
stage;  tragedies  which  I  believe — for  I 
have  actually  read  one — never  did  or  could 
please ;  congratulatory  verses  which  of 
course  no  man  living  or  dead  ever  did 
read ;  satires  of  which  the  edge  is  taken 
off  and  the  point  blunted;  stories  "  trag¬ 
ical,  moral,  and  comical,  ”  which  are  very 
very  dreary  ;  and  songs — songs  patriotic, 
humourous,  erotic,  and  anacreontic — still 
to  be  read  in  his  famous  collection.  As 
it  is  difficult  to  pick  out  his  own  from  the 
rest,  some  of  his  making  may  yet  survive, 
if  only  one  could  recognise  them.— 


Besant,  Walter,  1872,  Tom  D'Urfey 
Belgravia,  vol.  18,  p.  429. 

He  seems  to  have  derived  from  his 
French  blood  a  persistent  amiability, 
which  Tom  Brown  failed  to  upset  and 
Jeremy"  Collier  could  scarcely  disturb. 
Nor  can  it  be  denied  that  his  songs  amused 
four  successive  monarchs  and  thoir  lieges, 
in  the  houses  of  the  nobility,  on  the  race¬ 
course,  in  the  tavern,  and  in  the  theatre. 
His  dramatic  activity  proper,  however, 
calls  for  no  detailed  review.  He  adapted, 
or  borrowed  from,  Shakspere,  Chapman, 
Marston,  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  Shirley, 
Marmion,  Dryden,  and  doubtless  many 
others,  besides  occasionally  attempting 
original  works;  and  lie  wrote  altogether 
twenty-nine  plays  which  were  acted,  and 
three  which  were  not,  comprising  trage¬ 
dies,  comedies,  operas  serious  and  comical, 
and  burlesques  and  extravaganzas  under 
divers  designations.  He  appears  to  have 
given  a  large  amount  of  pleasure  to  great 
and  small  in  his  day  -which  was  a  long 
one— and  to  have  been  no  very  conspicu¬ 
ous  sinner  against  a  propriety  which  could 
hardly  be  expected  to  form  part  of  his 
stock-in-trade.  — Ward,  Adolphus  Wil¬ 
liam.  1875  -99,  A  History  of  English  Dra¬ 
matic  Literature,  vol.  Ill,  p.  454. 

Three  editions  of  it  appeared  in  his  life¬ 
time,  but  no  modern  reprint  of  his  dramas 
has  been  attempted,  the  contemporary 
issue  having  been  large  enough  to  keep 
the  market  supplied.  His  songs  have 
never  lost  popularity,  and  many  are  still 
sung  throughout  Scotland  under  the  belief 
that  they  were  native  to  the  soil. — Ebs- 
WORTH,  J.  W.,  1888,  Dictionary  of 

National  Biography,  vol.  XVI,  p.  254. 

Collier  has  not  the  slightest  difficulty 
in  proving  the  veteran  Dryden  and  the 
new,  brilliant,  uncompromising  Vanbrugh 
guilty  of  an  infinite  number  of  breaches 
of  decorum.  What  is  more  surprising  is 
that  he  should  have  thought  it  worth 
while  to  criticise  Tom  D'Urfey 's  twentieth 
play,  when  the  nineteen  that  preceded  it 
did  but  combine  to  prove  him  a  scurrilous 
and  witless  buffoon,  on  whose  shoulder  the 
king  might  lean  to  hum  over  a  song,  but 
whom  it  was  needless  to  discuss  in  any 
grave  examination  of  British  dramatic 
literature. — Gosse,  Edmund,  1888,  Life  of 
William  Congreve  ( Great  Writers),  p.  110. 

Below  mediocrity. — Garnett,  Richard, 
1895,  The  Age  of  Dryden,  p.  119. 
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Increase  Mather 

1639-1723 

Increase  Mather,  clergyman,  born  Dorchester,  Mass.,  21  June,  1639.  Son  of  Richard. 
Graduated  at  Harvard  and  at  Trinity  College,  Dublin.  After  preaching  in  various  parts 
of  England  and  in  the  island  of  Guernsey,  he  returned  to  America  in  1661  on  account 
of  the  Restoration,  being  unwilling  to  conform.  He  divided  his  time  between  the  North 
Church  at  Boston  and  his  father’s  church  at  Dorchester  until  1664,  when  he  was 
regularly  ordained  pastor  of  the  former,  holding  the  position  until  his  death.  Ho 
was  elected  president  of  Harvard  in  1681,  but  did  not  accept.  Was  elected  acting 
president,  1685,  became  president  in  1692  and  served  until  1701.  By  his  own  state¬ 
ment,  he  concurred  in  the  opinion  of  the  twelve  clergymen  who  advised  Gov.  William 
Rhips  to  proceed  with  the  witchcraft  trials  in  June,  1692,  but  having  become  con¬ 
vinced  of  the  unreliability  of  the  so-called  ‘  *  spectre-evidence,  ”  he  published  a  book 
called  “Cases  of  Conscience  concerning  Witchcrafts  and  Evil  Spirits  personating  Men” 
(1693),  deprecating  convictions  for  this  alone.  In  this  book,  however,  he  expressed 
his  approval  of  his  son  Cotton’s  “Wonders  of  the  Invisible  World.”  He  had  mean¬ 
while  rendered  the  colony  valuable  services  in  England.  Originally  a  leader  in  the 
opposition  to  the  surrender  of  the  colony’s  charter,  demanded  by  Governor  Andros  in 
1687,  he  was  sent  to  England  the  year  after  to  plead  the  colony’s  cause.  He  obtained 
a  new  and  fairly  satisfactory  charter  from  William  and  Mary,  and  returned  with  it  in 
1692.  This  instrument  united  the  colonies  of  Massachusetts  and  Plymouth  under  one 
jurisdiction,  and  remained  in  force  up  to  the  Revolution.  The  list  of  his  published 
volumes  numbers  one  hundred  and  thirty-six,  some  of  which  are  “The  Life  and  Death 
of  Rev.  Richard  Mather”  (1670),  “Heavens  Alarm  to  the  World”  (1681),  and  “A^ 
Essay  for  the  Recording  of  Illustrious  Providences”  (1684),  also  known  as  “Remark 
able  Providences.”  Died,  Boston,  Mass.,  23  Aug.,  1723.  -Stedman,  Arthur,  1890,  ' 
Library  of  American  Literature,  ed.  Stedman  and  Hutchinson,  vol.  XI,  p.  551. 


PERSONAL 

In  the  morning,  repairing  to  his  study 
(where  his  custom  was  to  sit  up  very  late, 
even  until  midnight  and  perhaps  after  it) 
he  deliberately  read  a  chapter,  and  made 
a  prayer,  and  then  plied  what  of  reading 
and  writing  he  had  before  him.  At  nine 
o’clock,  he  came  down  and  read  a  chapter, 
and  made  a  prayer  with  his  family.  He 
then  returned  unto  the  work  of  the  study. 
Coming  down  to  dinner,  he  quickly  went 
up  again,  and  begun  the  afternoon  with 
another  prayer.  There  he  went  on  with 
the  work  of  the  study  till  the  evening. 
Then  with  another  prayer  he  again  went 
unto  his  Father  ;  after  which  he  did  more 
at  the  work  of  the  study.  At  nine  o’clock, 
he  came  down  to  his  family  sacrifices. 
Then  he  went  up  again  to  the  work  of  the 
study,  which  anon  he  concluded  with 
another  prayer ;  and  so  he  betook  himself 
unto  his  repose. — Mather,  Cotton,  1725, 
Parentator,  p.  181. 

He  lived  to  see  wonderful  changes  in 
the  political  hemisphere.  The  Mathers 
were  a  race  of  puritans ;  he  knew  the 
strict  sect  first  in  his  native  plains  of 
North  America;  but  wishing  to  have  a 
nearer  view  of  it,  he  came  to  Britain 


when  it  was  in  its  meridian  splendor,  in 
the  reign  of  Charles  I.  The  saints  could 
do  no  other  than  find  employment  for  the 
talents  of  so  far-famed  an  apostle.  He 
settled  at  Gloucester,  where  he  remained 
until  the  brightest  plumage  of  this  sect 
had  faded  away.  Leaving  the  city  of 
Gloucester,  he  retired  to  Guernsey,  where 
he  acted  as  chaplain  to  a  regiment;  but 
the  violence  which  had  expelled  him  from 
Gloucester  followed  him  even  there,  so 
that  he  applied  himself  again  to  the 
favourite  seat  of  his  beloved  system  of 
Gospel  grace.  There  new  honours,  greater 
than  Britain  would  have  bestowed,  awaited 
him :  he  was  elevated  to  the  highest  seat 
of  learning,  being  elected  president  of 
Harvard  college  in  Cambridge,  in  New 
England.  As  an  American  author  he  has 
done  credit  to  the  appointment. — Noble, 
Mark,  1806,  A  Biographical  History  of 
England ,  vol.  I,  p .  136. 

During  his  presidency  of  Harvard  Col¬ 
lege,  Mr.  Mather  received  the  title  of 
Doctor  in  Divinity  from  the  faculty  of  that 
institution.  His  diploma  was  the  first  of  the 
kind  issued  in  America, and  he  was  a  worthy 
recipient  of  that  honor. — Lossing,  Benson 
J.,  1855-86,  Eminent  Americans,  p.  48. 
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Probably  he  came  nearer  than  any  other 
man  of  modern  times  to  the  apostle’s 
requisition,  of  “praying  always,  with  all 
prayer  and  supplication  in  the  spirit.” 
In  addition  to  mental  ejaculations — those 
arrows  of  which  his  biographer  tells  us 
his  quiver  was  full — he  was  habitually  on 
his  knees  six  times  a  day,  in  his  family 
and  closet  prayers! — Clark,  Joseph  S., 
1861,  Increase  Mather ,  The  Congregational 
Quarterly,  vol.  3,  p.  328. 

Here,  then,  was  a  person,  born  in 
America,  bred  in  America,— a  clean  speci¬ 
men  of  what  America  could  do  for  itself 
in  the  way  of  keeping  up  the  brave  stock 
of  its  first  imported  citizens;  a  man  every 
way  capable  of  filling  any  place  in  public 
leadership  made  vacant  by  the  greatest 
of  the  Fathers ;  probably  not  a  whit 
behind  the  best  of  them  in  scholarship,  in 
eloquence,  in  breadth  of  view,  in  knowl¬ 
edge  of  affairs,  in  every  sort  of  efficiency. 
As  to  learning,  it  has  been  said  that  he 
even  exceeded  all  other  New-Englanders 
of  the  colonial  time,  except  his  own  son, 
Cotton.  On  the  day  when  he  was  gradu¬ 
ated  at  our  little  rustic  university,  he  had 
the  accomplishments  usual  among  the  best 
scholars  of  the  best  universities  of  the  old 
world  ;  he  could  converse  fluently  in  Latin, 
and  could  read  and  write  Hebrew  and 
Greek;  and  his  numberless  publications 
in  after  life  bear  marks  of  a  range  of 
learned  reading  that  widened  as  he  went 
on  in  years,  and  drew  into  its  hospitable 
gulf  some  portions  of  nearly  all  litera¬ 
tures,  especially  the  most  obscure  and 
uncouth.  His  habits  as  a  student  were 
those  of  the  mighty  theologians  and  pulpit- 
orators  among  whom  he  grew  up.  He  had 
the  appalling  capacity  of  working  in  his 
study  sixteen  hours  a  day. — Tyler,  Moses 
Coit,  1878,  A  History  of  American  Liter¬ 
ature,  1676-1765,  vol.  n,  p.  69. 

GENERAL 

But  though  less  learned  than  his  son, 
and  possessing  less  exuberance  of  fancy. 


he  had  more  sound,  practical  judgment — 
more  common  sense.  His  publications 
many  of  them  are  still  extant.  The  style 
will  compare  with  that  of  the  best  authors 
of  the  seventeenth  century.  As  a  preacher, 
Dr.  Mather  was  at  the  head  of  his  profes¬ 
sion  in  this  country.  Pond,  Enoch, 
1847,  Life  of  Increase  Mather,  p.  142. 

Mather  was  a  learned  man,  and  a  solid 
and  (we  are  told)  effective  sermonizer, 
whose  printed  discourses  have  a  wide 
range,  abound  in  quotations,  after  the 
fashion  of  the  time,  served  their  purpose, 
and  really  were  not  worth  typographical 
perpetuation.  Most  printed  sermons  are 
like  letter-files  or  bound  volumes  of  daily 
newspapers,  never  referred  to,  save  for  a 
date,  and  for  controversial  purposes,  and 
those  of  this  great  Boston  figure  are  nut 
exceptions.  Increase  Mather  apparently 
had  a  deeper  knowledge  than  that  of 
Cotton,  with  less  facility,  less  fondness 
for  display,  and  less  bungling  inaccuracy. 
—Richardson,  Charles  F.,  1887,  Ameri¬ 
can  Literature,  1607-1885,  vol.  I,  p.  126. 

He  was  learned,  sober,  and  accurate ; 
and  curiously  bound  up  in  his  massive 
character  was  a  taste  for  the  supernatural, 
which  found  literary  expression  in  the 
only  noticeable  work  of  his  that  has 
reached  our  day,  “An  Essay  for  the 
Recording  of  Illustrious  Providences.” 
It  is  a  bundle  of  strange  coincidences, 
escapes,  punishments  and  ghost-stories, 
each  bearing  an  obstrusive  moral.  The 
book  served  as  a  sort  of  introduction  to 
the  Salem  witchcraft  delusion,  which  ran 
its  course  a  few  years  later.  In  modern 
aftertype,  without  the  morals,  is  the 
“Phantasms  of  the  Living,  ’  ’  recently  pub¬ 
lished  by  the  English  Society  for  Psychical 
Research. — Hawthorne,  Julian  and 
Lemmon,  Leonard,  1891,  American  Liter¬ 
ature,  p.  10. 

The  last  of  the  clerical  autocrats. — 
Bates,  Katharine  Lee,  1897,  American 
Literature,  p.  42. 


Elkanah.  Settle 

1648-1724 

Born  at  Dunstable,  went  from  Oxford  to  London  to  make  a  living  by  his  pen.  In 
1671  he  made  a  hit  by  his  tragedy  of  “Cambyses.”  To  annoy  Dryden,  Rochester  got 
bis  “Empress  of  Morocco”  played  at  Whitehall  by  the  court  lords  and  ladies.  In 
“Absalom  and  Achitophel”  Dryden  scourged  “Doeg”  with  his  scorn,  and  Settle 
speedily  relapsed  into  obscurity.  In  1718  he  was  admitted  to  the  Charterhouse. — • 
PATRICK  and  Groome.  eds.,  1897,  Chambers's  Biographical  Dictionary,  p.  843. 
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PERSONAL 

Door,  though  without  knowing  how  or  why, 
Made  still  a  blundering  kind  of  melody  ; 
Spurred  boldly  on,  and  flashed  through  thick 
and  thin, 

Through  souse  and  nonsense,  never  out  nor 
in; 

Free  from  all  meaning,  whether  good  or  bad, 
And,  in  one  word,  heroically  nmd 
Ho  was  too  warm  on  picking-work  to  dwell, 
But  faggoted  liia  notions  as  they  fell, 

And,  if  they  rhymed  and  rattled,  all  was 
well . 

Spiteful  he  is  not,  though  he  wrote  a  satire, 
For  still  there  goes  some  thinking  to  ill- 
nature  ; 

He  needs  no  moro  than  birds  and  beasts  to 
think, 

All  his  occasions  are  to  cat  and  drink. 

If  he  cnll  rogue  and  rascal  from  a  garret, 

Ho  moans  you  no  moro  mischief  than  a  par¬ 
rot; 

The  words  for  friend  and  foe  alike  wore  made. 
To  fetter  them  in  verso  is  all  his  trade. 

For  almonds  he’ll  cry  whore  to  liis  own 
mother 

And  call  young  Absalom  King  David’s 
brother. 

Dryden,  John,  1682,  Absalom  and 
Ackitophel,  pi.  ii. 

If  Settle  was  capable  of  these  mean 
compliances  of  writing  for,  or  against  a 
party,  as  he  was  hired,  he  must  have 
possessed  a  very  sordid  mind,  and  been 
totally  devoid  of  all  the  principles  of 
honour ;  but  as  there  is  no  other  author¬ 
ity  for  it  than  Wood,  who  is  enthusiastic 
in  his  temper,  and  often  writes  of  things, 
not  as  they  were,  but  as  he  would  wish 
them  to  be,  the  reader  may  give  what 
credit  he  pleases  to  the  report. — Cibber, 
Theophilus,  1753,  Lives  of  the  Poets , 
vol.  hi,  p.  350. 

Elkanah  Settle  was  so  systematically 
visited  with  damnation,  that  he  was  at 
last  compelled  to  bring  out  his  plays 
under  fictitious  names,  and  during  the 
long  vacation,  lest  when  the  town  was 
full,  some  enemy  should  discover  him.— 
Doran,  John,  1863,  Annals  of  the  English 
Stage,  vol.  II,  p.  152. 

general 

An  Author  now  living,  whose  Muse  is 
chiefly  addicted  to  Tragedy  ;  and  has  been 
tragically  dealt  withal  by  a  Tyranical 
Laureat ;  which  has  somewhat  eclips’d 
the  glory  he  at  first  appeared  in:  But 
Time  has  her  vicissitudes  ;  and  he  has  lived 
to  see  his  Enemy  humbled,  if  not  justly 


punished ;  for  this  Reason,  I  shall  not 
afresh  animadvert  upon  his  fault,  but 
rather  bury  them  in  Oblivion;  and  with¬ 
out  any  Reflections  on  his  Poetry,  give  a 
succinct  Account  of  those  Plays,  which 
he  has  published,  being  Nine  in  Number. 
— Langbaine,  Gerard,  1691,  An  Account 
of  the  English  Dramatick  Poets,  p.  439. 

Settle,  in  his  Anti-Achitophel,  was 
assisted  by  Matthew  Clifford,  Sprat,  and 
several  of  the  best  hands  of  those  times. 
— Lockier,  Dr.,  Dean  of  Peterborough, 
1730-32,  Spence's  Anecdotes,  ed.  Singer, 
p.  51. 

“The  Empress  of  Morocco,  a  Tragedy;” 
acted  at  the  Duke  of  York's  Theatre. 
This  play  was  likewise  acted  at  court,  as 
appears  by  the  two  Prologues  prefixed, 
which  were  both  spoken  by  the  Lady  Eliza¬ 
beth  Howard;  the  first  Prologue  was 
written  by  the  Earl  of  Mu  1  grave,  the  other 
by  Lord  Rochester,  when  it  was  performed 
at  court,  the  Lords  and  Ladies  of  the  Bed¬ 
chamber  played  in  it.  Mr.  Dryden,  Mr. 
Shadwell,  and  Mr.  Crowne,  wrote  against 
it,  which  began  a  famous  controversy 
betwixt  the  wits  of  the  town,  wherein, 
says  Jacob,  Mr.  Dryden  was  roughly 
handled,  particularly  by  the  lord  Roches¬ 
ter,  and  the  duke  of  Buckingham,  and 
Settle  got  the  laugh  on  his  side.— Cibber, 
Theophilus,  1753,  Lives  of  the  Poets, 
vol.  hi,  p  350. 

Elkanah  Settle,  who  had  answered 
“Absalom,”  appeared  with  equal  courage 
in  opposition  to  “The  Medal,”  and  pub¬ 
lished  an  answer  called  “The  Medal 
reversed,”  with  so  much  success  in  both 
encounters,  that  he  left  the  palm  doubt¬ 
ful,  and  divided  the  suffrages  of  the 
nation.  Such  are  the  revolutions  of  fame, 
or  such  is  the  prevalence  of  fashion,  that 
the  man  whose  works  have  not  yet  been 
thought  to  deserve  the  care  of  collecting 
them,  who  died  forgotten  in  an  hospital, 
and  whose  latter  years  were  spent  in  con¬ 
triving  shews  for  fairs,  and  carrying  an 
elegy  or  epithalamium,  of  which  the 
beginning  and  end  were  occasionally 
varied,  but  the  intermediate  parts  were 
always  the  same,  to  every  house  where 
there  was  a  funeral  or  a  wedding,  might 
with  truth  have  had  inscribed  upon  his 
stone. 

Here  lies  the  Rival  and  Antagonist  of  Dryden. 

—Johnson,  Samuel,  1779-81,  Dryden , 
Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 
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This  poor  wight  had  acquired  by  prac¬ 
tice,  and  perhaps  from  nature,  more  of  a 
poetical  ear  than  most  of  his  contempo¬ 
raries  were  gifted  with. — Scott,  Sir  Wal¬ 
ter,  1S08-21,  Tht  Life  of  John  Dryden. 

In  1676  was  performed  his  “Ibrahim, 
the  Illustrious  Bassa,”  of  which  I  can 
give  an  account  at  first  hand,  and  which 
is  interesting  as  founded  on  Madeleine  de 
Scudery’s  “Ibrahim,  ou  l’lllustre  Bassa,” 
which  her  brother  Georges  had  reproduced 
as  a  play.  It  must  in  candour  be  allowed 
that  Settle’s  tragedy  furnishes  a  fair 
example  of  a  heroic  play  on  a  French  love- 
story  of  the  accepted  type,  written  in 
rime,  devoid  of  any  trace  of  poetic 
afflatus,  but  on  the  whole  (though  excep¬ 
tions  might  no  doubt  be  here  and  there 
noted)  free  from  rant.  In  spite  of  the 
accumulation  of  deaths  in  the  last  act, 
and  of  the  pathetically  conceived  char¬ 
acter  of  the  self-sacrificing  Asteria,  the 
whole,  however,  leaves  but  a  tame  and 
ommonplace  impression  behind  it  The 
isult  is  due  above  all  to  the  flooding  of 
Dth  action  and  characters  by  the  resist- 
ss  waters  of  “heroic  love,”  which  take 
every  trace  of  distinctive  colour  or  com¬ 
plexion  outof  Turk  and  Persian,  Mussulman 
Roxana  and  Christian  Isabella,  alike.— 
Ward,  Adolphus  William,  1875-99,  A 
History  of  English  Dramatic  Literature , 
vol.  Hi,  p.  397. 

Settle’s  character  was  beneath  con¬ 
tempt,  and  his  works  are  of  a  piece  with 
his  character ;  the  first  was  a  compound 
of  flighty  imbecility  and  grotesque  pre¬ 
sumption,  and  the  second  are  a  compound 
of  sordid  scurrility  and  soaring  nonsense. 
—Collins,  John  Churton,  1878-95,  Dry- 
den,  Quarterly  Review ;  Essays  and 
Studies,  p.  46. 

Elkanah  Settle  was  one  of  Rochester's 
innumerable  led-poets,  and  was  too  utterly 
beneath  contempt  to  deserve  even  Roches¬ 
ter’s  spite.  The  character  of  Doeg,  ten 
years  later,  did  Settle  complete  justice.  He 
had  a  “blundering  kind  of  melody”  about 
him  but  absolutely  nothing  else.  How¬ 
ever,  a  heroic  play  of  his,  the  “Empress 
of  Morocco,”  had  considerable  vogue  for 
some  incomprehensible  reason. — Saints- 
bury,  George,  1881,  Dryden  ( English 
Men  of  Letters),  p.  53. 

Settle  was  a  smaller  foe  than  Shadwell, 
although  as  a  dramatist  he  had  gained 
fame  enough  to  make  Dryden  envious. 


The  quarrel  between  them  was  pitiful 
enough,  and  Dryden  lowered  himself  to 
Settle’s  level.  He  could  not  well  have 
sunk  lower;  but  the  marvel  is,  that  when 
these  poets  were  living  the  gulf  that 
separates  them  was  by  no  means  so  evident 
as  it  is  to  us.  Settle,  in  some  of  his  writ¬ 
ings,  divided  with  Dryden,  as  Johnson 
observes,  the  suffrages  of  the  nation;  yet 
he  was  both  a  mean  poet  and  a  mean  man. 
— -DENNIS,  John,  1883,  Heroes  of  Litera¬ 
ture,  p.  176. 

This  absurd  creature  lives  embalmed  in 
the  anger  of  Dryden,  but  he  had  a  moment 
of  not  illegitimate  success.  .  .  .  For  a 

momentSettle  wasat  the  top  of  the  fashion, 
but  he  had  neither  talent  nor  principle, 
and  he  soon  sank  into  contempt.  -Gosse, 
Edmund,  1888,  A  History  of  Eighteenth 
Century  Literature,  p.  59. 

Miserable  as  his  lampoons  are,  a  line 
here  and  there  is  not  destitute  of  piquancy  ; 
and  if  his  “Empress  of  Morocco”  (1673) 
has  no  literary  pretensions,  it  is  import¬ 
ant  in  literary  history  for  having  so  moved 
the  wrath  of  Dryden,  and  in  the  history 
of  the  drama  for  having  been  issued  with 
plates  which  contribute  greatly  to  our 
knowledge  of  the  internal  arrangements 
of  the  Restoration  Theatre.  By  a  singu¬ 
lar  irony  of  fortune,  his  fate  bears  some 
analogy  to  that  of  his  mighty  antagonist. 
Settle  lost  caste  by  changing  his  politics 
at  the  wrong  time,  as  Dryden  his  religion; 
but  while  Dryden  bore  up  against  the 
storm  of  adversity,  Settle  sunk  into 
obscurity,  and  ultimately  into  tho  Charter 
House.  Of  his  twenty  plays  none  but 
“The  Empress  of  Morocco”  is  now  ever 
mentioned,  unless  an  exception  be  made 
in  favour  of  “Ibrahim,  the  Illustrious 
Bassa.” — Garnett,  Richard,  1895,  The 
Age  of  Dryden,  p.  118. 

Settle  was  not  deficient  in  promise  as 
scholar,  rhymeBter,  and  wit ;  but  he 
wrecked  his  career  by  his  tergiversation 
and  by  his  inept  efforts  to  measure  his 
mediocre  capacity  against  the  genius  of 
Dryden.  He  soon  became  a  butt  for 
caricature  as  a  voluminous  and  reckless 
dunce.  “Recanting  Settle,”  wrote  a 
critic,  when  his  tragedies  and  libels  could 
no  more  yield  him  penny  loaves  and  ale, 
“bids  our  youth  by  his  example  fly,  the 
Love  of  Politics  and  Poetry.”— SECCOMBE, 
Thomas,  1897,  Dictionary  of  National 
Biography ,  vol.  LI,  p.  274. 
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Mrs.  Mary  de  la  Kiviere  Manley 

1672 7-1724 

Mrs.  De  la  Riviere  Manley,  novelist  and  dramatist  (born  1672,  died  1724),  wrote 
“Secret  Memoirs  and  Manners  of  several  Persons  of  Quality  of  both  Sexes  from  the 
New  Atalantis”  (1736);  also  “The  Royal  Mischief”  (1696);  “The  Lover  Lost”  (1696) ; 
“Lucius”  (1717);  “Bath  Intrigues;”  “A  Stage  Coach  Journey  to  Exeter;”  “The 
Secret  History  of  Queen  Zarah  ’  ‘  ‘The  Adventures  of  Rivella “Memoirs  of  Europe 
“Court  Intrigues and  other  works.  Her  “Memoirs”  were  published  in  1717.— 
Adams,  W.  Davenport,  1877,  Dictionary  of  English  Literature,  p.  414. 


PERSONAL 

1  am  heartily  sorry  for  her;  she  has 
very  generous  principles  for  one  of  her 
sort,  and  a  great  deal  of  good  sense  and 
invention  ;  she  is  about  forty,  very  homely 
and  very  fat.— Swift,  Jonathan,  1711- 
12,  Letter  to  Stella,  Jan.  28. 

Being  advanced  to  the  autumn  of  her 
charms,  she  conversed  with  the  opposite 
sex,  in  a  manner  very  delicate,  sensible, 
and  agreeable,  and  when  she  felt  that 
time  had  left  his  impression  upon  her 
brow,  she  did  not  court  praise  and  flattery. 
The  greatest  genius’s  of  the  times  con¬ 
versed  freely  with  her,  and  gave  her  daily 
proofs  of  esteem,  and  friendship,  except 
Sir  Richard  Steele,  with  whom  it  seems 
she  was  at  variance  ;  and  indeed  Sir  Rich¬ 
ard  sufficiently  exposed  himself  by  his 
manner  of  taking  revenge ;  for  he  pub¬ 
lished  to  the  world  that  it  was  his  own 
fault  he  was  not  happy  with  Mrs.  Manley, 
for  which  omission  he  publickly,  and 
gravely  asked  her  pardon.  These  are  the 
most  materia]  incidents  in  the  life  of  our 
poetess;  a  lady,  who  was  born  with  high 
powers  from  nature,  which  were  after¬ 
wards  cultivated  by  enjoying  the  brightest 
conversation;  the  early  part  of  her  life 
was  unfortunate,  she  fell  a  sacrifice  to  a 
seducer,  who  laid  the  foundation  for  those 
errors  she  afterwards  committed,  and  of 
those  sufferings  she  underwent;  she  had 
a  high  relish  for  the  pleasures  of  life ;  she 
was  extremely  susceptible  of  the  passion 
of  love,  and  treated  it  with  a  peculiar 
vivacity. — Cibber,  Theophilus,  1753,  Lives 
of  the  Poets,  vol.  lv,  p.  18. 

This  demirep — to  give  her  a  name 
exactly  as  much  above  her  deserts  as  it  is 
below  those  of  an  honest  woman. — De 
Morgan,  Augustus,  1856,  The  New 
Atalantis,  Notes  and  Queries,  Second  Series, 
vol.  2,  p.  265. 

Except  that  he  was  a  scoundrel,  there 
is,  I  believe,  little  known  of  the  individual 


who  was  the  (pretended)  husband  of  Mrs. 
Manley.  If  it  had  not  been  for  his  villany, 
Mrs.  De  la  Riviere  Manley  might  have 
borne  a  name  among  the  most  virtuous, 
asshe  was  one  of  the  wittiest,  of  women. 

.  .  .  She  never  recovered  the  down¬ 

fall  which  she  owed  to  that  heartless 
ruffian  her  cousin.  Men  were  afraid  of 
her  wit,  and  ladies  talked  of,  at,  and 
against  her,  behind  their  fans,  as  a  dread¬ 
fully  intriguing  hussey,  who  ruined  the 
men  out  of  revenge  for  the  outrage  by 
which  one  man  had  embittered  her  whole 
life.  AH  the  miseries  and  vices  of  that 
life  (which  terminated  in  1734,  [?]  at  th( 
house  of  Alderman  Barber,  when  she  was 
about  threescore  and  a  few  odd  years), 
were  owing  to  her  wretched  betrayer. 
She  was  betrayed,  not  seduced ;  and  she 
who  had  qualities  which,  properly  de¬ 
veloped,  might  have  rendered  her  name  an 
honoured  name  on  the  roll  of  virtuous  and 
accomplished  women,  is  remembered  with 
a  sort  of  scorn,  because  our  memories 
more  easily  hold  on  to  her  faults  than  to 
the  wrongs  by  which  she  was  led  into 
error.  I  once  met,  in  an  old  paper,  with 
the  name  of  Manley  among  some  convicts 
sent  to  execution :  I  hope,  with  all  my 
heart,  that  Cl.  Hopper,  in  his  farther 
inquiries,  may  discover  that  the  atrocious 
miscreant  who  ruined  Miss  Manley,  body 
and  soul,  who  abandoned  her  to  misery, 
drove  her  into  vice,  and  made  of  her  name  a 
by-word  of  scorn,  was,  as  he  deserved  to 
be,  banged  like  a  dog. — Doran,  John, 
1857,  The  Husband  of  Mrs.  Manley,  Notes 
and  Queries,  Second  Series,  vol.  3,  pp.  350, 
351. 

NEW  ATALANTIS 
1709 

As  long  as  ‘'Atalantis”  Bliall  bo  read. 

— Pope,  Alexander,  1712-14,  The  Rape 
of  the  Lock,  v,  165. 

The  testimony  of  Mrs.  Manley  is  of 
course  wholly  valueless  except  as  an 
indication  that  scandal  was  current. — 


694 


MARY  DE  LA  RIVIERE  MANLEY 


Asplan'D,  R.  Brook,  1856,  Lord,  Halifax 
and  Mrs.  Barton,  Notes  and  Queries ,  Second 
Series ,  vol.  2,  p.  390. 

Thus  does  the  same  conjectural  fact, 
or  figment,  afford  either  a  field  for  the 
cultivation  of  the  choicest  fruits,  or  a 
waste  place  for  the  reception  of  the  vilest 
refuse. — Williams,  Jane,  1861,  The 
Literary  Women  of  England ,  p.  156. 

One  of  the  worst  books  I  know — the 
worst  in  style  and  worst  in  morals,  and 
fully  deserves  the  oblivion  into  which  it 
has  fallen.  It  is  impossible  to  read  it 
through ;  and  that  it  should  ever  have 
been  popular — the  edition  I  have  before 
me  is  the  seventh — notwithstanding  Pope's 
line, 

“As  long  as  Atalantis  s1u3.ll  be  rend,” 
is  almost  incredible,  and  denotes  a  taste 
utterly  depraved.  To  a  certain  extent, 
however,  this  may  be  accounted  for  by  the 
fact  that  it  is  a  scandalous  chronicle  of 
persons  in  high  life  under  thinly  disguised 
names,  and  reveals  or  invents  their  amours 
and  intrigues. — Forsyth,  William,  1871, 
Novels  and  Novelists  of  the  Eghteenth 
Century ,  p.  197. 

That  “cornucopia  of  scandal”  “The  New 
Atalantis, ”  in  which  almost  every  public 
character  of  the  day  had  his  or  her  niche. 
This  scurrilous  book  passed  through  a 
great  number  of  editions ;  it  amused  Swift, 
who  determined  to  make  use  of  the  author. 

.  .  .  We  would  willingly  give  a  page 

from  “The  New  Atalantis,”  but  unfortu¬ 
nately  it  is  precisely  where  Mrs.  Manley  is 
most  picturesque  that  it  is  least  possible 
to  quote  from  her.—  Gosse,  Edmund,  1888, 
A  History  of  Eighteenth  Century  Literature, 

p.  206. 

GENERAL 

it  appears  from  the  preface  [“Lost 
Lover”]  that  it  was  unsuccessful — Mrs. 
Manley  was  very  imprudent  in  allowing  a 
play  to  be  acted,  which  she  says  she  wrote 
in  7  days.— Genest,  P.,  1832,  Some 
Account  of  the  English  Stage,  vol.  II,  p.  75. 

The  great  society  novelist  of  an  age  to 
which  she  should  not  be  too  severely  con¬ 
demned  for  having  held  up  a  mirror.  Of 
her  cleverness  there  can  be  no  doubt,  and 
if  she  had  little  consideration  for  the  good 
fame  of  others,  she  had  at  least  the 
courage  of  her  intentions,  and  held  her 
own  not  only  by  the  fear  she  inspired. — 
Ward,  Adolphus  William,  1875-99,  A 


History  of  English  Dramatic  Literature , 
vol.  in,  p.  432. 

While  young  she  was  basely  tricked  out 
of  her  character ;  but  the  prurience  of  her 
compositions  must  suggest  to  her  readers 
that  her  virtue  hung  rather  loosely  about 
her,  and  would,  even  under  favourable 
circumstances,  have  been  a  possession 
difficult  to  retain.  She  earned  her  living 
partly  by  a  profession  which  the  refine¬ 
ment  of  the  present  age  forbids  naming, 
and  partly  by  writing  romances  and  plays 
which,  being  among  the  most  licentious 
works  in  the  English  language,  had  of 
course  a  considerable  sale.  In  1709 
appeared  her  “Memoirs  from  the  New 
Atlantis,”  a  long  series  of  anecdotes,  in 
which  lawless  desire  is  depicted  with  a 
warmth  of  colouring  which  only  female 
genius  can  give,  but  which  to  a  reader  not 
utterly  depraved  in  taste,  becomes  monot¬ 
onous  from  the  apparent  inability  of  the 
authoress  to  treat  of  any  other  theme. 
It  was  principally  designed  as  a  satire 
upon  the  Whigs  all  round,  and  excited  no 
little  indignation  in  a  number  of  grave 
statesmen,  who  found  themselves  to  their 
astonishment  figuring,  under  thinly-dis¬ 
guised  names,  as  heroes  in  all  sorts  of 
amorous  tales. — Wyon,  Frederick  Wil¬ 
liam,  1876,  The  History  of  Great  Britain 
During  the  Reign  of  Queen  Anne ,  vol.  II, 
p.  325. 

The  one  fact  that  she  was  the  first 
woman  of  her  country  to  support  herself 
entirely  by  the  pen,  itself  establishes  her 
right  to  a  certain  place  in  the  long  line 
of  female  writers  who  have  since  her  day 
done  so  much  for  literature. — Hudson, 
William  Henry,  1897,  Two  Novelists  of 
the  English  Restoration,  Idle  Hours  in  a 
Library,  p.  155. 

Nobody  can  peruse  the  pages  of  Mrs. 
Manley  herself,  despite  their  coarseness 
and  violence,  without  recogpising  a  liter¬ 
ary  gift.  She  was  a  political  caricatur¬ 
ist,  but  she  had  a  talent  for  her  trade. 
“She  seemed  to  laugh  and  squall  in  rhymes, 
And  all  her  gestures  were  lampoons.” 

And  the  frailties  of  her  life  were  im¬ 
posed  by  her  surroundings.  It  is  hard 
that  such  a  woman  should  have  been 
forced  into  Lintot’s  protection,  and  have 
ended  an  unaided  struggle  in  want  and 
illness.— SiCHEL,  Walter,  1901,  Boling- 
broke  and  His  Times,  p.  86. 
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16747-1724 

Henry  Sacheverell.  Born  at  Marlborough,  England,  1672;  died  at  London,  June  5, 
1724.  An  English  clergyman  and  Tory  politician.  He  studied  at  Magdalen  College, 
Oxford,  and  was  associated  there  with  Addison,  with  whom  he  shared  his  rooms. 
He  came  into  notice  as  preacher  of  St.  Saviour's,  Southwark.  For  two  sermons 
criticizing  the  Whig  ministry,  preached  Aug.  14  and  Nov.  5,  1709,  he  was  prosecuted 
at  the  instigation  of  Godolphin,  and  March  23,  1710,  suspended  for  three  years.  He 
was  reinstated  by  the  Tory  ministry,  April  13,  1713. — Smith,  Benjamin  E.,  1894-97, 
The  Century  Cyclopedia  of  Names,  p.  878. 


PERSONAL 

Dr.  Sacheverel  came  this  morning,  to 
give  me  thanks  for  getting  his  brother  an 
employment.  It  was  but  six  or  seven 
weeks  since  I  spoke  to  lord-treasurer  for 
him.  Sacheverel  brought  Trap  along  with 
him.  .  Trap  is  a  coxcomb,  and 

the  other  is  not  very  deep;  and  their  judg¬ 
ment  in  things  of  wit  and  sense  is 
miraculous.  -Swift,  Jonathan,  1711-12, 
Journal  to  Stella,  March  17. 

An  ignorant  and  impudent  incendiary, 
the  scorn  of  those  who  made  him  their 
tool  — Marlborough,  Sarah  Dutchess, 
1724,  Account  of  her  Conduct,  p.  247. 

On  Friday,  June  5,  in  the  evening.  Dr. 
Henry  Sacheverell,  rector  of  St.  Andrews, 
Hoi  burn,  (worth  about  700  libs,  per  an.) 
departed  this  life  at  Highgate.  .  .  . 

He  was  a  bold  man,  and  of  a  good  presence, 
and  delivered  a  thing  better  than  a  much 
more  modest  man.  however  preferable  in 
learning,  could  do.  He  was  but  an  indif¬ 
ferent  scholar,  but  pretended  to  a  great 
deal  of  honesty,  which  I  could  never  see 
in  him,  since  he  was  the  forwardest  to 
take  the  oaths,  notwithstanding  he  would 
formerly  be  so  forward  in  speaking  for, 
and  drinking  the  health  of,  king  James 
HI.  He  hath  printed  several  things;  but 
that  w'hich  is  really  good,  viz.  his  speech 
athistryal,  was  none  of  his  own,  but  was 
penned  by  Dr.  Francis  Atterbury,  the 
deprived  bishop  of  Rochester.  He  died 
very  rich.  He  had  a  complication  of  dis¬ 
orders. — Hearne,  Thomas,  1724,  Reliquiae 
Hearniance,  ed.  Bliss,  June  14,  vol.  H, 

202. 

Was  bred  at  the  public  school  at  Marl¬ 
borough,  at  the  charge  of  one  Edward 
Hearst,  an  apothecary,  whose  wife  surviv¬ 
ing  him,  continued  his  charity  to  Sachev¬ 
erell,  and  sent  him  to  Oxford.  .  .  . 

He  had  not  been  long  at  Oxford  before 
she  discovered  his  turbulent,  violent,  and 


imperious  temper,  —  the  more  ill-becoming 
in  him,  because  he  subsisted  by  charity. 
He  was  remarkable  for  his  disrespectful 
behaviour  to  his  superiors  and  his  insolence 
to  his  equals.  The  very  make  and  look  of 
him  were  an  index  to  his  character.  .  .  . 

Having  a  small  benefice  given  him  in 
Staffordshire,  he  gave  great  scandal  to 
the  sober  and  religious  people  in  his 
neighbourhood  by  his  immoralities,  which 
are  set  forth  in  a  treatiso  entitled  “Peril 
of  being  zealously,  but  not  well-affected,” 
written  by  a  minister  of  the  Church  of 
England,  one  of  the  brotherhood  of  St. 
Katharine’s.  While  he  was  at  his  parish, 
or  Oxford,  he  fell  in  with  the  most  furious 
of  the  Jacobite  party,  made  scurrilous 
reflections  on  the  death  of  King  William 
and  the  Hanover  succession  ;  and  when  the 
queen  appeared  against  the  High-Church 
memorial,  he  had  the  impudence  to  call 
her  a  “waxen  queen,”  “whereby,”  says 
the  annalist,  “he  alluded  to  or  gave  the 
hint  of  the  tacit  jest  that  was  put  upon 
her  at  Oxford,  by  those  who  put  her  motto 
of  semper  eadem  on  the  vane  of  a  weather¬ 
cock.  Oldmixon,  John,  1730-39,  His¬ 
tory  of  England,  vol.  Jl,  p.  429. 

Dr.  Henry  Sacheverell  was  a  man  of  a 
large  and  strong  make,  with  a  good 
symmetry  of  parts,  of  a  livid  rather  than 
a  ruddy  complexion,  and  an  insolent  over¬ 
bearing  front,  with  large  staring  eyes, 
but  no  life  in  them, — a  manifest  indication 
of  an  envious,  ill-natured,  proud,  Bullen, 
and  ambitious  temper. — Chamberlen, 
Paul,  1738,  History  of  tfie  Life  and  Reign 
of  Queen  Anne,  p.  331. 

It  is  difficult  to  say  which  is  most  worthy 
of  ridicule — the  ministry,  in  arming  all 
the  powers  of  government  in  their  attack 
upon  an  obscure  individual,  or  the  public 
in  supporting  a  culprit  whose  doctrine 
was  more  odious  than  his  insolence,  and 
his  principles  yet  more  contemptible  than 
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his  parts. —Macaulay,  Catherine,  1763- 
83,  History  of  England. 

His  enemies  triumphed,  yet  dared  not 
venture  abroad.  He  was  disgraced  by  the 
legislature;  but  tens  of  thousands  bent  as 
lowly  before  him,  as  the  Thibetiansto  the 
Grand  Lama.  He  went  on  a  tour  of 
triumph  through  the  country ;  and  was 
received  with  splendid,  respectful  pomp, 
at  every  place  he  visited:  magistrates,  in 
their  formalities,  welcomed  him  into  their 
corporations;  and  his  guard  of  honour, 
was  frequently,  a  thousand  gentlemen  on 
horseback.  At  Bridgenorth  he  was  met 
by  Mr.  Creswell,  at  the  head  of  four 
thousand  horse ;  and  the  same  number  of 
persons  on  foot,  wearing  white  knots 
edged  with  gold,  and  three  leaves  of  gilt 
laurel  in  their  hats.  The  hedges,  for 
several  miles,  were  dressed  with  garlands 
of  flowers;  and  the  steeples  covered  with 
flags.  In  this  manner  he  passed  through 
Warwick,  Birmingham,  Bridgenorth,  Lud¬ 
low,  and  Shrewsbury,  on  his  way  to  his 
Welch  living,  with  a  cavalcade  better 
mited  to  a  prince  than  a  priest.  Ridicu¬ 
lous  as  this  farce  was,  it  did  some  good  ; 
as  it  kept  up  the  respect  due  to  the 
national  church,  by  engaging  the  voice  of 
the  people  at  large  in  its  favor ;  and  dis¬ 
couraging  any  attempts  to  lower  or  inno¬ 
vate  upon  it,  in  the  smallest  degree.  After 
the  three  years  suspension  had  expired,  a 
printer  gave  him  £100  for  his  first  sermon  ; 
and  the  house  of  Commons,  his  prosecutors, 
ordered  him  to  preach  before  them; 
thanked  him  for  his  discourse  ;  and  he  was 
presented  to  the  valuable  rectory  of  St. 
Andrew’s,  Holborn.  Had  the  ministry 
remained  in  power,  he  might,  probably, 
have  beeen  honoured  with  a  mitre. — 
Noble,  Mark,  1806,  A  Biographical  His¬ 
tory  of  England,  vol.  II,  p.  128. 

It  is  a  strange  conclusion  to  the  enthusi¬ 
astic  championship  of  Sacheverell  in  his 
day,  that  he  stands  alone  among  the 
objects  of  great  popular  contests,  as  one 
who  has  had  no  historical  vindicator. 
Whatever  may  be  said  of  the  folly,  the 
tyranny,  or  the  dishonesty  of  his  oppo¬ 
nents,  no  one  has  a  good  word  to  say 
for  Sacheverell  himself.  Nay,  he  gets 
wounded  in  the  assault  on  his  enemies ;  for 
a  chief  characteristic  in  their  offences  is 
that  they  Bhould  have  made  war  on  a 
creature  so  despicable.  This  view  of  his 
character  and  position  is  perhaps  the 


reason  why  there  seems  to  have  been  a 
reluctance  to  open  up  the  question,  by  a 
search  through  the  rich  and  curious 
materials  left  in  the  impeachment  and  the 
controversy.  The  story  as  it  was  origi¬ 
nally  told  by  Burnet  and  Tindal  has  been 
repeated  over  and  over.  And  yet  writers 
who  have  thus  carelessly  dealt  in  it,  have 
attributed  to  Sacheverell  alone  the  great 
events  of  the  later  years  of  Queen  Anne’s 
reign — events  produced  by  operative 
causes  of  which  the  Sacheverell  affair  was 
a  mere  superficial  phenomenon.  BURTON, 
John  Hill,  1880,  A  History  of  the  Reign 
of  Queen  Anne,  vol.  H,  p.  293. 

He  had  a  fine  presence  and  dressed  well. 
He  was  an  indifferent  scholar  and  had  no 
care  for  learning,  was  bold,  insolent, 
passionate,  and  inordinately  vain.  His 
failings  stand  in  a  strong  light,  because 
the  whigs,  instead  of  treating  him  and  his 
utterances  with  the  contempt  they  de¬ 
served,  forced  him  to  appear  as  the  cham¬ 
pion  of  the  church’s  cause,  a  part  which, 
both  by  mind  and  character,  he  was  utterly 
unfitted  to  play  even  respectably,  yet  the 
eager  scrutiny  of  his  enemies  could  find 
little  of  importance  to  allege  against  his 
conduct,  though  the  charge  that  he  used 
profane  language  when  irritated  seems  to 
have  been  true. — Hunt,  Rev.  William, 
1897,  Dictionary  of  National  Biography, 
vol.  l,  p.  83. 

GENERAL 

Nay,  the  Tatler,  the  immortal  Tatler, 
the  great  Bickerstaff  himself  was  fain  to 
leave  off  talking  to  the  ladies,  during  the 
Doctor’s  trial,  and  turn  his  sagacious  pen 
to  the  dark  subject  of  death,  and  the  next 
world  ;  though  he  has  not  yet  decided  the 
ancient  debate,  whether  Pluto’s  regions 
were,  in  point  of  government,  a  kingdom 
or  a  commonwealth.- — Defoe,  Daniel, 
1710,  The  Review. 

A  sudden  conflict  rises  from  the  swell 
Of  a  proud  slavery  met  by  tenets  strained 
In  Liberty's  behalf.  Fears,  true  or  feigned, 
Spread  through  all  ranks;  andlol  the 

Sentinel 

Who  loudest  rang  his  pulpit  ’laruru  bell, 
Stands  at  the  Bar.  absolved  by  female 

eyes 

Mingling  their  glances  with  grave  flatteries 
Lavished  on  Him — that  England  may  rebel 
Against  her  ancient  virtue. 

— Wordsworth,  William,  1822-23,  Ec¬ 
clesiastical  Sonnets,  pt.  iii,  No.  xi. 

So  superior  was  this  speech  [before  the 
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Lords]  in  composition  to  any  thing  which 
Sacheverell  had  hitherto  produced,  that 
it  was  well  understood  to  be  no  offspring 
of  his  brain.  Its  merit  was  in  general 
and  probably  with  reason  ascribed  to  At- 
terbury.— Stanhope,  Earl,  1870,  History 


of  England  Comprising  the  Reign  of 
Queen  Anne  until  the  Peace  of  Utrecht, 
p.  414. 

His  literary  skill  was  of  the  most 
mechanical  kind. — Minto,  William,  1879, 
Daniel  Defoe  ( English  Men  of  Letters),  p.  80. 


Humphrey  Prideaux 

1648-1724 

In  the  year  after  Queen  Anne’s  death,  Dr.  Humphrey  Prideaux,  born  in  1648,  pub¬ 
lished  the  first  part  of  his  very  useful  and  valuable  treatise  on  “The  Connection  of  the 
History  of  the  Old  and  New  Testaments;”  the  second  part  appeared  in  1717.  It  is 
still  held  in  high  estimation  for  the  care  and  accuracy  with  which  the  events  of  the 
Old  and  New  Testaments  are  synchronised.  His  “Life  of  Mahomet”  (1697),  though 
it  has  necessarily  been  superseded  by  Mure  and  other  authorities,  was  a  meritorious 
work,  written  with  much  seriousness  and  moderation.  Prideaui  was  a  native  of  Corn¬ 
wall.  He  was  educated  at  Westminster  School  and  Christ  Church,  Oxford.  When 
about  thirty,  he  was  preferred  to  the  living  of  St.  Clement’s,  Oxford;  in  1681,  he 
obtained  a  prebend  in  Norwich  Cathedral :  and  in  1702  he  was  made  Dean  of  Norwich. 
Scholarly  studies  seem  favourable  to  longevity;  the  good  Dean  at  his  death,  in  1724, 


was  seventy-six  years  of  age. — Adams,  W. 
vol.  II,  p.  155. 

PERSONAL 

The  late  Dr.  Henry  Aldrich,  dean  of 
Christ  Church,  had  but  a  mean  opinion, 
and  used  to  speak  slightingly,  of  Dr. 
Humphrey  Prideaux,  dean  of  Norwich,  as 
an  unaccurate  muddy  headed  man. 
Prideaux's  chief  skill  was  in  Orientals, 
and  yet  even  there  he  was  far  from  being 
perfect  in  either,  unless  in  Hebrew,  which 
he  was  well  versed  in.  In  1677  he  was 
preparing  for  the  press  an  edition  of 
Dionysius  Halicarnasseus,  to  be  printed  at 
the  Theatre,  but  it  came  to  nothing,  I 
know  not  for  what  reason,  unless  because 
it  was  found  that’twould  be  as  uncorrect 
as  his  “Marmora  Oxonienaia, ”  and  that 
he  would  do  little  or  nothing  to  it,  besides 
heaping  up  notes;  and  yet  from  a  letter 
in  his  own  hand  I  gather,  that  he  intended 
to  be  short  in  them,  and  to  make  them 
consist  only  of  references  to  other 
authors,  where  the  several  stories  were 
also  told.  As  for  MSS.,  I  perceive  from 
that  letter  that  he  would  not  trouble 
himself  about  any,  but  rest  wholly  upon 
what  had  been  done  to  his  hands  by  former 
editors. — Hearne,  Thomas,  1734,  Re¬ 
liquiae  Hearniance,  ed.  Bliss,  Oct.  15,  vol. 
Ill,  p.  157. 

He  endured  the  most  dreadful  maladies 
that  can  afflict  the  human  frame,  for  a 
series  of  years,  with  a  patience  and 
resignation  without  a  parallel.  He  had 
a  strong  constitution ;  a  firm  mind,  and  a 


H.  Davenport,  1886.  Good  Queen  Anne, 

body,  able  to  undergo  great  labour,  until 
subdued  by  the  stone,  and  its  dreadfu1 
consequences.  At  ten  o'clock  he  retire 
to  rest;  at  five  he  renewed  his  studies.— 
Noble,  Mark,  1806,  A  Biographical 
History  of  England ,  vol.  If,  p.  109. 

GENERAL 

Prideaux  [in  “The  Life  of  Mahomet”] 
and  the  authors  of  the  “Modern  History” 
you  will  probably  think  unreasonably  eager 
to  expose  the  faults  of  the  prophet,  and 
you  will  surely  be  attracted  to  a  second 
consideration  of  the  work  (Koran)  of  Sale 
by  the  candour,  the  reasonableness,  and  the 
great  knowledge  of  the  subject,  which 
that  excellent  author  appears  everywhere 
to  display. — Smyth,  William,  1840, 
Lectures  on  Modem  History,  Lecture  iii. 

Prideaux’s  “Connection”  is  a  work  of 
great  research,  connecting  the  Old  with 
the  New  Testament  by  a  luminous  histor¬ 
ical  summary.  Few  books  have  had  a 
greater  circulation,  and  it  is  invaluable 
to  all  students  of  divinity.  Its  author 
was  highly  respected  for  his  learning  and 
piety. — Chambers,  Robert,  1876,  Cyclo¬ 
paedia  of  English  Literature,  ed.  Carruthers. 

Prideaux’s  literary  reputation  rests  on 
his  “Life  of  Mahomet”  (1697)  and  his 
“Connection”  (1716-18).  Of  each  of 
these  the  story  has  been  told  that  the  book¬ 
seller  to  whom  he  offered  the  manuscript 
said  he  “could  wish  there  were  a  little 
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more  humour  in  it.”  No  sign  of  humour 
was  ever  shown  by  Prideaux,  except  in 
his  proposal  (26  Nov.  1715)  for  a  hos¬ 
pital  in  each  university,  to  be  called  “Drone 
Hall,”  for  useless  fellows  and  students. 
The  ‘‘Life  of  Mahomet”  was  in  fact 


pointed  as  a  polemical  tract  against  the 
deists.  As  a  biography  it  is  valueless 
from  the  point  of  view  of  modern  knowl¬ 
edge. —Gordon,  Alexander,  1896,  Dic- 
tionary  of  National  Biography,  vol.  xlvi, 
p.  353. 


Jeremy  Collier 

1650-1726 

Born,  at  Stow  Qui  (or  Quire),  Cambridgeshire,  23  Sept.  1650.  Educated  at  his 
father’s  school  at  Ipswich.  To  Caius  Coll.,  Cambridge,  as  “poor  scholar,”  10  April 
1669;  B.A.,  1672;  M.A.,  1676;  Ordained  Deacon,  24  Sept.,  1676;  Priest,  24  Feb. 
1677.  Chaplain  to  Dowager  Countess  of  Dorset  at  Knowle,  1677-79.  Rector  of 
Ampton,  Suffolk,  25  Sept.  1679  to  1685.  Lecturer  at  Gray’s  Inn,  1685  [or  1686?]. 
Took  up  definite  position  as  non-juror.  Imprisoned  for  three  months  in  Newgate 
owing  to  political  pamphlet,  1688.  Another  short  imprisonment,  Nov.  1692.  Much 
controversial  writing  on  political  and  religious  topics.  Attack  on  stage  begun,  1698. 
Consecrated  as  nonjuring  bishop,  1713.  Religious  controversy  ;  and  abortive  attempt 
to  form  union  with  Eastern  Church.  Died,  in  London,  26  April  1726.  Buried  in 
churchyard  of  St.  Pancras.  Works:  “The  Difference  between  the  Present  and  Future 
State  of  our  Bodies,”  1686;  “The  Comparison  between  Giving  and  Receiving,  ”  1687; 
“The  Office  of  a  Chaplain”  (anon.),  1688;  “The  Disertion  discuss’d”  (anon.),  1688; 
“Vindiciae  Juris  Regni”  (anon.),  1689;  “Animadversions  upon  the  Modern  Explanation 
of  .  .  .  a  king  de facto”  (anon.),  1689;  “A  Caution  against  Inconstancy”  (anon.), 
1690;  “A  Dialogue  concerning  the  Times,”  1690;  “To  the  Right  Hon.  the  Lords  and 
the  Gentlemen,”  1690;  “Dr.  Sherlock’s  Case”  (anon),  1691 ;  “A  Brief  Essay  concern¬ 
ing  the  Independency  of  Church  Power”  (anon.),  1692;  “The  Case  of  giving  Bail,” 
1692;  “A  Reply”  (to  remarks  on  preceding),  1693;  “A  Persuasive  to  Consideration 
tendered  to  the  Royalists”  (anon.),  1693;  “Remarks  upon  the  ‘London  Gazette,’” 
1693;  “Miscellanies”  (afterwards  pt.  i.  of  “Essays  upon  several  Moral  Subjects”), 
1694;  “A  Defence  of  the  Absolution,”  1696;  “A  further  Vindication  of  the  Absolu¬ 
tion,”  1696;  “A  Reply  to  the  Absolution  of  a  Penitent,”  1693;  “An  Answer  to  the 
Animadversions”  (on  preceding;  anon.),  1696;  “The  Case  of  the  two  Absolvers,” 
1696;  “Essays  upon  several  Moral  Subjects,”  1697;  “A  Short  View  of  the  Immoral¬ 
ity  and  Profaneness  of  the  English  Stage,”  1698;  (2nd  and  3rd  edns.  same  year) ;  “A 
Defence  of  the  Short  View,”  1699;  “A  Second  Defence,”  1700;  “The  Great 
Historical,  Geographical,  Genealogical,  and  Poetical  Dictionary,  ”  vol.  i.,  1701  ;  vols.  ii., 
iii.,  1705;  vol.  iv.,  1721;  “A  Letter  to  a  Lady  concerning  the  New  Playhouse” 
(anon.),  1706;  “A  Further  Vindication  of  the  Short  View,  ”  1708  ;  “  An  Ecclesiastical 
History  of  Great  Britain,”  vol.  i.,  1708;  vol.  ii.,  1714;  “An  Answer  to  some  Excep¬ 
tions”  (to  preceding),  1715 ;  “Some  Remarks  on  Dr.  Kennet’s  .  .  .  Letters,”  1717 ; 
“Reasons  for  restoring  some  Prayers”  (anon.),  “A  Defence  of  the  Reasons”  (anon.), 
1718;  “A  Vindication  of  the  Reasons  and  Defence”  (anon),  pt.  i.,  1718;  pt.  ii.,  1719; 
“A  Further  Defence”  (anon.),  1720;  “Essays”  (collected),  1722;  “Several  Discourses 
upon  Practical  Subjects,”  1725;  “God  not  the  Author  of  Evil,”  1726.  Collier  frarts- 
lated :  “Sleidan’s  Commentaries,  ”  bks.  ix.-xii.,  1689;  Marcus  Aurelius’  “Meditations,  ’’ 
1701;  Gregory  of  Nazianzus  “Upon  the  Maccabees,”  1716;  and  wrote  prefaces  to: 
translation  of  Cicero  “De  Finibus”  by  S.  Parker,  1702;  and  “Human  Souls  naturally 
Immortal,”  1707.  Life :  by  T.  Lathbury,  in  1852  edn.  of  “Ecclesiastical  History.” 
— Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English.  Avthors ,  p.  60. 

PERSONAL  can  be  truly  argued  of  obscenity,  profane- 

I  shall  say  the  less  of  Mr.  Collier,  ness,  or  immorality,  and  retract  them.  If 
because  in  many  things  he  has  taxed  me  he  be  my  enemy,  let  him  triumph ;  if  he 
justly;  and  I  have  pleaded  guilty  to  all  be  my  friend,  as  I  have  given  him  no 
thoughts  and  expressions  of  mine  which  personal  occasion  to  be  otherwise,  he  will 
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be  glad  of  my  repentance. — Dryden, 
John,  1700,  Fables,  Preface. 

He  is  well  entitled  to  grateful  and 
respectful  mention;  for  to  his  eloquence 
and  courage  is  to  be  chiefly  ascribed  the 
purification  of  our  lighter  literature  from 
that  foul  taint  which  had  been  contracted 
during  the  Antipuritan  reaction.  He  was, 
in  the  full  force  of  words,  a  good  man. 
He  was  also  a  man  of  eminent  abilities,  a 
great  master  of  sarcasm,  a  great  master 
of  rhetoric.  His  reading,  too,  though 
undigested,  was  of  immense  extent.  But 
his  mind  was  narrow;  his  reasoning, 
even  when  he  was  so  fortunate  as  to  have 
a  good  cause  to  defend,  was  singularly 
futile  and  inconclusive;  and  his  brain  was 
almost  turned  by  pride,  not  personal,  but 
professional.  In  his  view,  a  priest  was 
the  highest  of  human  beings,  except  a 
bishop.  Reverence  and  submission  were 
due  from  the  best  and  greatest  of  the  laity 
to  the  least  respectable  of  the  clergy. 
However  ridiculous  a  man  in  holy  orders 
might  make  himself,  it  was  impiety  to 
laugh  at  him.  So  nervously  sensitive 
indeed  was  Collier  on  this  point  that  he 
thought  it  profane  to  throw  any  reflection 
even  on  the  ministers  of  false  religions. 
He  laid  it  down  as  a  rule  that  Muftis  and 
Augurs  ought  always  to  be  mentioned 
with  respect.  He  blamed  Dryden  for 
sneering  at  the  Hierophants  of  Apis.  He 
praised  Racine  for  giving  dignity  to  the 
character  of  a  priest  of  Baal.  He  praised 
Corneille  for  not  bringing  that  learned 
and  reverend  divine  Tiresias  on  the  stage 
in  the  tragedy  of  (Edips.  The  omission, 
Collier  owned,  spoiled  the  dramatic  effect 
of  the  piece ;  but  the  holy  function  was 
much  too  solemn  to  be  played  with.  Nay, 
incredible  as  it  may  seem,  he  thought  it 
improper  in  the  laity  to  sneer  even  at 
Presbyterian  preachers.  ...  In 
parts  Collier  was  the  first  man  among  the 
non  jurors. — Macaulay,  Thomas  Babing- 
TON,  1855,  History  of  England,  ch.  xiv. 

VIEW  OF  THE  ENGLISH  STAGE 
1098 

Being  convinced  that  nothing  has  gone 
further  in  Debauching  the  Age  than  the 
Stage-Poets  and  Play-House;  I  thought  I 
could  not  employ  my  Time  better  than  in 
writing  against  them.  These  men,  sure, 
take  Virtue  and  Regularity  for  Great 
Enemies;  why  else  is  their  disaffection 
so  very  remarkable?  It  must  be  said. 
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they  have  made  their  attack  with  great 
Courage,  and  gained  no  very  inconsider¬ 
able  Advantage.  But  it  seems,  Lewdness 
without  Atheism  is  but  half  their  Business. 
Conscience  might  possibly  recover,  and 
Revenge  be  thought  on;  and  therefore 
like  Foot-Pads,  they  must  not  only  Rob 
but  Murther.  ...  I  confess  1  have 
no  Ceremony  for  Debauchery.  For  to 
Complement  Vice,  is  but  one  Remove  from 
worshipping  the  Devil.- — Collier,  Jeremy, 
1698,  A  Short  View  of  the  Immorality  and 
Profaneness  of  the  English  Stage,  together 
with  the  Sense  of  Antiquity  upon  this  Argu¬ 
ment,  Preface. 

It  goes  for  current  authority  round  the 
whole  town  that  Mr.  Dryden  himself 
publicly  declared  [the  “Short  View”] 
unanswerable,  and  thanked  Mr.  Collier 
for  the  just  correction  he  had  given  him ; 
and  that  Mr.  Congreve  and  some  other 
great  authors  had  made  much  the  same 
declaration;  which  is  all  so  notoriously 
false,  so  egregious  a  lie,  that  Mr.  Dryden 
particularly  always  looked  upon  it  as  a 
pile  of  malice,  ill-nature,  and  uncharitable¬ 
ness,  and  all  drawn  upon  the  rack  of  wit 
and  invention. — Filmer,  Edward,  1698 
A  Further  Defence  of  Dramatic  Poetry. 

If  I  do  not  return  him  civilities  in 
calling  him  names,  it  is  because  I  am  not 
very  well  versed  in  his  nomenclatures. 

.  .  .  I  will  only  call  him  Mr.  Collier, 

and  that  I  will  call  him  as  often  as  I  think 
he  shall  deserve  it.  The  corruption  of  a 
rotten  divine  is  the  generation  of  our 
sour  critic.  .  .  .  The  greater  part 

of  those  examples  which  [Mr.  Collier] 
has  produced  are  only  demonstrations  of 
his  own  impurity,  they  only  savour  of  his 
utterance,  and  were  sweet  enough  till 
tainted  by  his  breath.— Congreve,  Wil¬ 
liam,  1698,  Amendments  of  Mr.  Collier's 
False  and  Imperfect  Citations. 

He  is  too  much  given  to  horse-play  in 
his  raillery,  and  comes  to  battle  like  a 
dictator  from  the  plough.  I  will  not  say 
“the  zeal  of  God’s  house  has  eaten  him 
up;”  but  I  am  sure  it  has  devoured  some 
part  of  his  good  manners  and  civility.  It 
might  also  be  doubted,  whether  it  was 
altogether  zeal  which  prompted  him  to 
this  rough  manner  of  proceeding ;  perhaps, 
it  became  not  one  of  his  function  to  rake 
into  the  rubbish  of  ancient  and  modern 
plays:  a  divine  might  have  employed  his 
pains  to  better  purpose,  than  in  the 
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nastiness  of  Plautus  and  Aristophanes, 
whose  examples,  as  they  excuse  not  me,  so 
might  be  possibly  supposed,  that  he  read  it 
them  not  without  some  pleasure.  They 
who  have  written  commentaries  on  those 
poets,  or  on  Horace,  Juvenal,  and  Martial, 
have  explained  some  vices,  which,  without 
their  interpretation,  had  been  unknown 
to  modern  times.  Neither  has  he  judged 
impartially  betwixt  the  former  age  and 
us. — Dryden,  John,  1700,  Fables,  Preface. 

However  just  his  charge  against  the 
authors  that  then  wrote  for  it  might  be, 

I  cannot  but  think  his  sentence  against 
the  stage  itself  is  unequal ;  reformation 
he  thinks  too  mild  a  treatment  for  it,  and 
is  therefore  for  laying  his  axe  to  the  root 
of  it.  .  .  .  Nevertheless,  Mr.  Collier's 
book  was  upon  the  whole  thought  so  laud¬ 
able  a  work,  that  king  William,  soon 
after  it  was  published,  granted  him  a  t?o/o 
prosequi,  when  he  stood  answerable  to  the 
law  for  his  having  absolved  two  criminals 
just  before  they  were  executed  for  high 
treason.  And  it  must  be  farther  granted, 
that  his  calling  our  dramatic  writers  to 
this  strict  account  had  a  very  wholesome 
effect  upon  those  who  wrote  after  this 
time.— Cibber,  Colley,  1739,  An  Apology 
for  His  Life. 

He  was  formed  for  a  controvertist : 
with  sufficient  learning;  with  diction 
vehement  and  pointed,  though  often  vulgar 
and  incorrect ;  with  unconquerable  per¬ 
tinacity  ;  with  wit  in  the  highest  degree 
keen  and  sarcastick;  and  with  all  those 
powers  exalted  and  invigorated  by  just 
confidence  in  his  cause.  Thus  qualified, 
and  thus  incited,  he  walked  out  to  battle, 
and  assailed  at  once  most  of  the  living 
writers,  from  Dryden  to  Durfey.  His 
onset  was  violent;  those  passages,  which, 
whilst  they  stood  single,  excited  little 
notice,  when  they  were  accumulated  and 
exposed  together,  excited  horror;  the 
wise  and  the  pious  caught  the  alarm  ;  and 
the  nation  wondered  why  it  had  so  long 
suffered  irreligion  and  licentiousness  to  be 
openly  taught  at  the  publick  charge. — 
Johnson,  Samuel,  1779-81,  Congreve, 
Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

It  is  no  disgrace  to  the  memory  of  this 
virtuous  and  well-meaning  man,  that,  to 
use  the  lawyer's  phrase,  he  pleaded  his 
cause  too  highly ;  summoned  unneces¬ 
sarily,  to  his  aid  the  artillery  with  which 
the  Christian  fathers,  had  fuminated 


against  the  Heathen  Drama  *  and,  pushing 
his  arguments  to  extremity,  directed  it  as 
well  against  the  use  as  the  abuse  of  the 
stage.  Those  who  attempted  to  reply  to 
him,  availed  themselves,  indeed,  of  the 
weak  parts  of  his  arguments ;  but  upon 
the  main  points  of  impeachment,  the  poets 
stood  self-convicted. — Scott,  Sir  Wal¬ 
ter,  1814-23,  Essay  on  the  Drama,  vol.  VI, 
p.  363. 

In  his  “View  of  the  English  Stage,” 
frightened  the  poets,  and  did  all  he  could 
to  spoil  the  stage  by  pretending  to  reform 
it;  that  is,  by  making  it  an  echo  of  the 
pulpit,  instead  of  a  reflection  of  the  man¬ 
ners  of  the  world.  It  seems 

that  the  author  would  have  been  contented 
to  be  present  at  a  comedy  or  a  farce,  like 
a  Father  Inquisitor,  if  there  was  to  be  an 
nuto  da  Je  at  the  end,  to  burn  both  the 
actors  and  the  poet.  This  sour,  nonjuring 
critic  has  a  great  horror  and  repugnance 
at  poor  human  nature  in  nearly  all  its 
shapes,  of  the  existence  of  which  he  ap¬ 
pears  only  to  be  aware  through  the  stage : 
and  this  he  considers  as  the  only  exception 
to  the  practice  of  piety,  and  the  perform¬ 
ance  of  the  whole  duty  of  man ;  and  seems 
fully  convinced,  that  if  this  nuisance  were 
abated,  the  whole  world  would  be  regulated 
according  to  the  creed  and  the  catechism. 
— Hazlitt,  William,  1818,  Lectures  on 
the  English  Comic  Writers,  Lecture  iv. 

Collier’s  famous  “View  of  the  Immor¬ 
ality  and  Frofaneness  of  the  English 
Stage”  came  out  in  March  1697-8 — and  it 
did  not  come  before  it  was  wanted — 
things  had  gotten  to  such  a  pitch  that 
Ladies  were  afraid  of  venturing  to  a  new 
play,  till  they  were  assured  that  they 
might  do  it,  without  risking  an  insult  on 
their  modesty — or  if  their  curiosity  was 
too  strong  for  their  patience,  they  gener¬ 
ally  came  in  masks.  .  .  .  Collier  had 

great  merit,  but  he  frequently  goes  too 
far — he  has  such  a  bias  on  his  mind  that 
he  sees  Profaneness  where  there  is  none. — 
Genest,  P.,  1832,  Some  Account  of  the 
English  Stage,  vol.  I,  pp.  123,  125. 

There  is  hardly  any  book  of  that  time 
from  which  it  would  be  possible  to  select 
specimens  of  writing  so  excellent  and  so 
various.  To  compare  Collier  with  Pascal 
would  indeed  be  absurd.  Yet  we  hardly 
know  where,  except  in  the  “Provincial 
Letters,”  we  can  find  mirth  so  harmoni¬ 
ously  and  becomingly  blended  with 
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solemnity  as  in  the  “Short  View.”  In 
truth,  all  the  modes  of  ridicule,  from  broad 
fun  to  polished  and  antithetical  sarcasm, 
were  at  Collier's  command.  On  the  other 
hand,  he  was  complete  master  of  the 
rhetoric  of  honest  indignation.  We 
scarcely  know  any  volume  which  contains 
so  many  bursts  of  that  peculiar  eloquence 
which  comes  from  the  heart,  and  goes  to 
the  heart.  Indeed,  the  spirit  of  the  book 
is  truly  heroic.  In  order  fairly  to  appre¬ 
ciate  it,  we  must  remember  the  situation 
in  which  the  writer  stood.  Ho  was  under 
the  frowm  of  power.  His  name  was 
already  a  mark  for  the  invectives  of  one 
half  the  writers  of  the  age ;  when,  in  the 
case  of  good  taste,  good  sense,  and  good 
morals,  he  gave  battle  to  the  other  half. 
Strong  as  his  political  prejudices  were,  he 
seems  on  this  occasion  to  have  entirely 
laid  them  aside.  He  has  forgotten  that 
he  was  a  Jacobite,  and  remembers  only 
that  he  is  a  citizen  and  a  Christian  Some 
of  his  sharpest  censures  are  directed 
against  poetry  which  had  been  hailed  with 
delight  by  the  Tory  party,  and  had  inflicted 
a  deep  wound  on  the  Whigs.  It  is  really 
inspiriting  to  see  how  gallantly  the  solitary 
outlaw  advances  to  attack  enemies, 
formidable  separately,  and  it  might  have 
been  thought,  irresistible  when  combined 
— distributes  his  swashing  blows  right  and 
left  among  Wycherley,  Congreve,  and 
Vanbrugh  -treads  the  wretched  D’Urfey 
down  in  the  dirt  beneath  his  feet — and 
strikes  with  ail  his  strength  full  at  the 
towering  crest  of  Dryden. — Macaulay, 
Thomas  Babington,  1841,  Comic  Drama¬ 
tists  of  the  Restoration,  Edinburgh  Review ; 
Critical  and  Miscellaneous  Essays. 

The  force  of  much  of  Jeremy  Collier's 
invective,  which  was  impaired  neither  by 
intemperance  of  language  nor  by  any  other 
symptom  of  inferior  breeding,  was  irresist¬ 
ible  ;  and  although  few  literary  mani¬ 
festoes  of  the  kind  have  been  more  abun¬ 
dantly  answered,  or  answered  by  abler  pens, 
the  strength  of  his  case  was  such  that  it 
may  be  said  to  have  ensured  him  the 
victory  at  the  outset. — Ward,  Adolphus 
William,  1875-99,  A  History  of  English 
Dramatic  Literature ,  vol.  Ill,  p.  511. 

It  would  be  foolish  to  attribute  the  in¬ 
fluence  exerted  by  the  “Short  View"  to 
Collier’s  ability  alone.  It  owed  its  suc¬ 
cess  in  great  measure  to  the  fact  that  it 
chimed  in  with  a  wide-spread  public 


sentiment. —Nicoll,  Henry  J.,  1882, 
Landmarks  of  English  Literature,  p.  150. 

Jeremy  Collier  did  infinite  service  to 
our  Restoration  Drama,  but  his  was  not 
the  service  of  a  scientific  critic. — Moul¬ 
ton,  Richard  G.,  1885,  Shakespeare  as  a 
Dramatic  Artist,  p.  35. 

The  reader  who  expects  to  find  Collier’s 
book  a  piece  of  ranting  Pharisaism,  or  full 
of  the  cant  of  a  literary  Tartuffe,  will  be 
disappointed.  The  treatment  of  the  sub¬ 
ject  is  severe,  but  reasonable  ;  the  tone  is 
that  of  a  man  of  the  world.  Collier — 

who  afterwards,  it  is  only  fair  to  admit, 
lost  his  temper  and  wrote  like  a  fanatic — 
remains,  in  the  “Short  View,”  temperate 
and  even  gay.  He  has  no  objection  to 
poetry  in  general,  or  even,  theoretically, 
to  drama.  ...  Is  certainly  the 
brightest  prose  pamphlet  of  its  time,  when 
he  records  his  impression  of  its  vivacity, 
variety,  and  glow.  .  .  .  The  sensa¬ 

tion  which  it  caused  was  unparalled.  No 
purely  literary  event — not  even  the  pub¬ 
lication  of  “Absolom  and  Architophel,” 
which  was  not  purely  literary — had 
awakened  anything  like  so  great  an  ex¬ 
citement  since  the  Restoration.  The 
books  sold  like  wild-fire,  and  it  may  be 
interesting  to  note,  from  more  than  one 
source,  that  Collier  was  paid  £50  for  the 
first  edition.  For  the  next  twelve  months 
the  town  was  convulsed  with  pamphleteers 
attacking  and  defending  the  “Short 
View,"  sometimes  in  books  longer  than 
the  original.  In  1699  the  controversy 
began  to  slacken,  but  the  fire  of  answer¬ 
ing  phamplets  went  sullenly  on  for  many 
years,  nor  can  be  properly  said  to  have 
closed  until  William  Law  brought  the 
whole  controversy  to  a  climax,  in  1726, 
with  his  “Absolute  Unlawfulness  of  the 
Stage  Entertainment  fully  demonstrated.  ’’ 
— Gosse,  Edmund,  1888,  Life  of  William 
Congreve  ( Great  Writers),  pp .  102,  103, 
111. 

As  the  adversary  of  men  of  wit  and 
genius.  Collier  has  become  obnoxious  to 
their  representatives,  and  has  been  un¬ 
fairly  reviled  as  a  sour  fanatic.  In  fact 
he  is  very  moderate,  admits  that  the  stage 
may  be  a  valuable  medium  of  instruction, 
and  only  denounces  its  abuse. 

His  wit  is  as  unquestionable  as  his  zeal, 
but  his  argument  is  not  everywhere  equally 
cogent.  On  the  chapter  of  profaneness 
he  is  fantastic  and  straitlaced,  and  so 


7U2 


COLLIER  VANBRUGH 


tender  of  dignities  dial  he  will  not  allow 
even  the  god  Apis  to  be  disrespectfully 
mentioned.  On  that  of  immorality  he  is 
unanswerable,  and  unless  the  incriminated 
dramatists  were  prepared  to  say,  “Evil, 
be  thou  my  good,”  they  could  but  own 
1  Pudot  hnec  opprobriu  uobis 

Et  dici  potuisse,  et  uou  potuLsso  refelli.” 

— Garnett,  Richard,  1895,  The  Age  of 
Dryden,  p.  153. 

Collier,  academic  or  nothing,  is  also  as 
full  of  familiar  contractions  and  cant 
phrase,  as  little  regardful  of  formal  and 
scholastic  graces,  as  any  gutter-scribbler 
of  the  time.— Saintsbury,  George,  1898, 
A  Short  History  of  English  Literature,  p. 
526. 

ECCLESIASTICAL  HISTORY  OF 
GREAT  BRITAIN 
1708-14 

There  appeared  to  me  quite  through  the 
second  volume,  such  a  constant  inclination 
to  favour  the  popish  doctrine,  and  to 
-.ensure  the  reformers,  that  I  should  have 
lad  a  better  opinion  of  the  author’s  in¬ 
tegrity,  if  he  had  professed  himself  to  be 
not  of  our  communion,  nor  of  the  com¬ 
munion  of  any  other  protestant  church. 
— Hurnet,  Gilbert,  1715,  History  of  the 
Reformation  of  the  Church  of  England, 
Preface,  vol.  III. 

I  said,  that  Mr.  Collier's  “History” 
was  very  well  done,  and  that  he  was  a 
clear-headed  man.  He  writes  without  rec¬ 


ords,  says  the  master,  and  does  not  under¬ 
stand  them,  whereas  Dr.  Ken  nett  is  a  master 
in  these  things.  I  said,  that  there  was  no 
comparison  between  Dr.  Kennelt  and  Mr. 
Collier,  the  latter  being  much  superior  to 
him  in  learning  and  judgment;  and  as  to 
his  “History,”  I  said  it  was  compiled  from 
records  and  the  best  authorities. — 
llFARNE,  Thomas,  1717,  Reliquiae  I/carn- 
iauce,  ed.  Bliss,  April  24,  vol.  II,  p.  45. 

It  is  a  work  of  great  learning,  the  first 
of  its  kind  that  had  appeared,  save  Fuller’s 
“Church  History,”  and  in  spite  of  the 
advance  of  historical  scholarship,  it  has 
not  lost  its  value.  Hunt,  Rev.  William, 
1887,  Dictionary  of  National  Biography, 
vol.  XI,  p.  344. 

GENERAL 

His  labours  were  always  well  meant; 
and,  it  is  certain  that,  as  a  censor,  he  did 
much  good.  The  learned  and  the  pious  of 
Europe  bore  witness  to  his  merit  as  a 
writer;  and  his  contemporaries  and  pos¬ 
terity  unite  in  commending  him  as  an 
excellent  Christian,  who  sacrificed  every 
thing  to  that  which  he  thought  his  duty. 

Nodle,  Mark,  1806,  A  Biographical 
History  of  England,  vol.  1 1,  p.  144. 

The  name  of  Collier,  a  worthy,  truly 
honourable  man,  who  suffered  for  his 
conscience,  deserves  higher  reputation 
than  it  has  received.  —Fitzgerald,  Percy, 
1882,  A  New  History  of  the  English  Stage, 
p.  192. 


Sir  John  Vanbrugh 

1664-1726. 

Born,  in  London,  Jan.  1664;  baptized,  24  Jan.  Probably  spent  some  time  in  Paris 
in  youth;  afterwards  served  in  Army.  Play,  “The  Relapse,”  performed  at  Drury 
Lane,  Dec.  1696;  “/Esop, ”  Drury  Lane,  Jan.  1697;  “The  Provok’d  Wife,”  Lincoln’s 
Inn  Fields,  May  1697 ;  “The  False  Friend,”  Drury  Lane,  Jan.  1702.  Practised  as  an 
architect.  Built  Castle  Howard,  Blenheim,  and  other  important  houses.  Appointed 
Controller  of  Royal  Works,  1702.  Play,  “Squire  Trelooby”  (written  with  Congreve 
and  Walsh),  produced  at  Lincoln’s  Inn  Fields,  30  March  1704;  “The  Country  House,” 

1705.  Built  a  theatre  in  the  Haymarket.  His  play,  “The  Confederacy,”  produced 
there,  30  Oct.  1705;  “The  Mistake,  ”  27  Dec.  1705.  Clarencieux  King-at-Arms, 
1705-26.  To  Hanover,  on  embassy  to  convey  Order  of  Garter  to  the  Elector,  May 

1706.  Knighted,  19  Sept.  1714.  Surveyor  of  Gardens  and  Waters,  1715.  Surveyor 
of  Works,  Greenwich  Hospital,  1716.  Member  of  Kit-Kat  Club.  Married  Henrietta 
Maria  Yarburgh,  14  Jan.  1719.  Died,  in  London,  26  March  1726.  Buried  in  St. 
Stephen’s,  Walbrook.  Works:  “The  Relapse”  (anon.),  1697  (afterwards  known,  in 
Sheridan’s  adaptation,  as  “A  Trip  to  Scarborough”);  “The  Provok’d  Wife”  (anon.), 
1697;  “.5£sop,  ”  1697;  “A  Short  Vindication  of  ‘The  Relapse’  and  ‘The  Provok’d 
Wife’  ”  (anon.),  1698;  “The  Pilgrim”  (adapted  from  Dryden;  anon.),  1700;  “The 
False  Friend”  (anon.),  1702;  “The  Confederacy”  (anon.),  1705;  “The  Mistake” 
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(anon.),  1706;  “The  Country  .House”  (trans.  from  the  French  of  Carton  D’Ancourt), 
1715.  Posthumous:  “The  Provok'd  Husband"  (completed  by  Cibber  from  Vanbrugh’s 
“A  Journey  to  London”),  1728;  “The  Cornish  Squire”  (trans.  from  Moli^re),  1734. 
Collected  Works:  in  2  vols..  ed  by  W.  C.  Ward,  1893.— Sharp,  It.  Farquharson, 
1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  288. 


PERSONAL 

Under  this  stone,  reader,  survey 

Dornl  Sir  John  Vanbrugh’s  house  of  clay  : 

Lio  heavy  on  him,  Earth,  for  bo 

Laid  mnny  a  heavy  load  on  thee. 

— Evans,  Abel,  c  1699,  On  Sir  John 
Vanbrugh. 

A  silly  fellow,  who  is  the  architect  at 
Woodstock.  -IIearne,  Thomas,  1714, 
Reliquiae  1  learniance,  ed.  Bliss,  Sept.  25, 
rol.  i,  p.  310. 

The  only  architect  in  the  world  who 
could  have  built  such  a  house,  and  the 
only  friend  in  the  world  capable  of  con¬ 
triving  to  lay  the  debt  upon  one  to  whom 
he  was  so  highly  obliged.— Marlborough, 
Sarah  Dutchess,  1718,  Case  of  the  Duke 
of  Marlborough  and  Sir  John  Vanbrugh. 

THE  RELAPSE 
1697 

The  character  of  Amanda  is  interesting, 
especially  in  the  momentary  wavering  and 
quick  recovery  of  her  virtue.  This  is  the 
first  homage  that  the  theatre  had  paid, 
since  the  Restoration,  to  female  chastity ; 
and  notwithstanding  the  vicious  tone  of 
the  other  characters,  in  which  Vanbrugh 
has  gone  as  great  lengths  as  any  of  his 
contemporaries,  we  perceive  the  begin¬ 
nings  of  a  re-action  in  public  spirit,  which 
gradually  reformed  and  elevated  the  moral 
standard  of  the  stage.-  Hallam,  Henry, 
1837-39,  Introduction  to  the  Literature  of 
Europe,  pt.  i v,  .ch.  vi,  par.  53. 

We  know  of  no  better  comic  writing  in 
the  world  than  the  earlier  scenes  of  Lord 
Foppington  in  the  “Relapse.” — Hunt, 
Leigh,  1840,  ed.,  The  Dramatic  Works 
of  Wycherley,  Congreve,  Vanbrugh  and 
Farquhar. 

Of  Vanbrugh’s  ten  or  eleven  plays, 
that  which  has  longest  kept  the  stage  is 
the  “Relapse,”  still  acted,  in  its  altered 
form,  by  Sheridan,  as  the  “Trip  to  Scar¬ 
borough.”  The  piece  was  produced  at 
the  Theatre  de  l’Odeon,  in  Paris,  in  the 
spring  of  1862,  as  a  posthumous  comedy 
of  Voltaire’s!  It  was  called  the  “Comte 
de  Boursoufle,”  and  had  a  “run.”  The 
story  ran  with  it  that  Voltaire  had  com¬ 
posed  it  in  his  younger  days  for  private 
representation,  that  it  had  been  more  than 


once  played  in  the  houses  of  his  noble 
friends,  under  various  titles,  that  he  had 
then  locked  it  up,  and  that  the  manuscript 
had  only  recently  been  discovered  by  the 
lucky  individual  who  persuaded  the 
manager  of  the  Odeon  to  produce  it  on  his 
stage?  The  bait  took.  All  the  French 
theatrical  world  in  the  capital  flocked  to 
the  Faubourg  St.  Germain  to  witness  a 
new  play  by  Voltaire.  Critics  examined 
the  plot,  philosophized  on  its  humor,  ap¬ 
plauded  its  absurdities,  enjoyed  its  wit, 
and  congratulated  themselves  on  the 
circumstances  that  the  Voltairean  wit 
especially  was  as  enjoyable  then  as  in  the 
preceding  century !  Of  the  authorship 
they  had  no  doubt  whatever ;  for,  said  they, 
if  Voltaire  did  not  write  this  piece,  who 
could  have  written  it  ?  The  reply  was  given 
at  once  from  this  country;  but  when  the 
mystification  was  exposed,  tho  French  crit¬ 
ics  gave  no  sign  of  awarding  honor 
where  honor  was  due,  and  probably  this 
translation  of  the  “Relapse”  may  figure 
in  future  French  editions  as  an  undoubted 
work  of  Voltaire. — Doran,  John,  1863, 
Annals  of  the  English  Stage,  vol.  I,  p.  158. 

“The  Relapse”  is  a  delightful  play  to 
read  ;  its  spirit  is  sustained  without  effort 
to  the  end;  and  although  the  characters 
are  somewhat  farcical,  yet  are  they  more 
so  than  many  an  anomaly  we  all  and  each 
of  us  meet  in  every  day  life?  Lord 
Foppington,  for  instance,  is  a  delicious 
coxcomb;  but  that  man  must  be  deaf, 
blind  and  insensible,  who  cannot  in  his 
own  experience  verify  a  Lord  Foppington 
in  absurdity,  conceit,  and  stolid  selfish¬ 
ness.  This  character  is  perhaps  a  reflex 
of  the  Sir  Fopling  Flutter  of  Etheredge; 
more  so  however  in  the  externals  than  in 
the  inner  structure  of  the  specimen. — - 
Clarke,  Charles  Cowden,  1872,  On  the 
Comic  Writers  of  England,  Gentleman's 
Magazine,  n.  vol.  8,  p.  39. 

“The  Relapse”  must,  I  think,  be  pro¬ 
nounced  Vanbrugh's  best  comedy.  Lord 
Foppington  is  a  humorous  conception, 
and  the  whole  dialogue  is  animated  and 
to  the  point.  One  sees  where  Sheridan 
got  his  style.  There  are  more  brains,  if 
less  sparkle,  in  Vanbrugh’s  repartees  than 
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in  Sheridan’s.  Birrell,  Augustine, 

1894,  Men,  Women  and  Books,  p.  102. 

The  play  remained  a  prime  favourite 
with  the  public  throughout  the  eighteenth 
century,  and  has  passed  through  several 
transformations.  A  three-act  farce, 
called  “The  Man  of  Quality,”  was  carved 
out  of  it  by  Lee  and  given  at  Covent 
Garden  in  1776;  and  in  the  following  year 
Sheridan,  reflecting  that  it  was  “a  pity  to 
exclude  the  productions  of  our  best  writers 
for  want  of  a  little  wholesome  pruning,” 
recast  it  as  “A  Trip  to  Scarborough.  ’  ’  The 
original  play  was  seen  at  the  Olympic  in 
1846,  and  at  the  Strand  as  late  as  1850. 
A  version  by  Mr.  John  Hollingshead,  also 
called  “The  Man  of  Quality,”  was  pro¬ 
duced  at  the  Gaiety  on  7  May  1870  with 
Miss  Nellie  Farren  as  Miss  Hoyden,  a  part 
in  which  Mrs.  Jordan  had  excelled ;  and 
another,  called  “Miss  Tomboy,”  by  Mr. 
Robert  Buchanan,  at  the  Vaudeville  on  20 
March  1890.—  Seccombe,  Thomas,  1899. 
Dictionary  of  National  Biography,  vol. 
Lvm,  p.  87. 

THE  PROVOKED  WIFE 
1697 

In  1725  we  were  called  upon,  in  a 
manner  that  could  not  be  resisted,  to 
revive  the  “Provoked  Wife.”  a  comedy 
which,  while  we  found  our  account  in 
keeping  the  stage  clear  of  those  loose 
libertines  it  had  formerly  too  justly  been 
charged  with,  we  had  laid  aside  for  some 
years.  The  author,  sir  John  Vanbrugh, 
who  was  conscious  of  what  it  had  too 
much  of,  was  prevailed  upon  to  substitute 
a  new  written  scene  in  the  place  of  one  in 
the  fourth  act,  where  the  wantonness  of 
his  wit  and  humour  had  (originally)  made 
a  rake  talk  like  a  rake,  in  the  borrowed 
habit  of  a  clergyman ;  to  avoid  which 
offence,  he  clapt  the  same  debauchee  into 
the  undress  of  a  woman  of  quality.  Now 
the  character  and  profession  of  a  fine  lady 
not  being  so  indelibly  sacred  as  that  of  a 
churchman,  whatever  follies  he  exposed 
in  the  petticoat,  kept  him  at  least  clear 
of  his  former  profaneness,  and  were  now 
innocently  ridiculous  to  the  spectator. — 
Cibber,  Colley,  1739,  An  Apology  for 
His  Life. 

Has  some  merit  as  a  comedy ;  it  is  witty 
and  animated,  as  Vanbrugh  usually  was ; 
the  character  of  Sir  John  Brute  may  not 
have  been  too  great  a  caricature  of  real 
manners,  such  as  survived  from  the  debased 


reign  of  Charles ;  and  the  endeavor  to  ex¬ 
pose  the  grossness  of  the  older  generation 
was  itself  an  evidence,  that  a  better  polish 
had  been  given  to  social  life.  Hallam, 
Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction  to  the  Liter¬ 
ature  of  Europe,  pt.  iv,  ch.  vi,  par.  53. 

The  characters  in  this  play,  especially 
that  of  sir  John  Brute,  are  drawn  with 
consummate  skill,  and  the  dialogue  is 
easy,  brilliant,  and  natural :  but  the  plot 
is  more  licentious  in  its  conduct  and  situ¬ 
ations  than  any  contemporary  production 
with  which  we  are  acquainted,  and  abso¬ 
lutely  demoralising  in  the  principle  of 
domestic  retaliation  it  attempts  to  justify. 
A  surly  and  unfeeling  husband  is  here 
retorted  upon  by  his  wife,  who  sacrifices 
her  own  honour  by  way  of  taking  revenge 
upon  him  for  his  ill-treatment  of  her  .  and 
this  mode  of  avenging  herself  is  admitted 
by  the  catastrophe  to  be  perfectly  reason¬ 
able  and  correct.— Dunham,  S.  Astley, 
1838,  ed.,  Literary  and  Scientific  Men  of 
Great  Britain  and  Ireland,  vol.  ill,  p.  216. 

“The  Provoked  Wife,  ”  to  my  own  feel¬ 
ings  and  taste,  is  a  nauseous  production. 
Sir  John  Brute,  the  chief  person,  is  a 
monster-curiosity,  and  fit  only  for  a 
museum.  There  are  anomalies  in  the 
world,  it  is  true,  and  Sir  John  Brute  is 
one  :  he  is  an  awful  hog.  His  wife  is  an 
natural  character,  and  tells  her  own  tale 
clearly  and  well.  The  other  characters, 
Belinda  (her  niece),  Constant,  Heartfree, 
and  Lady  Fanciful,  are  little  better  than 
common  stock  from  the  dramatic  ware¬ 
house.  The  play  is  considerably  licen¬ 
tious,  and  yet  the  spirit  of  its  moral  is 
less  revolting,  from  the  tone  of  unselfish¬ 
ness  and  an  unconsciously  developed  tone 
of  justice  towards  the  party  against  whom 
the  question  is  always  begged,  a  frank¬ 
ness  and  liberality  of  sentiment  that  one 
may  look  for  in  vain  in  the  heartless  and 
passionless  intrigueries  of  Congreve. — 
Clarke,  Charles  Cowden,  1872,  On  the 
Comic  Writers  of  England,  Gentleman's 
Magazine,  n.  vol.  8,  p.  42. 

A  licentious  comedy  in  which  Betterton 
created,  with  great  success,  the  role  of 
Sir  John  Brute,  and  which  was  later  to  be 
revived  by  Garrick  so  that  he  might 
delight  his  admirers  in  the  same  character. 
It  was  a  scandalous  piece,  yet  it  had  so 
much  genuine  humor  that  Garrick  ventured 
to  add  it  to  his  repertoire,  with  some  of 
the  original  grossness  left  out. — Robins, 
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Edward,  Jr.,  1895,  Echoes  of  ike  Play¬ 
house,  p.  98. 

THE  CONFEDERACY 

170o 

A  more  hopeless  crew  of  unprincipled 
riff-raff  surely  never  were  assembled  in 
any  single  list  of  dramatis  personae.  Not 
one  individual  has  the  least  claim  upon 
our  respect,  nor  is  it  looked  for  or 
required  ;  not  one  even  upon  our  interest, 
beyond  the  amusement  of  watching  their 
escapes  from  their  rascally  slip-shod  con¬ 
trivances;  and,  really,  these  are  sustained 
with  considerable  humour. — Clarke, 
Charles  Cowden,  1872,  On.  the  Comic 
Writers  of  England,  Gentleman’ s  Magazine, 
n.  s.,  vol.  8,  p.  44. 

The  dialogue  is  distinguished  by  the 
author’3  usual  vivacity.  Dick  Amlet  and 
his  mother  make  a  choice  pair,  and  Flip- 
panta  the  lady's-maid  is  a  fine  specimen 
of  the  effrontery  of  her  kind.  The  moral¬ 
ity  of  this  comedy  is  on  Vanbrugh's  usual 
level,  which  may  be  described  as  about 
the  lowest  to  which  English  comedy  has 
ever  sunk  ;  and  the  rascally  Dick  is  made 
perfectly  happy  at  the  close.  Ward, 
Adolimius  William,  1875-99,  A  History 
of  English  Dramatic  Literature,  vol.  Ill, 
p.  479. 

ARCHITECTURE 
For  building  famed,  and  justly  reckon’d 
At  court,  Vitruvius  the  Second  : 

No  wonder,  since  wise  authors  shew 
That  best  foundations  must  be  low  . 

And  uow  the  duke  has  wisely  ta’en  liim 
To  be  his  architect  at  Blenheim, 

But,  raillery  for  once  apnit, 

If  this  rule  holds  in  every  nrt ; 

Or  if  his  grace  were  no  more  skill’d  in 
The  art  of  battering  walls  than  building, 
"We  might  expect  to  see  next  year 
A  mouse -trap  man  chief  engineer. 

— Swift,  Jonathan,  1708,  Works. 

Belongs  only  to  this  work  in  a  light 
that  is  by  no  means  advantageous  to  him. 
He  wants  all  the  merit  of  his  writings  to 
protect  him  from  the  censure  due  to  his 
designs.  What  Pope  said  of  his  comedies 
is  much  more  applicable  to  his  buildings — 
“How  Van  wants  grace!” — 

Grace!  He  wanted  eyes,  he  wanted  all 
ideas  of  proportion,  convenience,  pro¬ 
priety.  He  undertook  vast  designs,  and 
composed  heaps  of  littleness.  The  style 
of  no  age,  of  no  country,  appears  in  his 
works;  he  broke  through  all  rule,  and 
compensated  for  it  by  no  imagination. 


He  seems  to  have  hollowed  quarries  rather 
than  to  have  built  houses;  and  should  his 
edifices,  as  they  seem  forced  to  do,  out¬ 
last  all  record,  what  architecture  will 
posterity  think  was  that  of  their  ancestors  ? 
The  laughers,  his  contemporaries,  said, 
that  having  been  confined  in  the  Bastile, 
he  had  drawn  his  notions  on  building  from 
that  fortified  dungeon. — Walpole,  Hor¬ 
ace,  1762-86,  Anecdotes  of  Painting  in 
England ,  p.  310. 

“We  staid  two  nights  in  Woodstock; 
but  there  was  an  order  to  the  servants, 
under  her  grace’s  own  hand,  not  to  let  me 
enter  Blenheim!  and  lest  that  should  not 
mortify  me  enough,  she  having  somehow 
learned  that  my  wife  was  of  the  company, 
sent  an  express  the  night  before  we  came 
there,  with  orders  that  if  she  came  with 
the  Castle  Howard  ladies,  the  servants 
should  not  sufTer  her  to  see  either  house, 
gardens,  or  even  to  enter  the  park:  so 
she  was  forced  to  sit  all  day  long  and  keep 
me  company  at  the  inn!"  This  was  d 
coup-de-theatre  in  this  joint  comedy  a 
Atossa  and  Vanbrugh!  The  architect  d 
Blenheim,  lifting  his  eyes  towards  his 
own  massive  grandeur,  exiled  to  a  dull 
inn,  and  imprisoned  with  one  who  required 
rather  to  be  consoled,  than  capable  of 
consoling  the  enraged  architect. — Dis¬ 
raeli,  Isaac,  1791-1824,  Secret  History 
of  the  Building  of  Blenheim ,  Curiosities  of 
Literature. 

Vanbrugh’s  attempt,  therefore,  seems 
to  have  been  an  effort  of  genius:  and  if 
we  can  keep  the  imagination  apart  from 
the  five  orders,  we  must  allow  that  he  has 
created  a  magnificent  whole ;  which  is 
invested  with  an  air  of  grandeur  seldom 
seen  in  a  more  regular  style  of  building. 
Its  very  defects,  except  a  few  that  are 
too  glaring  to  be  overlooked,  give  it  an 
appearance  of  something  beyond  common  ; 
and  as  it  is  surrounded  with  great  objects, 
the  eye  is  struck  with  the  whole,  and  takes 
the  parts  upon  trust.  What  made  Van¬ 
brugh  ridiculous,  was  his  applying  to 
small  houses  a  style  of  architecture  which 
could  not  possibly  succeed  but  in  a  large 
one. — Gilpin,  William,  1804?  Observa¬ 
tions  on  the  Mountains  and  Lakes  of  Cum¬ 
berland  and  Westmoreland. 

There  is,  however,  no  doubt  but  that 
Vanburgh  was  justly  accused  by  the 
Duchess  of  extravagance  in  many  in¬ 
stances,  and  of  exceeding  his  commission 
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in  others.  She  even  taxed  him  with  build¬ 
ing  one  entire  court  at  Blenheim  without 
the  Duke’s  knowledge.  She  detected  his 
bad  taste  and  grasping  spirit,  and  despised 
his  mismanagement, — of  which  latter  the 
best  proof  was,  that  when,  upon  the  death 
of  the  Duke,  the  whole  charge  of  the 
building  fell  into  her  hands,  she  completed 
it  in  the  manner,  and  at  the  reduced 
expense,  which  has  been  described.  That 
“wicked  woman  of  Marlborough,”  as  Sir 
John-  Vanbrugh  termed  the  Duchess,  had 
perhaps  no  greater  error  in  his  eyes  than 
the  penetration  with  which  she  discovered 
his  narrow  pretensions,  his  inadequacy, 
and  wanton  waste,  not  to  say  peculation. 
— Thomson,  Katherine,  1838,  Memoirs 
of  Sarah  Jennings,  Duchess  of  Marlborough, 
vol.  II,  p.  458. 

Sir  John  Vanbrugh’s  merits  as  an  archi¬ 
tect — his  fire,  his  daring,  his  picturesque¬ 
ness,  his  solidity  and  grandeur — have  been 
recognised  and  very  handsomely  acknowl¬ 
edged  by  the  best  judges  of  art.  Sir 
Joshua  Reynolds’s  judgment  of  him, 
though  often  quoted,  may  be  quoted  once 
again: — “In  the  buildings  of  Vanbrugh, 
who  was  a  poet  as  well  as  an  architect, 
there  is  a  greater  display  of  imagination 
than  we  shall  find  perhaps  in  any  other; 
and  this  is  the  ground  of  the  effect  we 
feel  in  many  of  his  works,  notwithstand¬ 
ing  the  faults  with  which  many  of  them 
are  charged.”  It  was  the  peculiarity  of 
Vanbrugh’s  genius  that  he  was  a  poet 
even  more-than  a  builder,  and  designed  a 
palace  as  he  designed  a  play— in  masses, 
with  so  much  unity  of  thought  in  the 
stone  construction  as  he  would  have 
studied  in  his  action  and  dialogue,  the 
whole  relieved  and  enlivened  by  artistic 
contrasts  and  surprises.  No  man.  prob¬ 
ably,  not  a  slave  of  rules,  will  deny  to 
Blenheim  and  to  Castle  Howard  a  certain 
splendour  and  originality  not  to  be  seen 
in  the  works  of  common  men.  Seen  from 
the  bridge,  or  from  the  grassy  upland 
above  the  bridge,  what  secular  edifice  in 
England  will  compare  in  force,  solidity, 
and  cheeriness,  with  the  front  of  Blen¬ 
heim?  Is  it  not  wonderfully  bright,  and 
bold,  and  various,  striking  in  the  detail 
and  in  the  mass  ?  Does  it  not  gloriously 
cap  and  adorn  the  voluptuous  site  on 
which  it  stands?  Does  not  the  work, 
too,  thoroughly  embody  the  idea  out  of 
which  it  grew — the  memorial  of  a  nation  s 


gratitude  and  of  a  hero’s  deeds? — Man¬ 
chester,  Duke  of,  1864,  Court  and  Society 
from  Elizabeth  to  Anne,  p.  226. 

The  year  1702  presents  our  author  in 
a  new  character.  Of  his  architectural 
studies  we  know  absolutely  nothing,  unless 
we  may  accept  Swift’s  account,  who  pre¬ 
tends  that  Vanbrugh  acquired  the  rudi¬ 
ments  of  the  art  by  watching  children 
building  houses  of  cards  or  clay.  But 
this  was  probably  ironical.  However  he 
came  by  his  skill,  in  1702  he  stepped  into 
sudden  fame  as  the  architect  of  Castle 
Howard.— Ward,  W.  C.,  1893,  ed.  Van¬ 
brugh's  Collected  Works. 

The  verdict  of  Vanbrugh's  literary 
rivals  as  to  the  architectural  merit  of 
Blenheim  was  wholly  unfavourable.  In 
the  minds  of  less  prejudiced  critics  there 
has  been  great  divergence  of  opinion ; 
but  it  must  be  conceded  that  Vanbrugh 
hardly  rose  to  his  opportunities.  The 
general  plan  of  a  grand  central  edifice, 
connected  by  colonnades  with  two  project¬ 
ing  quadrangular  wings,  and  of  the  ap¬ 
proaches  (including  the  “Titanic  bridge”), 
is  admirable  in  its  way.  The  sky-line  is 
broken  in  a  picturesque  fashion,  and  the 
light  and  shade  are  balanced  and  con¬ 
trasted  in  a  manner  which  envoked  the 
enthusiastic  eulogy  of  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds, 
Uvedale  Price,  Allan  Cunningham,  and 
other  connoisseurs  of  scenic  effect.  On  the 
other  hand,  the  ornament,  when  not 
positively  uncouth,  is  unmeaning  and  there 
is  a  sensible  coarseness  in  matters  of 
detail  throughout  the  work.  Voltaire 
remarked  upon  Blenheim  that  if  the  rooms 
were  as  wide  as  the  walls  were  thick,  the 
chfiteau  would  be  convenient  enough. 
The  last  thing  that  Vanbrugh  had  in  his 
mind  was  personal  comfort  for  his  clients. 
— Seccombe,  Thomas,  1899,  Dictionary 
of  National  Biography,  vol.  LVIII,  p.  91. 

GENERAL 

Sir  John  Vanbrugh  has  writ  several 
comedies  which  are  more  humourous  than 
those  of  Mr.  Wycherley,  but  not  so 
ingenious.  Sir  John  was  a  man  of 
pleasure,  and  likewise  a  poet  and  an  archi¬ 
tect.  The  general  opimion  is,  that  he  is 
as  sprightly  in  his  writings  as  he  is  heavy 
in  his  buildings. — Voltaire,  Francois 
Marie  Arouet,  1732?  Letters  Concerning 
the  English  Nation,  p.  147. 

How  Van  wants  grace,  who  never 
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wanted  wit!—  Pope,  Alexander,  1733, 
First  Epistle  of  the  Second  Book  of  Horace. 

Though  to  write  much  in  a  little  time  is 
no  excuse  for  writing  ill,  yet  sir  John  Van¬ 
brugh’s  pen  is  not  to  be  a  little  admired 
for  its  spirit,  ease,  and  readiness,  in  pro¬ 
ducing  plays  so  fast  upon  the  neck  of  one 
another,  for  notwithstanding  this  quick 
despatch,  there  is  a  clear  and  lively  sim¬ 
plicity  in  his  wit,  that  neither  wants  the 
ornament  of  learning,  nor  has  the  least 
smell  of  tho  lamp  in  it.  As  the  face  of 
a  fine  woman,  with  only  her  locks  loose 
about  her,  may  be  then  in  its  greatest 
beauty,  such  were  his  productions  only 
adorned  by  nature.  There  is  something 
so  catching  to  the  ear,  so  easy  to  the 
memory  in  all  he  wrote,  that  it  has  been 
observed  by  all  the  actors  of  my  time, 
that  the  style  of  no  author  whatsoever 
gave  their  memory  less  trouble  than  that 
of  sir  John  Vanbrugh;  which  I  myself, 
who  have  been  charged  with  several  of  his 
strongest  characters,  can  confirm  by  a 
pleasing  experience.  And  indeed  his  wit 
and  humour  were  so  little  laboured,  that 
his  most  entertaining  scenes  seemed  to  be 
no  more  than  his  common  conversation 
committed  to  paper.  Here  I  confess  my 
judgment  at  a  loss,  whether  in  this  I  give 
him  more  or  less  than  his  due  praise. — 
Cibber,  Colley,  1739,  A  n  Apology  for  His 
Life. 

Sir  John  Vanbrugh,  it  is  said,  had  great 
facility  in  writing,  and  is  not  a  little  to 
be  admired  for  the  spirit,  ease,  and  read¬ 
iness,  with  which  he  produced  his  plays. 
Notwithstanding  his  extraordinary  expe¬ 
dition,  there  is  a  clear  and  lively  sim¬ 
plicity  in  his  wit,  that  is  equally  distant 
from  the  pedantry  of  learning,  and  the 
lowness  of  scurrility.  As  the  face  of  a 
fine  lady,  with  her  hair  undressed,  may 
appear  in  the  morning  in  its  brightest 
glow  of  beauty ;  such  were  the  productions 
of  Vanbrugh,  adorned  with  only  the  negli¬ 
gent  graces  of  nature. —Cibber,  The- 
ophilus,  1753,  Lives  of  the  Poets,  vol.  iv, 
v.  103. 

Sir  John  Vanburgh  has  spirit,  wit,  and 
ease;  but  he  is,  to  the  last  degree,  gross 
and  indelicate.  He  is  one  of  the  most 
immoral  of  all  our  comedians.  His  “Pro¬ 
voked  W ife' '  is  full  of  such  indecent  senti- 
ments  and  allusions,  as  ought  to  explode 
it  out  of  all  reputable  society.  His 
“Relapse”  is  equally  censurable;  and 


these  are  his  only  two  considerable  pieces. 
—Blair,  Hugh,  1783,  Lectures  on  Rhetoric 
and  Belles-Lettres,  ed.  Mills,  Lecture  xlvii, 
p.  542. 

He  is  no  writer  at  all,  as  to  mere 
authorship ;  but  he  makes  up  for  it  by  a 
prodigious  fund  of  comic  invention  and 
ludicrous  description,  bordering  some¬ 
what  on  caricature.  Though  he  did  not 
borrow  from  him,  he  was  much  more  like 
Moliere  in  genius  than  Wycherley  was. 
who  professedly  imitated  him.  He  has 
none  of  Congreve’s  graceful  refinement, 
and  as  little  of  Wycherley’s  serious  man¬ 
ner  and  studied  insight  into  the  springs 
of  character;  but  his  exhibition  of  it  in 
dramatic  contrast  and  unlooked-for  situ¬ 
ations,  where  the  different  parties  play 
upon  one  another’s  failings,  and  into  one 
another’s  hands,  keeping  up  the  jest  like 
a  game  of  battledore  and  shuttlecock,  and 
urging  it  to  the  utmost  verge  of  breath¬ 
less  extravagance,  in  the  mere  eagerness 
of  the  fray,  is  beyond  that  of  any  other 
of  our  writers.  ...  He  has  more 
nature  than  art;  what  he  does  best,  he 
does  because  he  cannot  help  it.  He  has 
a  masterly  eye  to  the  advantages  which 
certain  accidental  situations  of  character 
present  to  him  on  the  spot,  and  executes 
the  most  difficult  and  rapid  theatrical 
movements  at  a  moment's  warning. — 
Hazlitt,  William,  1818,  Lectures  on  the 
English  Comic  Writers,  Lecture  iv. 

Is  as  appalling  a  Satirist  as  Swift.  His 
pictures  of  human  nature  are  hideously 
like;  they  are  true  to  the  very  wrinkle. 
Swift  said  that  he  hated  the  Ourang 
Outang,  because  it  was  so  like  us ;  and  so 
we  may  say  of  Vanbrugh's  delineations  of 
character.  All  the  vices  of  humanity  are 
treasured  up  in  them ;  yet  they  are  not 
natural  delineations.  They  are  the  bad 
parts  of  human  nature  picked  out  and 
separated  from  those  redeeming  qualities, 
which  scarcely  the  vilest  of  mankind  are 
not  without. — Neele,  Henry,  1827-29, 
Lectures  on  English  Poetry,  p.  149. 

No  man  who  has  been  satirized  by 
Swift,  and  praised  by  Reynolds,  could 
have  much  chance  of  being  forgotten ; 
but  the  fame  of  him  who  was  at  once  the 
author  of  “The  Relapse”  and  “The  Pro¬ 
voked  Wife,”  and  the  architect  of  Castle 
Howard  and  Blenheim,  stands  independ¬ 
ent  of  even  such  subsidiaries. — Cunning¬ 
ham,  Allan,  1829-33,  Lives  of  the  Most 
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Eminent  British  Painters,  Sculptors  and 
Architects,  voL  IV,  p.  253. 

The  wit  of  Vanbrugh  flows  rather  than 
flashes;  but  in  its  copious  stream  may  vie 
in  its  own  way  with  the  dazzling  fire- 
shower  of  Congreve’s;  and  his  characters 
have  much  more  of  real  flesh  and  blood  in 
their  composition,  coarse  and  vicious  as 
almost  all  the  more  powerfully  drawn 
among  them  are. — Craik,  Georce  L., 
1861,  A  Compendious  History  of  English 
Literature  and  of  the  English  language, 
vol.  n,  p.  274. 

Less  brilliant  than  Congreve,  and 
altogether  his  inferior  both  as  a  dramatist 
and  as  a  wit,  Sir  John  Vanbrugh  is  in  my 
opinion  unsurpassed  by  any  of  our  post- 
Restoration  writers  of  comedy  in  the 
vivacity,  gaiety,  and  ease  of  his  prose 
dialogue.  Moreover,  he  enriched  the 
comic  stage  by  one  supremely  ludicrous 
character  which,  except  in  so  far  as 
Etheredge’s  Sir  Fopling  Flutter  may  have 
a  claim  to  its  parentage,  may  fairly  be 
called  new,  viz.  the  admirable  Lord 
Foppington  of  “The  Relapse;”  and  he 
invented  some  others  which  are  almost 
equally  extravagant  and  almost  equally 
true  to  life.  He  borrowed  with  skill 
while  he  constructed  with  ease,  and  must 
altogether  be  allowed  to  be  one  of  the 
most  entertaining  dramatists  of  his  age. 
His  morality  might  be  averred  to  sink 
below  that  of  Congreve — could  it  be  said 
to  sink  at  all ;  for  such  is  the  levity  of 
this  author  that  it  is  difficult  to  weigh 
even  his  sins  in  any  very  serious  balance. 
The  utter  frivolity  of  the  later  Stuart 
comedy  has  no  more  signal  representative 
than  Vanbrugh,  though,  as  it  happened, 
he  was  very  far  from  being  a  mere  man 
of  pleasure. — Ward,  Adolphus  William, 
1875-99,  A  History  of  English  Dramatic 
Literature ,  vol.  ill,  p.  477. 

Of  the  four  great  Restoration  play¬ 
wrights,  Vanbrugh  had  most  of  the  “trick 
of  the  stage.”  Like  Wycherley,  he  has 
the  rare  and  great  merit  that  he  wrote  to 
be  acted,  not  to  be  read.  He  is  less 
cynical  than  Wycherley,  more  civilized 
and  human  in  his  satire,  and  far  less 
gross.  He  lacks  the  wit  and  style  of 
Congreve,  but  has  greater  natural  flow 
and  natural  ease :  the  players  are  said  to 
have  found  his  pieces  particularly  easy  to 
get  by  heart,  and  this  would  seem  to  be  a 
proof  that  he  spoke  the  language  natural 


to  his  day.  Vanbrugh  goes  further  afield 
for  his  plots  than  his  contemporaries, 
and  brings  more  than  mere  fine  ladies 
and  gentlemen  on  to  the  stage.  Craw- 
furd,  Oswald,  1883,  cd.,  English  Comic 
Drainatists,  p.  84. 

This  very  clear  and  original  writer  had, 
indeed,  erred  by  an  extraordinary  licence, 
and  owes  to  his  coarseness  the  obscurity 
into  which  his  plays  have  fallen.  .  .  . 

Where  Congreve  is  volatile  and  sparkling, 
Vanbrugh  does  not  attempt  to  compete 
with  him.’-vt  reserves  himself  for  carefully 
studied  e  for  passages  where  every 

touch  is  markeu  by  tho  precision  and  weight 
of  the  author  s  style.  lie  is  perhaps  more 
like  Moli£re  than  any  other  English  dramat¬ 
ist  ;  he  is  like  him  in  the  abundance  of  his 
stage-knowledge,  and  in  the  skill  he 
shows  in  rapid  and  entertaining  changes 
of  situation.  At  the  same  time  he  is 
English  to  a  fault,  saturated  with  the 
brutality  of  the  fox-hunting  squire  of  tho 
period.  This  very  coarseness  of  fibre, 
added  to  Vanbrugh’s  great  sincerity  as  a 
writer,  gives  his  best  scenes  a  wonder¬ 
ful  air  of  reality.— Gosse,  Edmund,  1888, 
A  History  of  Eighteenth  Century  Literature, 
p.  67. 

As  for  Sir  John  Vanbrugh,  his  two  well- 
known  plays,  “The  Relapse”  and  “The 
Provok’d  Wife,”  are  most  excellent  read¬ 
ing,  Jeremy  Collier  notwithstanding. 
They  must  be  read  with  the  easy  tolerance, 
the  amused  benignity,  the  scornful 
philosophy  of  a  Christian  of  the  Dr.  John¬ 
son  type.  You  must  not  probe  your 
laughter  deep  ;  you  must  forget  for  awhile 
your  probationary  state,  and  remember 
that,  after  all,  the  thing  is  but  a  play. 
Sir  John  has  a  great  deal  of  wit  of  that 
genuine  kind  which  is  free  from  modish¬ 
ness.  He  reads  freshly.  lie  also  has 
ideas.— Birrell,  Augustine,  1894,  Men, 
Women  and  Books,  p.  100. 

Vanbrugh’s  scenes  stand  on  nothing  but 
their  biting  and  extravagant  sarcasm.  As 
Congreve’s  characters  are  indiscriminately 
witty,  so  Vanbrugh’s  are  universally  and 
wearisomely  cynical,  and  at  the  expense 
of  themselves  and  all  society. — Guiney, 
Louise  Imogen,  1894,  A  Little  English 
Gallery ,  p.  139. 

His  comedies  are  more  natural  than 
either  Congreve’s  or  Wycherley’s. — 
Swaen,  A.  E.  H.,  1896,  erf.,  The  Plays  of 
Sir  John  Vanbrugh. 
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William  Wotton 

1666-1726 

Born  at  Wrentham,  Suffolk,  England.  Aug.  13,  1666:  died  at  Buxted,  Essex,  Feb. 
13,  1726.  An  English  clergyman  and  scholar.  He  was  educated  at  Cambridge,  where 
he  was  admitted  in  his  tenth  year.  He  was  a  remarkable  instance  of  precocity. 
When  only  twelve  years  old  he  was  noted  for  his  skill  in  Hebrew,  Greek,  Latin,  three 
or  four  of  the  Eastern  tongues,  philosophy,  mathematics,  etc.  ;  took  his  degree  of 
B.A.  in  Jan.,  1679,  then  knowing  12  languages;  and  became  a  fellow  of  St.  John’s 
College,  Cambridge,  in  1685.  He  became  chaplain  to  the  Earl  of  Nottingham  and 
rector  of  Middleton  Keynes,  Buckinghamshire,  in  1693,  and  prebendary  of  Salisbury 
in  1705.  He  is  best  known  from  his  “Reflections  upon  Ancient  and  Modern  Learn¬ 
ing’’  (1694).— Smith,  Benjamin  E.,  1894-97,  The  Century  Cyclopedia  of  Names,  p.  1071. 


persons  n 

Last  night  I  was  with  Mr.  Wotton  (who 
writ  the  “Essay  on  Ancient  and  Modern 
Learning’’)  at  the  tavern,  together  with 
Mr.  Thwaites,  and  Mr.  Willis.  Mr.  Wot¬ 
ton  is  a  person  of  general  learning,  a 
great  talker  and  braggadocio,  but  of  little 
judgment  in  any  one  particular  science. 
— Heaune,  Thomas,  1705,  Reliquiae 
Hearniancc ,  cd.  Bliss,  Sept.  21,  vol.  I,  p.  38. 

Is  perhaps  the  most  remarkable  of  well- 
authenticated  cases  of  intellectual  precoc¬ 
ity.  When  five  years  of  age,  he  trans¬ 
lated  chapters  and  psalms  from  Hebrew, 
Greek,  and  Latin  into  English;  in  his 
tenth  year  he  was  admitted  of  Catherine 
Hall,  Cambridge,  and  Dr.  John  Eachard, 
Master  of  the  College,  declared  that 
“Gulielmus  Wottonus,  infra  decern  annos, 
nec  Hammondo  nec  Grotio  secundus,  ” 
(April  1,  1676;)  at  twelve  years  of  age 
his  skill  in  Hebrew,  Arabic,  Syriac,  Chal¬ 
dee,  Greek,  and  Latin,  arts  and  sciences, 
geography,  logic,  philosophy,  mathe¬ 
matics,  and  chronology,  was  celebrated  in 
an  elegant  copy  of  verses  (In  Gulielmum 
Wottonum  stupendi  ingenii  et  incompara- 
bilis  spei  puerum  vixdum  duodecim  anno- 
rum)  by  the  learned  Dr.  James  Duport, 
Master  of  Magdalene  College  and  Dean  of 
Peterborough  ;  when  twelve  years  and  five 
months  old,  (in  Jan.  1679),  then  being 
acquainted  with  twelve  languages,  he  was 
made  Bachelor  of  Arts, — a  case  unpar¬ 
alleled  before  or  since  ;  in  the  next  winter, 
at  the  invitation  of  Gilbert  (afterwards 
Bishop)  Burnet,  was  brought  to  London, 
where  he  was  introduced  to  the  learned, 
and  astonished  Dr.  Lloyd,  the  Bishop  of 
St.  Asaph,  (he  often  accomplished  similar 
feats),  by  repeating  verbatim  one  of  his 
lordship’s  sermons  after  one  hearing  from 
the  pulpit;  in  1683  took  the  degree  of 
M.A.,  and  in  1685,  at  nineteen,  became  a 


Fellow  of  St.  John’s  College,  Cambridge. 
—  Allibone,  S.  Austin,  1871,  Dictionary 
of  English  Literature,  vol.  in,  p.  2854. 

He  retained  a  powerful  memory  through¬ 
out  life,  his  learning  was  always  ready, 
and  he  helped  many  other  scholars,  among 
them  Browne  Willis.  His  hand  writing 
was  of  fine  strokes  and  very  clear.  He 
was  of  a  genial  disposition  and  fond  of 
smoking.— Moore,  Norman.  1900,  Die- 
tionary  of  National  Biography,  vol .  lxiii, 
p.  63. 

GENERAL 

If  some  kind  genius  had  not  in  pity 
directed  the  most  learned  Mr.  Wotton 
to  give  us  a  visit,  and  an  inestimable 
present  too,  his  “Reflections  on  the 
Ancient  and  Modern  Learning;”  which, 
in  recognition  of  yours,  I  should  have  sent 
you,  but  that  I  was  confident  you  must 
ere  this  have  seen  it,  and  been  entertained 
with  as  much  delight  and  satisfaction  as 
universally  learned,  and  indeed  extraor¬ 
dinary  person,  is  able  to  give  the  most 
refined  taste.  This  is  he  whom  I  have 
sometimes  mentioned  to  you,  for  one  of 
the  miracles  of  this  age,  for  his  early  and 
vast  comprehension.  Set  him  down,  then, 
in  your  Albo,  among  the  Gales  and  the 
Bentleys,  as  you  will  certainly  do  as  soon 
as  you  know  him. — Evelyn,  John,  1694, 
Letter  to  Pcpys,  July  7. 

Wotton  argues  with  solid  sense  against 
the  lively  exotic  fancies  of  Sir  William 
Temple.— Gibbon,  Edward,  1776-78,  De¬ 
cline  and  Fall  of  the  Roman  Empire . 

Of  his  literary  character  he  supported 
the  reputation  which  he  had  so  early 
acquired  by  a  variety  of  learned  publica¬ 
tions.  Of  these,  one  of  the  best  known 
and  the  most  remarkable  is  his  “Reflec¬ 
tions  upon  Ancient  and  Modern  Learning, M 
first  published  in  1694,  and  intended  as 
a  refutation  of  Sir  William  Temple’s 
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celebrated  essay  on  the  same  subject.  To 
the  second  edition  of  his  book,  which  ap¬ 
peared  in  1697,  Wotton  annexed,  by  way 
of  appendix,  the  elaborate  “Dissertations 
upon  Phalaris”  by  Bentley,  a  proceeding 
which  not  only  involved  him  in  the  far- 
famed  dispute  with  Boyle,  but  exposed 
him  to  the  irony  and  sarcastic  ridicule  of 
Swift;  who.  in  his  “Tale  of  a  Tub,”  and 
in  his  “Battle  of  the  Books,’'  has  omitted 
no  opportunity  of  placing  our  author  in  a 
ludicrous  light.  Wotton  endeavoured  to 
reply  and  recriminate  by  a  “Defence  of 
the  Reflections,’’  and  by  “Observations 
upon  the  Tale  of  a  Tub,”  but  in  vain;  for 
the  satire  is  preserved  and  the  answers 
are  forgotten.  The  “Reflections”  of 
Wotton,  which  were  written  in  his  twenty- 
ninth  year,  display  much  literature  and 
research,  and  are,  at  the  same  time,  free 
from  all  traces  of  asperity  or  ostentation 
—Drake,  Nathan,  1804,  Essays  Illustra¬ 
tive  of  the  Taller,  Spectator  and  Guardian , 
vol.  ill,  p.  276. 

Wotton  executed  his  work  ably  and 
judiciously :  wide  as  the  proposed  range 
is,  his  inquiry  proceeds  with  calmness  and 
caution  into  every  part,  and  evinces  not 
only  more  candour,  but  a  more  extensive 
acquaintance  with  the  topics  under  dis¬ 
cussion,  than  had  previously  been  exhibited 
in  this  controversy.  This  must  have  made 
his  “Reflections”  very  edifying,  after  the 
loose  and  declamatory  tracts  which  pre¬ 
ceded  them,  and  even  now  renders  their 
perusal  interesting  and  useful.  Though 


professing  the  character  of  an  umpire,  he 
more  frequently  resists  the  arguments  of 
Sir  W.  Temple;  and  this  he  does  in  the 
most  efficacious  manner,  by  destroying 
the  premises  upon  which  they  are  built, 
by  giving  a  just  view  of  the  authorities 
for  the  alleged  vast  acquisitions  of  the 
ancient  sages,  and  showing  how  ill  they 
will  bear  the  test  of  investigation. — MONK, 
James  Henry,  1830-33,  Life  of  Richard 
Bentley ,  vol.  I,  p.  61 . 

The  most  solid  book  that  was  written  in 
any  country  upon  this  famous  dispute. 
William  Wotton  published  in  1694  his 
“Reflections  on  Anciont  and  Modern  Learn¬ 
ing.  ”  He  draws  very  well  in  this  the  line 
between  Temple  and  I’errault;  avoiding 
the  tasteless  judgment  of  the  latter  in 
poetry  and  eloquence,  but  pointing  out 
the  superiority  of  the  moderns  in  the 
whole  range  of  physical  science.  Hal- 
lam,  Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction  to 
the  Literature  of  Europe ,  pt.  iv,  ch.  vii, 
par.  47. 

He  died  in  1726,  leaving  behind  him 
no  competitor,  perhaps,  in  variety  of 
acquisitions  as  a  linguist. — Cunningham, 
G.  G.,  1840,  ed.,  Lives  of  Eminent  and 
Illustrious  Englishmen,  vol.  IV,  p.  241. 

Unlike  most  controversial  writings  it  is 
chiefly  devoted  to  the  clear  statement  of 
facts,  and  may  still  be  read  as  the  best 
summary  of  the  discoveries  in  nature  and 
physical  science  up  to  its  date. — Moore, 
Norman,  1900,  Dictionary  of  National 
Biography,  vol.  LXIII,  p.  62. 


Sir  Isaac  Newton 

1642-1727 

Born,  at  Woolsthorpe,  Lincolnshire,  25  Dec.  1642.  At  Grantham  Grammar  School, 
1654-56,  1660-61.  Matric.,  Trin.  Coll.,  Camb.,  as  Subsizar,  5  June  1661 ;  Scholar  28 
April  1664;  B.A.,  Jan.  1665.  Occupied  in  mathematical  investigations.  First  idea 
of  law  of  Universal  Gravitation,  1665.  At  Woolsthorpe,  1665-67;  Returned  to  Cam¬ 
bridge,  1667;  Fellow  of  Trin.  Coll.,  1  Oct.  1667;  Lucasian  Professor,  1669-1701. 
F.R.S...  11  Jan.  1672;  Member  of  Council,  1699.  M.P.  for  Cambridge  Uni v.,  1689. 
Warden  of  the  Mint,  March  1696;  Master,  1699.  Foreign  Associate  of  French 
Academy,  1699.  M.P.  for  Cambridge  Univ.,  Nov.  1701  to  July  1702.  Pres,  of  Royal 
Soc.,  1703-27.  Knighted,  15  April  1705.  Died,  at  Kensington,  20  March,  1727. 
Buried  in  Westminster  Abbey.  Works:  Newton's  published  works  number  upwards 
of  230.  A  full  list  is  given  in  G.  J.  Gray’s  “Bibliography  of  the  Works  of  Sir  Isaac 
Newton,”  1888.  The  “Principia”  was  published  in  1687.  Collected  Works:  ed.  by 
S.  Horsley,  (incomplete),  in5vols.,  1779-85.  Life:  by  Sir  David  Brewster,  2ndedn. 
1860. — Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  213. 

PERSONAL  very  often  seen).  Fellow  of  Trinity  Col- 

What  I  heard  to-day  I  must  relate,  lege,  that  is  mighty  famous  for  his  learn- 
There  is  one  Mr.  Newton  (whom  I  have  ing,  being  a  most  excellent  mathematician. 
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philosopher,  divine,  &c.  ...  Of  all 

the  books  he  ever  wrote  there  was  one  of 
colours  and  light,  established  upon  thou¬ 
sands  of  experiments,  which  he  had  been 
twenty  years  making,  and  which  had  cost 
him  many  hundreds  of  pounds.  This  book, 
which  he  valued  so  much,  and  which  was 
so  much  talked  of,  had  the  ill-luck  to 
perish  and  be  utterly  lost,  just  when  the 
learned  author  was  almost  at  pushing  a 
conclusion  to  the  same,  after  this  manner  : 

In  a  winter’s  morning,  leaving  it  among 
his  other  papers  on  his  study  table,  whilst 
he  went  to  chapel,  the  candle,  which  he 
had  unfortunately  left  burning  there  too, 
catched  hold  by  some  means  of  other 
papers,  and  they  fired  the  aforesaid  book, 
and  utterly  consumed  it  and  several  other 
valuable  writings,  and,  which  is  most 
wonderful,  did  no  further  mischief.  But 
when  Mr.  Newton  came  from  chapel,  and 
had  seen  what  was  done,  every  one 
thought  he  would  have  run  mad;  he  was 
so  troubled  thereat  that  he  was  not  him¬ 
self  for  a  month  after. — Pryme,  Abra¬ 
ham  de  LA,  1692,  Diary,  Feb.  3. 

I  have  been,  ever  since  I  first  knew 
you,  so  entirely  and  sincerely  your  friend, 
and  thought  you  so  much  mine,  that  I 
could  not  have  believed  what  you  tell  me 
of  yourself,  had  I  had  it  from  any  body 
else.  And,  though  I  cannot  but  be 
mightily  troubled  that  you  should  have 
had  so  many  wrong  and  unjust  thoughts 
of  me,  yet  next  to  the  return  of  good 
offices,  such  as  from  a  sincere  good  will 
I  have  ever  done  you,  I  receive  your 
acknowledgement  of  the  contrary  as  the 
kindest  thing  you  have  done  me,  since  it 
gives  me  hopes  I  have  not  lost  a  friend  I 
so  much  valued. — Locke,  John,  1693, 
Letter  to  Newton ,  Oct.  6th. 

Sir, — Upon  hearing  occasionally  that 
you  had  sent  a  letter  to  Dr.  Wallis  about 
the  parallax  of  the  fixed  stars  to  be 
printed,  and  that  you  had  mentioned  me 
therein  with  respect  to  the  theory  of  the 
moon,  I  was  concerned  to  be  publicly 
brought  upon  the  stage  about  what,  per¬ 
haps,  will  never  be  fitted  for  the  public, 
and  thereby  the  world  put  into  an  expec¬ 
tation  of  what,  perhaps,  they  are  never 
like  to  have.  I  do  not  love  to  be  printed 
upon  every  occasion,  much  less  to  be 
dunned  and  teased  by  foreigners  about 
mathematical  things,  or  to  be  thought  by 
our  own  people  to  be  trifling  away  my 


time  about  them,  when  I  should  be  about 
the  King's  business;  and,  therefore,  1 
desired  Dr.  Gregory  to  write  to  Dr.  Wal¬ 
lis  against  printing  that  clause,  which 
related  to  that  theory,  and  mentioned 
me  about  it.  You  may  let  the  world 
know,  if  you  please,  how  well  you  are 
stored  with  observations  of  all  sorts,  and 
what  calculations  you  have  made  towards 
rectifying  the  theories  of  the  heavenly 
motions.  But  there  may  be  cases  wherein 
your  friends  should  not  be  published 
without  their  leave  ;  and  therefore  I  hope 
you  will  so  order  the  matter,  that  I  may 
not,  on  this  occasion,  be  brought  upon  the 
stage. — lam  your  humble  servant, — New¬ 
ton,  Isaac,  1698-9,  Letter  to  John  Flam¬ 
steed,  Jan.  6. 

I  have  had  another  contest  with  the 
President  of  the  Royal  Society,  who  had 
formed  a  plot  to  make  my  instruments 
theirs,  and  sent  for  me  to  a  Committee, 
where  only  himself  and  two  physicians 
(Dr.  Sloane,  and  another  as  little  skilful 
as  himself)  were  present.  The  President 
ran  himself  into  a  great  heat,  and  very 
indecent  passion.  I  had  resolved  afore- 

hand  his  kn - sh  talk  should  not  move  me ; 

showed  him  that  all  the  instruments  ii 
the  observatory  were  my  own — the  mura 
arc  and  voluble  quadrant  having  been 
made  at  my  own  charge,  the  reBt  pur¬ 
chased  with  my  own  money,  except  the 
sextant  and  two  clocks,  which  were  given 
me  by  Sir  Jonas  Moore,  with  Mr.  Town- 
ley’s  nicrometer,  his  gift  some  years 
before  I  came  to  Greenwich.  ...  I 
complained  then  of  my  Catalogue  being 
printed  by  Raymer  (Dr.  Halley)  without 
my  knowledge,  and  that  I  was  robbed  of  the 
fruits  of  my  labours.  At  this  he  fired,  and 
called  me  all  the  ill  names,  puppy,  &c. 
that  he  could  think  of.  All  I  returned 
was,  I  put  him  in  mind  of  his  passion, 
desired  him  to  govern  it  and  keep  his 
temper.  This  made  him  rage  worse  :  and 
he  told  me  how  much  I  had  received  from 
the  Government  in  36  years  I  had  served. 

I  asked  what  he  had  done  for  the  L.5QO 
per  annum  that  he  had  received  ever  since 
he  settled  in  London.  This  made  him 
calmer.  .  .  .  Dr.  Sloane  had  said 
nothing  all  this  while ;  the  other  Doctor 
told  me  I  was  proud,  and  insulted  the 
President,  and  ran  into  the  same  passion 
with  the  President.  A*t  my  going  out,  I 
called  to  Dr.  Sloane,  told  him  he  had 
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behaved  himself  civilly,  and  thanked  him 
for  it.  1  saw  Raymer  after,  drank  a  dish 
of  coffee  with  him,  and  told  him,  still 
calmly,  of  the  villany  of  his  conduct,  and 
called  it  blockish.  Since  then  they  let  me 
be  quiet ;  but  how  long  will  they  do  so  I 
know  not,  nor  am  I  solicitous. — Flam* 
steed,  John,  1711,  Letter  to  Sharpe,  Dec. 
22,  Daily's  Life  of  Flamsteed,  pp .  294,  295. 

The  corpse  of  sir  Isaac  Newton,  which 
was  buried  on  Tuesday  (March  28)  in  the 
abbey,  from  the  Jerusalem  chamber,  was 
followed  to  the  grave  by  a  great  many 
persons  of  quality  and  distinction,  to  shew 
the  respect  they  bore  to  that  unquestion¬ 
ably  great  man,  and  six  noble  peers  sup¬ 
ported  the  pall.  Yesterday  (March  29) 
John  Conduit,  esq.,  M.P.  for  Whitchurch, 
received  his  patent  constituting  him 
master  worker  of  his  majesty’s  mint  in 
the  Tower,  in  the  room  of  sir  Isaac 
Newton  deceased. — Reading  Post,  1727, 
April  3rd. 

I  hear  sir  Isaac  Newton  died  intestate, 
tho,’  besides  a  considerable  paternal 
estate,  he  was  worth  in  money  twenty- 
seven  thousand  pounds.  He  had  promised 
to  be  a  benefactor  to  the  Royal  society, 
but  failed.  Some  time  before  he  died,  a 
great  quarrel  happened  between  him  and 
Dr.  Halley,  so  as  they  fell  to  bad  language. 
This,  ’ tis  thought,  so  much  discomposed 
sir  Isaac  as  to  hasten  his  end.  Sir  Isaac 
died  in  great  pain,  though  he  was  not 
sick,  which  pain  proceeded  from  some 
inward  decay,  as  appeared  from  opening 
him.  He  is  buried  in  Westminster  abbey. 
Sir  Isaac  was  a  man  of  no  promising 
aspect.  He  was  a  short  well-set  man. 
He  was  full  of  thought,  and  spoke  very 
little  in  company,  so  that  his  conversa¬ 
tion  was  not  agreeable.  When  he  rode  in 
his  coach  one  arm  would  be  out  of  the 
coach  on  one  side,  and  the  other  on 
the  other.  He  hath  left  behind  him  a 
MS.  chronology  compleat,  and  ordered  it 
to  be  printed.  Some  years  ago  sir  Isaac 
was  much  troubled  with  a  lethargy,  occa¬ 
sioned  by  too  much  thinking,  but  he  had 
got  it  off  pretty  well  before  he  died.— 
Hearne,  Thomas,  1727,  Reliquiae  Hearn- 
iance,  ed.  Bliss,  April  4,  vol.  II,  p.  311. 

I  also  conversed  at  different  times  with 
the  illustrious  Newton,  who  died  in  the 
month  of  March  at  the  age  of  eighty-five. 
He  read  manuscript  without  spectacles, 
and  without  bringing  it  near  his  eyes. 


He  still  reasoned  acutely  a3  he  was  wont 
to  do,  and  told  me  that  his  memory  only 
had  failed  him.  ...  A  few  weeks 
before  his  death  he  threw  into  the  fire 
many  manuscripts  written  in  his  own  hand. 

.  .  .  He  was  not  only  deeply  verBed 

in  mathematics  and  philosophy,  but  like¬ 
wise  in  theology  and  ecclesiastical  his¬ 
tory.—  Crell,  Samuel,  1727,  Letter  to 
Lacroze,  July  17. 

Say,  ye  who  best  can  tell,  yo  happy  few, 
Who  saw  him  in  the  softest  lights  of  life, 

All  unwithheld,  indulging  to  his  friends 
The  vast  unborrowod  treasures  of  his  mind, 
Oh,  speak  tho  wondrous  man!  how  mild, 
how  calm, 

How  greatly  humble,  how  divinely  good ; 
How  firm  stablished  on  eternal  truth  ; 
Fervent  iu  doing  well,  with  overy  nerve 
Still  pressing  on,  forgetful  of  the  past, 

Aud  panting  for  porfection;  far  above 
Those  little  cares,  and  visionary  joys, 

That  so  perplex  tho  fond  impassioned  heart 
Of  ever-cheated,  ever- trusting  Man. 

— Thomson,  James,  1727,  To  the  Memory 
of  Sir  Isaac  Newton. 

His  carriage  then  was  very  meek,  sedate, 
and  humble,  never  seemingly  angry,  of 
profound  thought,  his  countenance  mild, 
pleasant,  and  comely.  I  cannot  say  I  ever 
saw  him  laugh  but  once.  .  .  .  Oftimes 
he  has  forgot  to  eat  at  all,  so  that,  going 
into  his  chamber,  I  have  found  his  mess 
untouched,  of  which  when  I  have  reminded 
him  he  would  reply,  “Have  I?”  and  then, 
making  to  the  table,  would  eat  a  bit  or 
two  standing,  for  I  cannot  say  I  ever  Baw 
him  set  at  table  by  himself.  ...  He 
very  rarely  went  to  bed  till  two  or  three  of 
the  clock,  sometimes  not  till  five  or  six, 
lying  about  four  or  five  hours.  .  .  . 

He  very  rarely  went  to  dine  in  the  hall, 
except  on  some  public  days,  and  then, 
if  he  has  not  been  minded,  would  go  very 
carelessly  with  shoes  down  at  heels, 
stockings  untied,  surpliced  on,  and  his 
head  scarcely  combed. — Newton,  Hum¬ 
phrey,  1727-28,  Letters  to  Mr.  Conduitl , 
Jan.  27. 

I  have  heard  my  father  often  say  that 
he  has  been  a  witness  of  what  the  world 
has  so  often  heard  of,' — Sir  Isaac’s  for¬ 
getfulness  of  his  food  when  intent  upon 
his  studies;  and  of  his  rising  in  a  pleasant 
manner  with  the  satisfaction  of  having 
found  out  some  proposition,  without  any 
concern  for  a  seeming  want  of  his  night’s 
sleep,  which  he  was  sensible  he  had  lost 
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thereby.— Wickins,  Nicolas,  1727-28, 
Letter  to  Prof.  Smith,  Jan.  1GM 

As  he  sat  alone  in  a  garden,  he  fell  into 
a  speculation  on  the  power  of  gravity, 
that  as  this  power  is  not  found  sensibly 
diminished  at  the  remotest  distance  from 
the  centre  of  the  earth  to  which  we  can 
rise  .  .  .  it  appeared  to  him  reason¬ 

able  to  conclude  that  this  power  must 
extend  much  farther  than  is  usually 
thought.  Why  not  as  high  as  the  moon? 
said  ho  to  himself,  and,  if  so,  her  motion 
must  be  influenced  by  it;  perhaps  she  is 
retained  in  her  orbit  thereby. — Pember¬ 
ton,  Henry,  1728,  A  View  of  Sir  Isaac 
Newton's  Philosophy,  Preface. 

Sir  Isaac  Newton,  a  little  before  he 
died,  said:  “I  don’t  know  what  I  may 
seem  to  the  world,  but,  as  to  myself,  I 
seem  to  have  been  only  like  a  boy  playing 
on  the  seashore,  and  diverting  myself  in 
now  and  then  finding  a  smoother  pebble 
or  a  prettier  shell  than  ordinary,  whilst 
the  great  ocean  of  truth  lay  all  undis¬ 
covered  before  me.” — Ramsay,  Cheva¬ 
lier,  1728-30,  Spence's  Anecdotes,  ed. 
Singer,  p.  40. 

It  is  not  at  all  improbable  that  Sir 
Isaac  Newton,  though  so  great  a  man, 
might  have  had  a  hankering  after  the 
French  prophets.  There  was  a  time  when 
he  was  possessed  with  the  old  fooleries  of 
astrology  ;  and  another  when  he  was  so 
far  gone  in  those  of  chemistry,  as  to  be 
upon  the  hunt  after  the  philosopher’s 
stone.— Lockier,  Dr.  Dean  of  Peter¬ 
borough,  1730  32,  Spence's  Anecdotes,  ed. 
Singer,  p.  54. 

ISAACUS  NEWTONUS: 

Quem  Immortaleui 
Testautur  Tempur,  Natura,  Caelum  . 

Mortnlem 

Hoc  m armor  fatetor. 

Nature  and  Nature’s  Laws  lay  bid  in  Night: 
God  said,  Let  Newton  be  !  and  all  was  Light. 

— Pope,  Alexander,  1732,  Intended  for 
Sir  Isaac  Newton ,  In  Westminster  Abbey. 

Here  Lies 

Sir  Isaac  Newton,  Knight, 

Who,  by  a  vigour  of  mind  almost  supernatural, 
First  demonstrated 

The  motions  and  Figures  of  the  Planets, 

The  Paths  of  the  Comets,  and  the  Tides  of  the 
Ocean. 

He  diligently  investigated 
The  different  refrangibilities  of  the  Rays  of 
Light, 


And  the  properties  of  the  Colours  to  which 
they  give  rise. 

An  Assiduous,  Sagacious,  and  Faithful 
Interpreter 

of  Nature,  Antiquity,  and  the  Holy  Scriptures, 

He  asserted  in  hit  Philosophy  the  Majesty 
of  God, 

ylnd  exhibited  in  his  Conduct  the  simplicity  of 
the  Gospel 
Let  Mortals  rejoice 

That  there  has  existed  such  and  so  great 
AN  ORNAMENT  OF  THE  HUMAN  RACE. 

Dorn  25th  Dec  ,  1642,  Died  20th  March,  1727. 

— Inscription  on  Monument,  Westmin¬ 
ster  Abbey,  1731,  tr.  Brewster. 

Sir  Isaac  Newton,  though  so  deep  in 
Algebra  and  Fluxions,  could  not  readily 
make  up  a  common  account:  and,  when 
he  was  Master  of  the  Mint,  used  to  get 
somebody  to  make  up  his  accounts 
for  him. — Pope,  Alexander,  1734-36, 
Spence's,  Anecdotes  ed.  Singe r,  p.  132. 

Sir  Isaac  Newton’s  house  atColdsworth 
is  a  handsome  structure.— His  study 
boarded  round,  and  all  jutting  out.  We 
were  in  the  room  where  he  was  born. 
Both  of  as  melancholy  and  dismal  an  air 
as  ever  I  saw.  Mr.  Percival,  his  tenant, 
who  still  lives  there,  says  he  was  a  man 
of  very  few  words;  that  he  would  some¬ 
times  be  silent  and  thoughtful  for  above 
a  quarter  of  an  hour  together,  and  look 
all  the  while  almost  as  if  he  was  saying 
his  prayers:  but  that  when  he  did  speak, 
it  was  always  very  much  to  the  purpose. 
— Spence,  Joseph,  1755,  Anecdotes,  Sup¬ 
plement,  May  14. 

The  want  of  a  life  of  Newton,  on  a 
scale  and  of  a  character  commensurate 
with  the  dignity  and  importance  of  the 
subject,  cannot  but  be  regarded  as  a 
reproach  to  our  national  literature. 

We  cannot,  however,  help  observing  as 
somewhat  singular,  that  in  Newton’s  own 
university,  where  his  name  is,  not  unjustly, 
idolized,  and  his  works  have  long  furnished 
the  established  studies  of  the  place — 
where,  moreover,  there  exist  valuable 
materials  and  a  multitude  of  local  tra¬ 
ditions  and  associations — and  where  there 
have  not  been  wanting  a  succession  of 
men,  since  his  death,  possessed  of  the 
highest  qualifications  for  the  task,  notone 
should  have  been  found  to  pay  this  tribute 
to  his  memory. — Powell,  B.,  1843,  Sir 
Isaac  Newton  and  his  Contemporaries, 
Edinburgh  Review,  vol.  78,  pp.  402,  403. 

Right  or  wrong,  Newton  never  faced 
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opinion.  As  soon  as  he  found  that  publica¬ 
tion  involved  opposition,  from  that  time 
forward  he  published  only  with  the  utmost 
reluctance,  and  under  the  strongest  per¬ 
suasions ;  except  when,  as  in  the  caso  of 
some  of  his  theological  writings,  he  con¬ 
fided  the  manuscript  to  a  friend,  to 
be  anonymously  published  abroad.  The 
“Principia”  was  extorted  from  him  by 
the  Royal  Society ;  the  first  publication 
on  Auctions  was  under  the  name  of  Wallis  ; 
the  “Optics”  were  delayed  until  the 
death  of  Hooke ;  the  first  appearance 
against  Leibnitz  was  anonymous ;  the 
second  originated  in  a  hint  from  the  King. 
This  morbid  fear,  which  is  often  repre¬ 
sented  as  modesty,  would  have  made  him, 
had  he  acted  a  part  with  regard  to  his 
niece  which  he  could  not  avow,  conduct 
it  with  the  utmost  reserve. — De  Morgan, 
Augustus,  1853,  Lord  Halifax  and  Mrs. 
Catherine  Barton ,  Notes  and  Queries,  First 
Series,  vol.  8,  p.  432. 

To-day  I  told  the  driver  to  take  me  to 
St.  Martin’s,  where  the  guide-book  says 
that  Newton  lived.  He  put  me  down  at 
the  Newton  Hotel,  but  I  looked  in  vain 
to  its  top  to  see  anything  like  an  observ¬ 
atory.  I  went  into  a  wine-shop  near,  and 
asked  a  girl,  who  was  pouring  out  a  dram, 
in  which  house  Newton  lived.  She 
pointed,  not  to  the  hotel,  but  to  a  house 
next  to  a  church,  and  said,  “That’s  it — 
don’t  you  see  a  place  on  the  top?  That’s 
where  he  used  to  study  nights.”  It  is  a 
little,  oblong-shaped  observatory,  built 
apparently  of  wood,  and  blackened  by 
age.  The  house  is  a  good-looking  one — 
it  seems  to  be  of  stone.  The  girl  said  the 
rooms  were  let  for  shops. — Mitchell, 
Maria,  1857,  Life,  Letters  and  Journals, 
p.  103. 

In  raising  the  statue  which  preserves 
his  likeness,  near  the  place  of  his  birth, 
on  the  spot  where  his  prodigious  faculties 
were  unfolded  and  trained,  we  at  once 
gratify  our  honest  pride  as  citizens  of  the 
same  State,  and  humbly  testify  our  grate¬ 
ful  sense  of  the  Divine  goodness  which 
deigned  to  bestow  upon  our  race  one  so 
marvellously  gifted  to  comprehend  the 
works  of  Infinite  Wisdom,  and  so  piously 
resolved  to  make  all  his  study  of  them  the 
source  of  religious  contemplations,  both 
philosophical  and  sublime. — Brougham, 
Henry  Lord,  1858,  Memorial  to  Sir  Isaac 
Newton ,  Inaugural  Address ,  Grantham. 


On  March  28,  1727,  the  body  of  Sir 
Isaac  Newton,  after  lying  in  state  in  the 
Jerusalem  Chamber,  where  it  had  been 
brought  from  his  deathbed  in  Kensington, 
was  attended  by  the  leading  members  of 
the  Royal  Society,  and  buried  at  the  public 
cost  in  the  spot  in  front  of  the  Choir, 
which,  being  “one  of  the  most  conspicu¬ 
ous  in  the  Abbey,  had  been  previously 
refused  to  various  noblemen  who  had 
applied  for  it.”  Voltaire  was  present  at 
the  funeral.  The  selection  of  this  spot 
for  such  a  purpose  marks  the  moment  at 
which  the  more  sacred  recesses  in  the 
interior  of  the  church  were  considered  to 
be  closed,  or  to  have  lost  their  special 
attractions,  whilst  the  publicity  of  the 
wide  and  open  spaces  hitherto  neglected 
gave  them  a  new  importance.  On  the 
gravestone  are  written  the  words,  which 
here  acquire  a  significance  of  more  than 
usual  solemnity — ‘7/ic  depositum  quod 
mortale  fuit  Isaaci  Newtoni .” — STANLEY, 
Arthur  Penrhyn,  1867-96,  Historical 
Memorials  of  Westminster  Abbey,  p.  293. 

He  was  not  a  simple-minded  man  in 
the  sense  propounded :  he  was  not  like 
the  old  philosopher  who  knocked  his  foot 
against  a  stone  while  he  was  looking  at 
the  stars.  Though  not  learned  in  human 
nature,  he  was  very  much  the  man  of  the 
world ;  he  stuck  to  the  main  chance,  and 
knew  how  to  make  a  cast.  He  took  good 
care  of  his  money,  and  left  a  large  fortune, 
though  very  -even  magnificently — liberal 
on  suitable  occasions,  especially  to  his 
family.  He  was  observant  of  small  things, 
as  are  all  men  of  suspicious  temperament; 
and  he  had  a  strong  hatred  of  immorality, 
whether  in  word  or  deed,  which,  no  doubt, 
would  have  turned  his  acuteness  of  obser¬ 
vation,  and  his  tendency  to  suspicion,  upon 
anything  from  which  inference  could  have 
been  drawn.  Those  who  imagine  that 
Newton  was  always  thinking  of  gravita¬ 
tion  might  just  as  well  imagine  that  Wel¬ 
lington  was  always  thinking  of  strategy. — 
De  Morgan,  Augustus,  1871-85,  Newton: 
His  Friend  and  his  Niece,  p.  70. 

It  was  here  [St.  Martin’s  Street]  that 
the  antiquary  Dr.  Stukely  called  one  day, 
by  appointment.  The  servant  who  opened 
the  door  said  that  Sir  Isaac  was  in  his 
study.  No  one  was  permitted  to  disturb 
him  there;  but  as  it  was  near  his  dinner¬ 
time  the  visitor  sat  down  to  wait  for  him. 
In  a  short  time  a  boiled  chicken  under 
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cover  was  brought  in  for  dinner.  An 
hour  passed,  and  Sir  Isaac  did  not  appear. 
The  doctor  then  ate  the  fowl,  and,  cover¬ 
ing  up  the  empty  dish,  desired  the  servant 
to  get  another  dressed  for  his  master. 
Before  that  was  ready,  the  great  man 
came  down.  lie  apologised  for  his  delay, 
and  added  :  “Give  me  but  leave  to  take 
my  short  dinner,  and  I  shall  be  at  your 
service.  I  am  fatigued  and  faint.  ”  Say¬ 
ing  this,  he  lifted  up  the  cover,  and  with¬ 
out  emotion  turned  about  to  Stukely  with 
a  smile.  “See,”  he  said,  “what  we 
studious  people  are;  I  forgot  that  I  had 
dined.”— Walford,  Edward,  1875,  Old 
and  New  London,  vol.  hi,  p.  172. 

Newton’s  marvellous  insight  into  the 
order  of  Nature  increased  his  reverence 
for  the  Creator,  lie  spent  much  time  in 
study  of  the  Bible;  and  when  he  became 
foremost  in  fame  among  philosophers,  and 
there  was  wonder  at  the  comprehensive 
character  of  his  discoveries,  he  said  only: 
“To  myself  I  seem  to  have  been  as  a  child 
picking  up  stones  on  the  sea-shore,  while 
the  great  ocean  of  truth  lay  unexplored  be¬ 
fore  me." — Morley,  Henry,  1879,  A  Man¬ 
ual  of  English  Literature,  ed.  Tyler,  p.  471. 

Most  of  the  great  predecessors  of  New¬ 
ton  passed  through  the  ordeal  of  misfor¬ 
tune  and  failed  not.  His  own  lot  was  far 
different.  And  yet,  perhaps,  his  trial  was 
even  more  searching.  To  emerge  at  the 
end  of  a  long  life  of  unbroken  success,  of 
continuous  prosperity,  with  heart  still 
warm;  to  endure  for  half  a  century  wealth 
and  honours,  the  enthusiasm  of  his  coun¬ 
trymen,  the  admiration  of  all  men,  and 
still  to  keep  sympathy  alive,  and  still  to 
hold  fast  his  faith,  is  a  stronger  test  of 
the  stuff  a  man  is  made  of  than  the  stead¬ 
fast  endurance  of  suffering  or  the  danger¬ 
ous  witness  to  truth. — Morton,  E.  J.  C., 
1882,  Heroes  of  Science,  p.  233. 

Sir  Isaac  Newton  is  a  remarkable  in¬ 
stance  of  a  distinguished  man  who  never 
travelled.  Whilst  in  mind  he  surveyed  the 
heavens  and  journeyed  to  the  remotest 
stars,  he  traversed  in  body  but  a  tiny  por¬ 
tion  of  the  earth.— Copner,  James,  1885, 
Sketches  of  Celibate  Worthies,  p.  207. 

Many  of  the  greatest  men  of  genius 
have  doubtless  been  single  men,  their 
passion  of  knowledge  absorbing  all  other 
passions.  Probably  Newton  never  knew 
love,  nor  even  the  love  of  fame. — Smiles, 
Samuel,  1887,  Life  and  Labour,  p.  383. 


Here  is  a  man  sent  by  Heaven  to  do 
certain  things  which  no  man  else  could 
do,  and  so  long  as  he  is  comparatively 
unknown  he  does  them ;  but  so  soon  as 
he  is  found  out,  he  is  clapped  into  a  rou¬ 
tine  office  with  a  big  salary  :  and  there  is, 
comparatively  speaking,  an  end  of  him. 
It  is  not  to  be  supposed  that  he  had  lost 
his  power,  for  he  frequently  solved  prob¬ 
lems  very  quickly  which  had  been  given 
out  by  great  Continental  mathematicians 
as  a  challenge  to  the  world.  ...  I 
expect  your  truly  great  man  never  rea¬ 
lizes  how  great  he  is,  and  seldom  knows 
where  his  real  strength  lies.  Certainly 
Newton  did  not  know  it.  He  several 
times  talks  of  giving  up  philosophy 
altogether;  and  though  he  never  really 
does  it,  and  perhaps  the  feeling  is  one 
only  born  of  some  temporary  overwork, 
yet  he  does  not  sacrifice  everything  else 
to  it  as  he  surely  must  had  he  been  con¬ 
scious  of  his  own  greatness.  No;  self- 
consciousness  was  the  last  thing-  that 
affected  him.— Lodge,  Oliver,  1892, 
Pioneers  of  Science ,  pp.  198,  199. 

The  story  that  this  train  of  thought 
was  aroused  by  seeing  an  apple  fall  is  due 
to  Voltaire,  and  is  given  in  his  “Philoso 
phie  de  Newton,”  3'"'  partie,  chap,  iii 
Voltaire  had  it  from  Newton’s  step-niece, 
Mrs.  Conduitt.  For  many  years  tradition 
marked  the  tree  in  the  garden  at  Wools- 
thorpe ;  it  was  shown  to  Sir  D.  Brewster 
in  1814,  and  was  taken  down  in  1820. — 
Glazebrook,  R.  T.,  1894,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography,  vol.  xl,  p.  372. 

LEIBNITZ  CONTROVERSY 

The  celebrated  Leibnitz  may  perhaps 
inquire  how  I  became  acquainted  with  the 
calculus  which  I  use.  About  the  month 
of  April,  and  the  following  months  in  the 
year  1687,  and  subsequent  years,  when 
nobody,  as  I  thought,  used  such  a  calculus 
but  myself,  I  invented  its  fundamental 
principles,  and  several  of  its  rules.  Nor 
would  it  have  been  less  known  to  me  if 
Leibnitz  had  never  been  born.  He  may, 
therefore,  boast  of  other  disciples,  but 
certainly  not  of  me.  And  this  would  be 
sufficiently  evident  if  the  letters  which 
passed  between  me  and  the  illustrious 
Huygens  were  given  to  the  public.  Com¬ 
pelled  by  the  evidence  of  facts,  I  hold 
Newton  to  have  been  the  first  inventor  of 
the  calculus,  and  the  earliest  by  several 
years:  And  whether  Leibnitz,  its  second 
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inventor,  has  borrowed  anything  from  him, 

I  would  prefer  to  my  own  judgment  that  of 
those  who  have  seen  the  letters  of  Newton 
and  copies  of  his  other  manuscripts.  Nor 
will  the  silence  of  the  more  modest  New¬ 
ton,  or  the  active  exertions  of  Leibnitz  in 
everywhere  ascribing  the  invention  of  this 
calculus  to  himself,  impose  upon  any  per¬ 
son  who  shall  examine  these  documents 
as  1  have  done. — Duilli er, Nicolas  Facio, 
1699,  Geometrical  Investigation  of  the  Solid, 
of  least  Resistance ,  p.  18. 

We  have  consulted  the  letters  and  letter- 
books  in  the  custody  of  the  Royal  Society, 
and  those  found  among  the  papers  of  Mr. 
John  Collins,  dated  between  the  years 
1669  and  1677  inclusive  ;  and  showed  them 
to  such  as  knew  and  avouched  the  hands 
of  Mr.  Barrow,  Mr.  Collins,  Mr.  Olden¬ 
burg,  and  Mr.  Leibnitz;  and  compared 
those  of  Mr.  Gregory  with  one  another, 
and  with  copies  of  some  of  them  taken  in 
the  hand  of  Mr.  Collins;  and  have  ex¬ 
tracted  from  them  what  relates  to  the 
matter  referred  to  us ;  all  which  extracts 
herewith  delivered  to  you,  we  believe  to 
be  genuine  and  authentic;  and  by  these 
letters  and  papers  we  find, — 

I.  That  Mr.  Leibnitz  was  in  London  in 
the  beginning  of  the  year  1673  ;  and  went 
thence,  in  or  about  March,  to  Paris ; 
where  he  kept  a  correspondence  with  Mr. 
Collins,  by  means  of  Mr.  Oldenburg,  till 
about  September  1676,  and  then  returned 
by  London  and  Amsterdam  to  Hanover: 
and  that  Mr.  Collins  was  very  free  in 
communicating  to  able  mathematicians, 
what  he  had  received  from  Mr.  Newton 
and  Mr.  Gregory. 

II.  That  when  Mr.  Leibnitz  was  the  first 
time  in  London,  he  contented  for  the 
invention  of  another  differential  method 
properly  so  called,  and  notwithstanding 
that  he  was  shown  by  Dr.  Pell,  that  it 
was  Mouton’s  method,  he  persisted  in 
maintaining  it  to  be  his  own  invention,  by 
reason  that  he  had  found  it  by  himself, 
without  knowing  what  Mouton  had  done 
before,  and  had  much  improved  it.  And 
we  find  no  mention  of  his  having  any  other 
differential  method  than  Mouton’s,  before 
his  letter  of  21st  June  1677,  which  was  a 
year  after  a  copy  of  Mr.  Newton’s  letter, 
of  the  10th  December  1672,  had  been  sent 
to  Paris  to  be  communicated  to  him ;  and 
above  four  years  after,  Mr.  Collins  be¬ 
gan  to  communicate  that  letter  to  his 


correspondent ;  in  which  letter  the  method 
of  fluxions  was  sufficiently  described  to  any 
intelligent  person. 

III.  That  by  Mr.  Newton's  letter  of  the 
13th  June  1676,  it  appears  that  he  had 
the  method  of  Fluxions  above  five  years 
before  the  writing  of  that  letter,  and  by 
his  Analysis,  per  AZquationcs  numcro  Ter - 
minorum  Injinitas,  communicated  by  Dr. 
Barrow  to  Mr.  Collins  in  July  1669,  we 
find  that  he  had  invented  the  method 
before  that  time. 

IV.  That  the  differential  method  is  one 
and  the  same  with  the  method  of  fluxions, 
excepting  the  name  and  mode  of  notation  ; 
Mr.  Leibnitz  calling  those  quantities 
differences,  which  Mr.  Newton  calls  mo¬ 
ments  or  fluxions;  and  marking  them 
with  the  letter  d,  a  mark  not  used  by  Mr. 
Newton.  And  therefore  we  take  the 
proper  question  to  be,  not  who  invented 
this  or  that  method,  but  who  was  the  first 
inventor  of  the  method  ;  and  we  believe, 
that  those  who  have  reputed  Mr.  Leibnitz 
the  first  inventor,  knew  little  or  nothing 
of  his  correspondence  with  Mr.  Collins 
and  Mr.  Oldenburg  long  before  ;  nor  of  Mr. 
Newton’s  having  that  method  above  fifteen 
years  before  Mr.  Leibnitz  began  to  publish 
it  in  the  “Acta  Eruditorum"  of  Leipsic. 
For  which  reasons  we  reckon  Mr.  New¬ 
ton  the  first  inventor;  and  are  of  opinion 
that  Mr.  Keill,  in  asserting  the  same,  has 
been  noways  injurious  to  Mr.  Leibnitz. 
And  we  submit  to  the  judgment  of  the 
Society,  whether  the  extracts,  and  letters, 
and  papers,  now  presented,  together  with 
what  is  extant  to  the  same  purpose,  in 
Dr.  Wallis’s  third  volume,  may  not 
deserve  to  be  made  public. — Committee 
of  Royal  Society,  1712,  Report ,  April  24. 

I  confess  to  you  sincerely  that  till  wo 
had  seen  the  “Commercium  Epistolicum,  ’  ’ 
it  was  commonly  believed  here  that 
Leibnitz  was  the  first  inventor  of  the 
Differential  Calculus,  or  at  least  the  first 
publisher  of  it,  though  it  was  as  well 
known  that  Sir  Isaac  Newton  was  master 
of  the  secret  at  the  same  time ;  but  as  he 
did  not  challenge  it,  we  could  not  be 
undeceived,  and  what  I  said  concerning  it 
was  upon  the  credit  of  the  common  belief, 
which  I  did  not  find  contradicted.  But 
since  it  is  so  now,  I  promise  you  I  will 
change  my  language  whenever  there  is  an 
opportunity,  for  I  do  assure  you  that  it 
has  been  my  study  all  my  lifetime,  to 
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keep  myself  free  from  any  partiality, 
whether  national  or  personal,  nothing 
being  my  concern  but  truth. — Fontenelle, 
Bernard  le  Bovyer,  1717,  Letter  to  Mr. 
Chamberlayne,  Feb.  5 th. 

It  was  long  disputed  whether  the  honour 
of  inventing  the  method  of  Fluxions 
belonged  to  Newton  or  to  Leibnitz.  It  is 
now  generally  allowed  that  these  great 
men  made  the  same  discovery  at  the  same 
time.  Mathematical  science,  indeed,  had 
then  reached  such  a  point,  that  if  neither 
of  them  had  ever  existed,  the  principle 
must  inevitably  have  occurred  to  some 
person  within  a  few  years. — Macaulay, 
Thomas  Babington,  1828,  Dryden,  Edin¬ 
burgh  Review ;  Critical  and  Miscellaneous 
Essays. 

The  verdict  is  universal  and  irreversible 
that  the  English  preceded  the  German 
philosopher,  by  at  least  ten  years,  in  the 
invention  of  fluxions.  Newton  could  not 
have  borrowed  from  Leibnitz;  but  Leib¬ 
nitz  might  have  borrowed  from  Newton. 
— Chittenden,  N.  \V.,  1846,  ed.,  Newton's 
Principia,  Life,  p.  50. 

As  both  of  these  illustrious  men  could 
justly  claim  the  honour  of  the  disputed 
invention,  so  both,  in  the  conduct  of  the 
controversy,  and  in  the  virulence  of 
expression  to  which  they  were  carried,  in 
their  reciprocal  charges  and  accusations, 
exhibit  themselves  in  much  the  same  sorry 
light  as  the  Philosopher  in  Le  Bourgeois 
Gentilhommc,  who  begins  to  lecture  the 
rival  masters  of  dancing  and  fencing  out 
of  Seneca,  and  ends  by  forgetting  that  he 
is  a  philosopher  altogether.  The  con¬ 
troversy  is  indeed  an  instructive  spectacle 
of  human  infirmity— showing  how  passion 
can  cloud  the  serenest  intellects,  and 
inflame  the  most  philosophic  tempera 
ments;  that  its  thunder-storms  may  be 
found  in  the  highest  latitudes — disturbing 
the  frigid  poles  as  well  as  the  burning 
tropics;  that  there  is  no  domain  of  specu¬ 
lation,  however  remote,  or  purely  abstract, 
into  which  it  cannot  intrude;  and  that  the 
Mathematician,  as  well  as  the  Theologian, 
can  exhibit  all  the  rancour  of  the  most 
vulgar  conlrovertists.  There  is  probably 
nothing  parallel  in  history,  except  the 
controversy  between  the  Nominalists  and 
Realists,  who  actually  began  to  fight  for 
and  against  their  shadowy  universals. — 
Rogers,  Henry,  1846,  Life  and  Genius  of 
Leibnitz,  Edinburgh  Review,  vol.  84,  p.  44. 


It  is  not  easy  to  penetrate  into  the 
motives  by  which  this  great  man  was 
actuated.  If  his  object  was  to  keep 
possession  of  his  discoveries  till  he  had 
brought  them  to  a  higher  degree  of  per¬ 
fection,  we  may  approve  of  the  propriety, 
though  we  cannot  admire  the  prudence, 
of  such  a  step.  If  he  wished  to  retain  to 
■himself  his  own  methods,  in  order  that  he 
alone  might  have  the  advantage  of  them, 
in  prosecuting  his  physical  inquiries,  we 
cannot  reconcile  so  selfish  a  measure  with 
that  oppenness  and  generosity  of  char¬ 
acter  which  marked  the  whole  of  his  life, 
nor  with  the  communications  which  he  so 
freely  made  to  Barrow,  Collins,  and  others. 

If  he  withheld  hiB  labours  from  the  world 
in  order  to  avoid  the  disputes  and  con¬ 
tentions  to  which  they  might  give  rise,  he 
adopted  the  very  worst  method  of  securing 
his  tranquility.  That  this  was  the  leading 
motive  under  which  he  acted,  there  is 
little  reason  to  doubt.  The  early  dela 
in  the  publication  of  his  method  of  fluxion 
after  the  breaking  out  of  the  plague 
Cambridge,  was  probably  owing  to  his  no 
having  completed  the  whole  of  his  design ; 
but  no  apology  can  be  made  for  the 
imprudence  of  withholding  it  any  longer 
from  the  public, — -an  imprudence  which 
is  the  most  inexplicable,  as  he  was  repeat¬ 
edly  urged  by  Wallis,  Halley,  and  his  other 
friends,  to  present  it  to  the  world.  Had 
he  published  the  noble  discovery  previous 
to  1673,  when  his  great  rival  had  made 
but  little  progress  in  those  studies  which 
led  him  to  the  same  method,  he  would 
have  secured  to  himself  the  undivided 
honour  of  the  invention,  and  Leibnitz  could 
have  aspired  to  no  other  fame  but  that  of 
an  improver  of  the  doctrine  of  fluxions. 
But  he  unfortunately  acted  otherwise. 
He  announced  to  his  friends  that  he 
possessed  a  method  of  great  generality 
and  power :  He  communicated  to  them  a 
general  account  of  its  principles  and  appli¬ 
cations  ;  and  the  information  which  was 
thus  conveyed,  might  have  directed  the 
attention  of  mathematicians  to  subjects 
to  which  they  would  not  have  otherwise 
applied  their  powers.  The  discoveries 
which  he  had  previously  made  were  made 
subsequently  by  others ;  and  Leibnitz, 
instead  of  appearing  on  the  theatre  of 
science  as  the  disciple  and  the  follower  of 
Newton,  stood  forth  with  all  the  dignity 
of  a  second  inventor;  and,  by  the  early 
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publication  of  his  discoveries,  had  nearly 
placed  himself  on  the  throne  which  New¬ 
ton  was  destined  to  ascend.  ...  In 
adjudicating  on  a  great  question  like  the 
present,  surrounded  as  it  has  been  with 
national  sympathies,  we  are  compelled  to 
look  into  the  character  of  the  parties  at 
our  bar.  We  cannot  commend  the  con¬ 
duct  of  Newton  in  concealing  from  Leib¬ 
nitz,  in  transposed  letters,  the  discoveries 
which  he  had  made,  nor  can  we  justify  his 
personal  retreat  from  the  battle-field,  and 
his  return  under  the  vizor  of  an  accom¬ 
plished  champion.  His  representatives, 
however,  were  men  of  station  and  char¬ 
acter,  who  gave  their  names,  and  staked 
their  reputation  in  the  contest;  while 
Leibnitz  and  his  disciples  wielded  the 
anonymous  shafts  of  the  slanderer,  denied 
what  they  had  written,  and  were  publickly 
exposed  through  the  very  rents  which 
they  had  left  in  their  masks. — Brewster, 
Sir  David,  1855,  Memoirs  of  the  Life , 
Writings  and  Discoveries  of  Sir  Isaac  New¬ 
ton,  vol.  II,  pp.  22,  81. 

The  controversy  was  decided  in  favor  of 
Newton  by  a  committee  appointed  by  the 
Royal  Academy  of  Sciences,  whose  report 
was  read  on  the  24th  of  April,  1713,  [  ?]  and 
published  in  the  same  year.  This  decision 
was  partly  just,  and  partly  unjust.  It 
was  just,  in  so  far  as  the  two  methods 
are  identical,  since  Newton  actually  made 
his  discovery  before  Leibnitz,  while  Leib¬ 
nitz,  not  perhaps,  altogether  independently 
of  Newton,  made  the  same  discovery  again 
after  Newton,  and  only  preceded  him  in 
giving  the  method  to  the  public.  But  the 
decision  was  unjust,  in  so  far  as  the 
methods  are  not  identical,  the  method  of 
Leibnitz  being  more  perfect  and  finished 
than  that  of  Newton;  in  particular,  the 
terminology  adopted  by  Leibnitz  is  more 
pertinent  to  the  subjects  in  hand  and  better 
adapted  for  use  than  Newton’s,  while  the 
most  fruitful  development  of  the  funda¬ 
mental  idea  of  the  method  was  discovered, 
not  by  Newton,  but  partly  by  Leibnitz, 
and  partly  by  the  brothers  Jacob  and 
Johann  Bardouilli  (with  especial  reference 
to  transcendent  functions),  who  adopted 
Leibnitz’  method.  ...  To  Leibnitz 
belongs  the  glory  of  an  ingenious  and  rel¬ 
atively  independent  discovery,  subsequent 
to  that  of  Newton,  but  to  which  his  own 
earlier  investigations  respecting  series  of 
differences  were  also  influential  in  leading 


him,  and  which  conducted  him  to  a  form 
of  the  Infinitesimal  Calculus  materially 
superior  to  that  discovered  by  Newton. 
But  in  casting  on  Newton  the  suspicion  of 
plagiarism,  he  conducted  the  priority  con¬ 
troversy  (which  in  itself,  in  the  interest 
of  historical  truth,  was  necessary  and 
unobjectionable),  in  the  later  period  of 
that  controversy,  with  means  which 
scarcely  admit  of  excuse.  — Ueberweg, 
Friedrich,  1871,  History  of  Philosophy, 
tr.  Morris,  vol.  n,  pp.  99,  100. 

PRINCIPIA 

1087 

In  the  publication  of  this  work  the  most 
acute  and  universally  learned  Mr.  Edmund 
Halley  not  only  assisted  me  with  his  pains 
in  correcting  the  press  and  taking  care  of 
the  schemes,  but  it  was  to  his  solicitations 
that  its  becoming  public  is  owing;  for 
when  he  had  obtained  of  me  my  demon¬ 
strations  of  the  figure  of  the  celestial 
orbits,  he  continually  pressed  me  to  com¬ 
municate  the  same  to  the  “Royal  Society,” 
who  afterwards,  by  their  kind  encourage¬ 
ment  and  entreaties,  engaged  me  to  think 
of  publishing  them.  But  after  I  had  begun 
to  consider  the  inequalities  of  the  lunar 
motions,  and  had  entered  upon  some  other 
things  relating  to  the  laws  and  measure 
of  gravity,  and  other  forces ;  and  the 
figures  that  would  be  described  by  bodies 
attracted  according  to  given  laws;  and 
the  motion  of  several  bodies  moving  among 
themselves  ;  the  motion  of  bodies  in  resist¬ 
ing  mediums ;  the  forces,  densities,  and 
motions,  of  mediums ;  the  orbits  of  the 
comets,  and  such  like;  1  deferred  that 
publication  till  I  had  made  a  search  into 
those  matters,  and  could  put  forth  the 
whole  together.  What  relates  to  the 
lunar  motions  (being  imperfect),  I  have 
put  all  together  in  the  corollaries  of  Prop. 
66,  to  avoid  being  obliged  to  propose  and 
distinctly  demonstrate  the  several  things 
there  contained  in  a  method  more  prolix 
than  the  subject  deserved,  and  interrupt 
the  series  of  the  several  propositions. 
Some  things,  found  out  after  the  rest,  I 
chose  to  insert  in  places  less  suitable, 
rather  than  change  the  number  of  the 
propositions  and  the  citations.  I  heartily 
beg  that  what  I  have  here  done  may  be 
read  with  candour;  and  that  the  defects 
in  a  subject  so  difficult  be  not  so  much 
reprehended  as  kindly  supplied,  and  in¬ 
vestigated  by  new  endeavours  of  my 
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readers. — Newton,  Isaac,  1686,  The 
Principia,  Preface. 

Certainly  to  use  Cartesian  fictitious 
hypotheses  at  this  time  of  day,  after  the 
principal  parts  of  Sir  Isaac  Newton’s  cer¬ 
tain  system  have  been  made  easy  enough 
for  tho  understanding  of  ordinary  mathe¬ 
maticians,  is  like  the  continuing  to  eat 
old  acorns  after  the  discovery  of  new 
wheat,  for  the  food  of  mankind. — Whis- 
ton,  William,  1730,  Historical  Memoirs  oj 
the  Life  and  Writings  of  Dr.  Samuel  Clarke. 

Isaac  Newton,  whom  thatinnatemodesty 
which  usually  attends  on  true  genius  had 
restrained  from  displaying  his  mighty 
talents,  broke  forth  from  his  obscurity  in 
the  reign  of  James  II.  Then  it  was  that 
he  published  his  “Principia,”  a  work  that 
occasioned  the  greatest  revolution  that 
was  ever  made  in  the  world  of  science. 
This  performance  is  an  illustrious  proof 
of  the  power  of  the  human  mind  ;  it  being 
the  highest  instance  that  can,  or  probably 
ever  will  be  given  of  the  exertion  of  it. — 
Granger,  James,  1769-1824,  Biograph¬ 
ical  History  of  England,  vol.  VI,  p.  143. 

The  importance  and  generality  of  the 
discoveries,  and  the  immense  number  of 
original  and  profound  views  which  have 
been  the  germ  of  the  most  brilliant  theories 
of  the  philosophers  of  this  century,  and 
all  presented  with  much  elegance,  will 
ensure  to  the  work  on  the  “Mathematical 
Principles  of  Natural  Philosophy"  a  pre¬ 
eminence  above  all  the  other  productions 
of  human,  genius. — Laplace,  Pierre 
Simon,  1796-99,  Systbne  du  Monde,  bk .  v, 
ch.  v. 

The  Theory  of  the  Moon,  which  crowns 
his  immortal  “Principia, "  is  a  production 
of  genius,  sagacity,  and  invention  almost 
superhuman.  He  ascends  with  admirable 
order  from  the  easier  to  the  more  diffi¬ 
cult  problems,  reducing  them  always  to 
greater  simplicity;  he  pursues  his  approx¬ 
imations  with  consummate  address,  and, 
seldom  passing  the  clear  bounds  of  geom¬ 
etry  or  entangling  his  demonstrations  in 
the  labyrinth  of  algebraical  formulae,,  he 
advances  with  elegance  and  apparently 
without  effort  to  the  disclosure  of  the 
most  recondite  truths. — Leslie,  Sir  John, 
1821,  Fourth  Dessertation  to  Encyclopaedia 
Britannica,  1th  ed.,  p.  663. 

It  is  universally  known,  that  Newton 
composed  his  wonderful  work  in  a  very 


hasty  manner,  merely  selecting  from  a 
huge  mass  of  papers  such  discoveries  as 
would  succeed  each  other  as  the  connect¬ 
ing  link  of  one  vast  chain,  but  without 
giving  himself  the  trouble  of  explaining 
to  the  world  the  mode  of  fabricating  those 
links.  His  comprehensive  mind  could,  by 
the  feeblest  exertion  of  its  powers,  con¬ 
dense  into  one  view  many  syllogisms  of  a 
proposition  even  heretofore  uncontem¬ 
plated.  What  difficulties,  then,  to  him 
would  seem  his  own  discoveries?  Surely 
none;  and  the  modesty  for  which  he  is 
proverbially  remarkable,  gave  him  in  his 
own  estimation  so  little  the  advantage  of 
the  rest  of  created  beings,  that  he  deemed 
these  difficulties  as  easy  to  others  as  to 
himself:  the  lamentable  consequence  of 
which  humility  has  been,  that  he  himself 
is  scarcely  comprehended  at  this  day — a 
century  from  the  birth  of  the  “Principia.” 
— Wright,  J.  M.  F.,  1833,  A  Commentary 
on  Newton's  Principia,  Preface ,  p.  vii. 

The  reader  of  the  "Principia,”  if  he  be 
a  tolerably  good  mathematician,  can  fol¬ 
low  the  whole  chain  of  demonstration  b- 
which  the  universality  of  gravitation 
deduced  from  the  fact,  that  it  is  a  pow 
acting  inversely,  as  the  square  of  the  d 
tance  to  the  centre  of  attraction.  Sat 
fying  himself  of  the  laws  which  regulate 
the  motion  of  bodies  in  trajectories  around 
given  centres,  he  can  convince  himself  of 
the  sublime  truths  unfolded  in  that 
immortal  work,  and  must  yield  his  assent 
to  this  position,  that  the  moon  is  deflected 
from  the  tangent  of  her  orbit  round  the 
earth,  by  the  same  force  by  which  the 
satellites  of  Jupiter  are  deflected  from  the 
tangent  of  theirs,  the  very  same  force 
which  makes  a  stone  unsupported  fall  to 
the  ground.  The  reader  of  the  “Mecanique 
Celeste,”  if  he  be  a  still  more  learned 
mathematician,  and  versed  in  the  modern 
improvements  of  the  calculus  which  New¬ 
ton  discovered,  can  follow  the  chain  of 
demonstration  by  which  the  wonderful 
provision  made  for  the  stability  of  the 
universe,  is  deduced  from  the  fact,  that 
the  direction  of  all  the  planetary  motions  is 
the  same— the  eccentricity  of  their  orbits 
small,  and  the  angle  formed  by  the  plane 
of  their  orbits  with  the  ecliptic  acute.  Sat¬ 
isfying  himself  of  the  laws  which  regulate 
the  mutual  actions  of  those  bodies,  he  can 
convince  himself  of  a  truth  yet  more  sub¬ 
lime  than  Newton’s  discovery,  though 
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flowing  from  it,  and  must  yield  his  assent  to 
the  marvellous  position,  that  all  the  irregu¬ 
larities  occasioned  in  the  system  of  the 
universe,  by  the  mutual  attraction  of  its 
members,  are  periodical,  and  subject  to 
an  eternal  law  which  prevents  them  from 
ever  exceeding  a  stated  amount,  and 
secures  through  all  time  the  balanced 
structure  of  a  universe  composed  of  bodies, 
whose  mighty  bulk  and  prodigious  swift¬ 
ness  of  motion  mock  the  utmost  efforts 
of  the  human  imagination.  All  these 
truths  are  to  the  skilful  mathematician  as 
thoroughly  known,  and  their  evidence  is 
as  clear,  as  the  simplest  proposition  in 
arithmetic  is  to  common  understandings. 
But  how  few  are  there  who  thus  know  and 
comprehend- them !  Of  all  the  millions 
that  thoroughly  believe  those  truths, 
certainly  not  a  thousand  individuals  are 
capable  of  following  even  any  considerable 
portion  of  the  demonstrations  upon  which 
they  rest,  and  probably  not  a  hundred  now 
living  have  ever  gone  through  the 
whole  steps  of  those  demonstrations. — 
Brougham,  Henry  Lord,  1839,  Natural 
Theology,  Works ,  vol.  vi,  p.  404. 

A  work  which  will  be  memorable  not 
inly  in  the  annals  of  one  science  or  of  one 
country,  but  which  will  form  an  epoch  in 
the  history  of  the  world,  and  will  ever  be 
regarded  as  the  brightest  page  in  the 
records  of  human  reason, — a  work,  may 
we  not  add,  which  would  be  read  with 
delight  in  every  planet  of  our  system, — 
in  every  system  of  the  universe.  What  a 
glorious  privilege  was  it  to  have  been  the 
author  of  the  “Principia  1”  There  was  but 
one  earth  upon  whose  form  and  tides  and 
movements  the  philosopher  could  exercise 
his  genius, — one  moon,  whose  perturba¬ 
tions  and  inequalities  and  actions  he  could 
study, — one  sun,  whose  controlling  force 
and  apparent  motions  he  could  calculate 
and  determine, — one  system  of  planets, 
whose  mutual  disturbances  could  tax  his 
highest  reason, — one  system  of  comets, 
whose  eccentric  paths  he  could  explore 
and  rectify, — and  one  universe  of  stars, 
to  whose  binary  and  multiple  combinations 
he  could  extend  the  law  of  terrestrial 
gravity.  To  have  been  the  chosen  sage 
summoned  to  the  study  of  that  earth, 
these  systems,  and  that  universe, — the 
favoured  lawgiver  to  worlds  unnumbered, 
the  high-priest  in  the  temple  of  boundless 
space, — was  a  privilege  that  could  be 


granted  but  one  member  of  the  human 
family ; — and  to  have  executed  the  task 
was  an  achievement  which  in  its  magni¬ 
tude  can  be  measured  only  by  the  infinite 
in  space,  and  in  the  duration  of  its 
triumphs  by  the  infinite  in  time.  That 
Sage— that*  Lawgiver — that  High-priest 
was  Newton. — Brewster,  Sir  David, 
1855,  Memoirs  of  the  Life,  Writings  and 
Discoveries  of  Sir  Isaac  Newton,  vol  I, 
p.  318. 

This  immortal  work  not  only  laid  the 
foundation  of  Physical  Astronomy,  it  also 
carried  the  structure  thereof  very  far 
towards  its  completion.  .  .  .  Taking 

the  theory  of  gravitation  in  its  universal 
acceptation,  Newton,  in  a  manner  that 
looks  as  if  he  were  divinely  inspired, 
succeeded  in  demonstrating  the  chief 
inequalities  of  the  moon  and  planetary 
bodies;  in  determining  the  figure  of  the 
earth  -that  it  is  not  a  perfect  sphere, 
but  an  oblate  spheroid;  in  explaining  the 
precession  of  the  equinoxes  and  the  tides 
of  the  ocean.  To  such  perfection  have 
succeeding  mathematicians  brought  his 
theory,  that  the  most  complicated  move¬ 
ments  and  irregularities  of  the  solar 
system  have  been  satisfactorily  accounted 
for  and  reduced  to  computation.  .  .  . 

It  adds  to  our  admiration  of  the  wonder¬ 
ful  intellectual  powers  of  Newton  to  know 
that  the  mathematical  instrument  he  used 
was  the  ancient  geometry. — Draper,  John 
William,  1876,  History  of  the  Intellectual 
Development  of  Europe,  vol.  II,  pp.  272,  275. 

We  hardly  know  whether  to  admire 
more  the  sublime  discoveries  at  which 
Newton  arrived,  or  the  extraordinary 
character  of  the  intellectual  procesess  by 
which  those  discoveries  were  reached. 
Viewed  from  either  standpoint,  Newton’s 
“Principia”  is  incomparably  the  greatest 
work  on  science  that  has  ever  yet  been 
produced. — Ball,  Sir  Robert,  1895,  Isaac 
Newton,  Good  Words ,  vol.  36,  p.  115. 

Though  belonging  to  an  earlier  period, 
the  full  meaning  of  Newton’s  work  has 
only  been  recognised  in  the  course  of  our 
century.  In  fact  the  Newtonian  philosophy 
can  be  said  to  have  governed  at  least  one 
entire  section  of  the  scientific  research  of 
the  first  half  of  this  period :  only  in  the 
second  half  of  the  period  have  we 
succeeded  in  defining  more  clearly  the 
direction  in  which  Newton’s  views  require 
to  be  extended  or  modified.  Newton’s 
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greatest  achievements  was  to  combine  the 
purely  mechanical  laws  which  Galileo  and 
Huygens  had  established  with  the  purely 
physical  relations  which  Kepler — follow¬ 
ing  Copernicus  and  Tycho— had  discovered 
in  the  planetary  motions,  and  to  abstract 
in  so  doing  the  general  formula  of  uni¬ 
versal  attraction  or  gravitation.  .  .  . 

Newton  did  not  publish  his  “Principia” 
till  1G87.  The  work,  however,  was  con¬ 
ceived  in  the  highest  philosophic  spirit, 
inasmuch  as  the  enunciation  of  the  so- 
called  law  of  gravitation  required  the  clear 
expression  of  the  general  laws  of  motion. 
In  the  first  and  second  parts  of  the  work 
the  discoveries  of  Galileo  and  Huygens 
were  absorbed,  generalised,  and  restated 
in  such  terms  as  have  up  to  our  age  been 
considered  sufficient  to  form  the  basis  for 
all  purely  mechanical  reasoning.  In  the 
latter  part  the  new  rule,  corresponding 
to  Kepler’s  empirical  laws,  is  represented 
as  a  key  to  a  system  of  the  universe. 
The  great  outlines  of  this  system  are 
boldly  drawn,  and  the  working  out  of  it 
is  left  as  the  great  bequest  of  Newton  to 
his  successors.— Merz,  John  Theodore, 
1896,  A  History  of  European  Thought  in 
the  Nineteenth  Century,  vol.  I,  p.  317. 

GENERAL 

‘Tis  given  out  at  Oxford,  that  Mr.  New¬ 
ton  has  improved  his  doctrine  of  gravity 
so  far,  that  he  can  answer  all  my  lunar 
observations  exceeding  nearly ;  and  that 
now  there  is  little  need  of  them,  since  all 
the  inequalities  of  the  moon’s  motions 
may  be  discovered  by  the  sole  laws  of 
gravitation  without  them.  1  said  noth¬ 
ing  of  this,  because  I  have  moved  him 
enough  with  what  I  have  said  about  the 
comets :  but  to  the  honest  man  that  told 
me  of  it,  with  some  indignation  I  answered 
that  he  had  been  as  many  years  upon  this 
thing  as  I  had  been  on  the  constellations 
and  planets  altogether;  that  he  had  made 
lunar  tables  once  to  answer  his  conceived 
laws,—  but  when  he  came  to  compare  them 
with  the  heavens  (that  is,  the  moon’s 
observed  places),  he  fotmd  he  had  mistook, 
and  was  forced  to  throw  them  all  aside; 
that  I  had  imparted  above  200  of  her 
observed  places  to  him,  which  one  would 
think  should  be  sufficient  to  limit  any 
theory  by;  and  since  he  has  altered  and 
suited  his  theory  till  it  fitted  these  obser¬ 
vations,  ’tis  no  wonder  that  it  represents 
them  :  but  still  he  is  more  beholden  to  them 


for  it  than  he  is  to  his  speculations  about 
gravity,  which  had  misled  him.  Mr. 
Hobbs  boasted  that  his  laws  were  agree¬ 
able  to  those  of  Moses.  Dr.  Eachards 
tells  him  he  doubted  not  of  it;  for  being 
drawn  from  Moses’  works,  and  copied  into 
his,  he  might  be  sure  they  would  agree, 
except  the  laws  of  Moses  were  flown,  which 
he  was  sure  they  were  not. — Flamsteed. 
John,  1700,  letter  to  Loicthorp,  May  10. 
Baity' s  Life  nf  Flamsteed,  p.  176. 

Newton’s  harangue  amounts  to  no  more 
than  that  gravity  is  proportional  to  grav¬ 
ity.— Berkeley,  George,  C1705,  Com¬ 
monplace  Book,  Life  and  Letters,  ed.  Fraser , 
vol.  iv,  p.  497. 

This  I  know,  that  he  was  much  more 
solicitous  in  his  inquiries  into  religion 
than  into  natural  philosophy,  and  that  the 
reason  of  his  shewing  the  errors  of 
Cartes'  philosophy  was  because  he  thought 
it  was  made  on  purpose  to  be  the  founda¬ 
tion  of  infidelity.  .  .  .  It’s  hoped 

that  the  worthy  and  ingenious  Mr.  Con- 
duittwill  take  care  that  they  (his  theolog¬ 
ical  writings)  be  published,  that  the  world 
may  see  that  Sir  Isaac  Newton  was  as 
good  a  Christian  as  he  was  a  mathema 
tician  and  philosopher. — Craig,  Jon: 
1727,  Letter  to  Mr.  ConduiU,  April  7. 

The  French  philosophers  at  prese 
chiefly  follow  Malebranche.  They  admire 
Sir  Isaac  Newton  very  much,  but  don’t 
yet  allow  of  his  great  principle :  it  is  his 
particular  reasonings,  experiments,  and 
penetration,  for  which  they  so  much  admire 
him. —Ramsay,  Chevalier,  1728-30, 
Spence’s  Anecdotes,  ed.  Singer,  p.  28. 

Superior  beings,  wheu  of  late  they  saw 

A  mortal  man  unfold  all  Nature’s  law, 

Admir’d  such  wisdom  in  an  earthly  shape. 

And  shew’d  a  Newton  ns  we  shew  an  Ape. 

—Pope,  Alexander,  1733-34,  Essay  on 
Man. 

And  yet  so  incurable  is  the  love  of 
detraction,  perhaps  beyond  what  the  char¬ 
itable  reader  will  easily  believe  that  1  have 
been  assured,  by  more  than  one  creditable 
person,  how  some  of  my  enemies  have  in¬ 
dustriously  whispered  about,  that  one  Isaac 
Newton,  an  instrument-maker,  formerly 
living  near  Leicester-Fields,  and  after¬ 
wards  a  workman  in  the  Mint  at  the  Tower, 
might  possibly  pretend  to  vie  with  me  for 
fame  in  future  times.  The  man,  it  seems, 
was  knighted  for  making  sun-dials  better 
than  others  of  his  trade,  and  was  thought 
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to  be  a  conjuror,  because  he  knew  how  to 
draw  lines  and  circles  upon  a  slate,  which 
nobody  could  understand.  But  adieu  to 
all  noble  attempts  for  endless  renown,  if 
the  ghost  of  an  obscure  mechanic  shall  be 
raised  up  to  enter  into  competition  with 
me,  only  for  his  skill  in  making  pothooks 
and  hangers  with  a  pencil ;  which  many 
thousand  accomplished  gentlemen  and 
ladies  can  perform  as  well  with  pen  and 
ink  upon  a  piece  of  paper,  and  in  a  manner 
as  little  intelligible  as  those  of  Sir  Isaac. 
— Swift,  Jonathan,  ?  1738,  Complete  Col¬ 
lection  of  Genteel  and.  Ingenious  Conversa¬ 
tion  by  Simon  Wag  staff.  Introduction. 

God  speaks,  and  the  chaos  at  his  vojce  sub¬ 
sides  ; 

In  various  orbs  the  mighty  mass  divides; 

At  once  they  gravitate,  they  strive  to  fnll. 
One  center  seeking  which  attracts  them  all. 
That  soul  of  nature,  that  all  moviug  spring. 
Lay  long  conceal’d,  au  unregarded  thing; 

Till  Newtou’s  compass  moviug  through  the 
space 

Measures  all  nature,  and  discovers  place. 

The  famous  laws  of  motion  are  survey’d. 
Drawn  back  the  veil,  the  heav'ua  are  all  dis¬ 
play’d. 

— Voltaire,  Francois  Marie  Arouet, 
1738,  Elements  of  Newton's  Philosophy, 
p.  79. 

That  wonder  of  our  age  and  nation.  Sir 
Isaac  Newton. — Watts,  Dr.  Isaac,  1741? 
Improvement  of  the  Mind. 

With  respect  to  the  primary  planets, 
the  attraction  of  the  sun  only  is  sufficient 
to  oblige  them  to  describe  ellipses,  but  as 
they  ought  also  to  attract  each  other, 
there  was  some  room  to  apprehend  that 
the  regularity  of  their  motion  might  be 
thereby  somewhat  disturbed.  We  ought, 
however,  to  take  Sir  Isaac  Newton's  word 
upon  this  head,  since  we  shall  presently 
see  from  what  he  has  done,  that  there  is 
no  reason  to  be  in  pain  upon  this  account. 
According  to  his  observation,  bodies 
attract  each  other  in  a  direct  proportion 
of  the  quantities  of  matter  they  contain, 
and  the  converse  proportion  of  the  squares 
of  their  distances,  and  in  this  proportion 
it  is  that  the  planets  affect  each  other. 
Now  if  the  Newtonian  Philosophy  be  true, 
there  is  a  certain  method  of  knowing  the 
quantity  of  matter  in  the  planets,  and 
consequently  of  calculating  the  force  of 
their  impressions  ;  such  a  calculation  being 
made,  it  appears  that  Mars,  our  Earth, 
Venus  and  Mercury,  attract  each  other  so 


little  in  proportion  to  the  force  with  which 
they  are  attracted  by  the  sun,  that  the 
disorder  arising  from  thence  must  be 
altogether  imperceptible  in  many  revolu¬ 
tions  ,  and  hence  there  appears  a  wonder¬ 
ful  agreement  between  the  principles  of 
this  philosophy  and  the  phenomena.  But 
this  agreement  appears  still  more  clearly 
in  what  happens  with  respect  to  Jupiter 
and  Saturn ;  the  quantity  of  matter  in 
Jupiter  is  so  great,  that  the  calculation 
demonstrates  the  effects  of  its  attraction 
upon  Saturn  ought  to  be  very  sensible  in 
the  time  of  their  conjunction.  Sir  Isaac 
Newton  predicted  this  to  the  Astronomers 
Flamsteed  and  Halley,  but  the  former  of 
these  great  men  gave  no  credit  at  all  to 
that  prediction.  However,  the  conjunc¬ 
tion  of  those  two  planets  approaching,  this 
singular  observation  was  made  for  the  first 
time,  and  the  consequence  was,  that  the 
calculation  was  exactly  verified.  Thi3 
procured  the  Newtonian  Philosophy  the 
approbation  of  so  great  an  Astronomer  as 
Flamsteed ;  indeed  it  would  have  been 
very  difficult  for  him  to  have  denied 
it.— Sigorgne,  Pierre,  1747,  Institutions 
Newtoniennes,  Preface,  p .  xvn. 

He  saw  that  it  was  necessary  to  consult 
nature  herself,  to  attend  carefully  to  her 
manifest  operations,  and  to  extort  her 
secrets  from  her  by  well  chosen  and 
repeated  experiments.  He  would  admit 
no  objections  against  plain  experience 
from  metaphysical  considerations,  which, 
he  saw,  had  often  missed  philosophers, 
and  had  seldom  been  of  real  use  in  their 
enquiries.  He  avoided  presumption,  he 
had  the  necessary  patience  as  well  as 
genius;  and  having  kept  steadily  to  the 
right  path,  he  therefore  succeeded.  Ex¬ 
periments  and  observations,  'tis  true, 
could  not  alone  have  carried  him  far  in 
tracing  the  causes  from  their  effects,  and 
explaining  the  effects  from  their  causes : 
a  sublime  geometry  was  his  guide  in  this 
nice  and  difficult  enquiry.  This  is  the 
instrument,  by  which  alone  the  machinery 
of  a  work,  made  with  so  much  art  could 
be  unfolded ;  and  therefore  he  sought  to 
carry  it  to  the  greatest  height.  Nor  is 
it  easy  to  discern,  whether  he  has  shewn 
greater  skill,  and  been  more  successful, 
in  improving  and  perfecting  the  instru¬ 
ment,  or  in  applying  its  use.  — M  aclaurin, 
Colin,  1748-50,  An  Account  of  Sir  Isaac 
Newton’s  Philosophical  Discoveries,  p.  8. 
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In  Newton  this  island  may  boast  of 
having  produced  the  greatest  and  rarest 
genius  that  ever  rose  for  the  ornament 
and  instruction  of  the  species.  Cautious 
in  admitting  no  principles  but  such  as  were 
founded  on  experiment ;  but  resolute  to 
adopt  every  such  principle,  however  new 
or  unusual  from  modesty,  ignorant  of 
his  superiority  to  the  rest  of  mankind; 
and  thence  less  careful  to  accommodate 
his  reasonings  to  common  apprehensions : 
more  anxious  to  merit  than  acquire 
fame:  ho  was,  from  these  causes,  long 
unknown  to  the  world;  hut  his  reputation 
at  last  broke  out  with  a  lustre  which  scarce 
any  writer,  during  his  own  lifetime,  had 
ever  before  attained.  While  Newton 
seemed  to  draw  off  the  veil  from  some  of 
the  mysteries  of  nature,  he  showed  at  the 
same  time,  the  imperfcctionsof  themechan- 
ical  philosophy  ;  and  thereby  restored  her 
ultimate  secrets  to  that  obscurity  in  which 
they  ever  did  and  ever  will  remain. — 
III' ME,  David,  1762,  The  History  of  Eng¬ 
land ,  Janies  II. 

In  a  Latin  converse  with  the  Pere  Bos- 
covitch,  at  the  house  of  Mrs.  Cholmon- 
deley,  I  heard  him  maintain  the  superior¬ 
ity  of  Sir  Isaac  Newton  over  all  foreign 
philosophers,  with  a  dignity  and  eloquence 
that  surprised  that  learned  foreigner. — 
Johnson,  Samuel,  1770,  Life  by  Boswell, 
ck.  xviii. 

Both  Newton  and  Bacon  would  have 
turned  away  in  disgust  from  those  who 
idolized  them  in  the  eighteenth  century. 
In  the  case  of  the  former,  his  strong 
attachment  to  Christianity  and  to  the  Bible 
was  often  pitied  and  deplored  by  his  philo¬ 
sophic  successors  as  the  peculiar  weakness 
of  a  mind  naturally  strong.  In  many  of  his 
expressions  respecting  the  relations  of 
the  Diety  to  nature,  or  the  starry  heavens 
as  the  laboratory  and  reflex  of  the  Divine 
glory,  there  is  not  merely  a  substratum 
of  enthusiasm,  but  also  of  earnest  convic¬ 
tion,  bearing  a  peculiar  impress,  and  prov¬ 
ing  that  he  had  often  deliberated  on  the 
supreme  object  of  all  contemplation,  even 
though  he  was  not  actually  a  philosopher, 
and  knew  nothing  of  metaphysics. — 
Schlegel,  Frederick,  1815,  Lectures  on 
the  History  of  Literature,  Lecture  xiii. 

No  one  ever  left  knowledge  in  a  state 
so  different  from  that  in  which  he  found 
it.  Men  were  instructed  not  only  in  new 
truths,  but  in  new  methods  of  discovering 


truth  :  they  were  made  acquainted  with  the 
great  principle  which  connects  together 
the  most  distant  regions  of  space,  as 
well  as  the  most  remote  periods  of  dura¬ 
tion;  and  which  was  to  lead  to  future 
discoveries,  far  beyond  what  the  wisest  or 
most  sanguine  could  anticipate-  —  Play¬ 
fair,  John,  1816-19,  Preliminary  Disser¬ 
tation,  Encyclopedia  Britannica. 

All  subsequent  commentators  are  largely 
indebted  to  the  labours  of  Sir  Isaac 
Newton.— Horne,  Thomas  Hartwell, 
1818-39,  A  Manual  of  Biblical  Bibliogra¬ 
phy. 

This  almost  superhuman  genius,  whose 
powers  and  attainments  at  once  make  us 
proud  of  our  common  nature,  and  humble 
us  with  our  disparity.— Brown,  Thomas, 
1820,  Lectures  on  the  Philosophy  of  the 
Human  Mind,  Lecture  ii. 

We  praise  Newton’s  clearness  and  stead¬ 
iness.  He  wa3  clear  and  steady,  no 
doubt,  whilst  working  out,  by  the  help  of 
an  admirable  geometry,  the  idea  brought 
forth  by  another.  Newton  had  his  ether, 
and  could  not  rest  in — -he  could  not  con¬ 
ceive —  the  idea  of  law.  He  thought  it  a 
physical  thing  after  all.  As  for  his 
chronology,  1  believe  those  who  are  most 
competent  to  judge,  rely  on  it  less  and 
less  every  day.  His  lucubrations  on 
Daniel  and  the  Revelations  seem  to  me 
little  less  than  mere  raving. — Coleridge, 
Samuel  Taylor,  1830,  Table  Talk,  ed. 
Ashe,  Oct.  8,  p.  115. 

Newton  was  a  great  man,  but  you 
excuse  me  if  I  think  that  it  would  ta' 
many  Newtons  to  make  one  Milton. 
Coleridge,  Samuel  Taylor,  1833,  Ta 
Talk,  ed.  Ashe,  July  4,  p.  240. 

The  doctrine  of  universal  gravitation, 
like  other  great  steps  in  science,  required 
a  certain  time  to  make  its  way  into  men’s 
minds;  and  had  to  be  confirmed,  illus¬ 
trated,  and  completed,  by  the  labors  of 
succeeding  philosophers.  As  the  discov¬ 
ery  itself  was  great  beyond  former  ex¬ 
ample,  the  features  of  the  natural  sequel 
to  the  discovery  were  also  on  a  gigantic 
scale;  and  many  vast  and  laborious  trains 
of  research,  each  of  which  might,  in  itself, 
be  considered  as  forming  a  wide  Bcience, 
and  several  of  which  have  occupied  many 
profound  and  zealous  inquirers  from  that 
time  to  pur  own  day,  come  before  us  aa 
parts  only  of  the  verification  of  Newton’s 
Theory.  Almost  everything  that  has  been 
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done,  and  is  doing,  in  astronomy,  falls 
inevitably  under  this  description  ;  and  it 
is  only  when  the  astronomer  travels  to  the 
very  limits  of  his  vast  field  of  labor,  that 
he  falls  in  with  phenomena  which  do  not 
acknowledge  the  jurisdiction  of  the  New¬ 
tonian  legislation.  -W  he  well,  William, 
1837-57,  History  of  the.  Inductive  Sciences, 
vol.  I,  p.  420. 

Newton’s  religious  writings  are  dis¬ 
tinguished  by  their  absolute  freedom  from 
prejudice.  Everywhere,  throughout  them, 
there  glows  the  genuine  nobleness  of  soul. 
To  his  whole  life,  indeed,  we  may  here 
fitly  extend  the  same  observation.  He  was 
most  richly  imbued  with  the  very  spirit 
of  the  Scriptures  which  he  so  delighted 
to  study  and  to  meditate  upon.  His  was 
a  piety,  so  fervent,  so  sincere  and  prac¬ 
tical,  that  it  rose  up  like  a  holy  incense 
from  every  thought  and  act.  His  a  benev¬ 
olence  that  not  only  willed,  but  endeav¬ 
oured  the  best  for  all.  His  a  philan¬ 
thropy  that  held  in  the  embracings  of  its 
love  every  brother-man.  His  a  toleration 
of  the  largest  and  the  truest ;  condemning 
persecution  in  every,  even  its  mildest, 
form;  and  kindly  encouraging  each  striv¬ 
ing  after  excellence : — a  toleration  that 
came  not  of  indifference — for  the  immoral 
and  impious  met  with  their  quick  rebuke 
— -but  a  toleration  that  came  of  the  wise 
humbleness  and  the  Christian  charity, 
which  see,  in  the  nothingness  of  self  and 
the  almightiness  of  TRUTH,  no  praise  for 
the  ablest,  and  no  blame  for  the  feeblest 
in  their  smugglings  upwards  to  light  and 
life. — Chittenden,  N.  W.,  1846,  ed.,  New¬ 
ton's  Principia ,  Life,  p.  41. 

I  cannot  but  fancy  the  shade  of  Newton 
blushing  to  reflect  that,  among  the  many 
things  which  he  professed  to  know  not, 
poetry  was  omitted,  of  which  he  knew 
nothing.  Great  as  he  was,  he  indeed  saw 
nothing  in  the  face  of  nature  but  its  lines 
and  colors;  not  the  lines  and  colors  of 
passion  and  sentiment  included,  but  only 
squares  and  their  distances,  and  the  anat¬ 
omy  of  the  rainbow.  He  thought  the  earth 
a  glorious  planet;  he  knew  it  better  than 
any  one  else,  in  its  connection  with  other 
planets ;  and  yet  half  the  beauty  of  them 
all,  that  which  sympathy  bestows  and 
imagination  colors,  was  to  him  a  blank. 
He  took  space  to  be  the  sensorium  of  the 
Deity,  (so  noble  a  fancy  could  be  struck 
out  of  the  involuntary  encounter  between 


his  intense  sense  of  a  mystery  and  the 
imagination  he  despised !)  and  yet  this 
very  fancy  was  but  an  escape  from  the 
horror  of  a  vacuum,  and  a  substitution  of 
the  mere  consciousness  of  existence  for 
the  thoughts  and  images  with  which  a  poet 
would  have  accompanied  it.  lie  imagined 
the  form  of  the  house,  and  the  presence 
of  the  builder  ;  but  the  life  and  the  variety, 
the  paintings,  the  imagery,  and  the  music 
— the  loves  and  the  joys,  the  whole  riches 
of  the  place,  the  whole  riches  in  the  dis¬ 
tance,  the  creations  heaped  upon  creation, 
and  the  particular  as  well  as  aggregate 
consciousness  of  all  this  in  the  great  mind 
of  whose  presence  he  was  conscious — to 
all  this  his  want  of  imagination  rendered 
him  insensible.  The  “Fairy  Queen”  was 
to  him  a  trifle;  the  dreams  of  Shakspeare 
"ingenious  nonsense.”  But  courts  were 
something,  and  so  were  the  fashions  there. 
When  the  name  of  the  Deity  was  men¬ 
tioned,  he  took  off  his  hat ! — Hunt,  Leigh, 
1847,  Fiction  and  Matter  of  Fact;  Men, 
Women  arid  Books,  vol.  i,  p.  8. 

In  Isaac  Newton  two  kinds  of  intellect¬ 
ual  power,  which  have  little  in  common, 
and  which  are  not  often  found  together 
in  a  very  high  degree  of  vigour,  but  which 
nevertheless  are  equally  necessary  in  the 
most  sublime  departments  of  physics,  were 
united  as  they  have  never  been  united 
before  or  Bince.  There  may  have  been 
minds  as  happily  constituted  as  his  for 
the  cultivation  of  pure  mathematical 
science;  there  may  have  been  minds  as 
happily  constituted  for  the  cultivation  of 
science  purely  experimental ;  but  in  no 
other  mind  have  the  demonstrative  faculty 
and  the  inductive  faculty  coexisted  in  such 
supreme  excellence  and  perfect  harmony. 
Perhaps  in  the  days  of  Scotists  and  Thom- 
ists  even  his  intellect  might  have  run  to 
waste,  as  many  intellects  ran  to  waste 
which  were  inferior  only  to  his.  Happily 
the  spirit  of  the  age  on  which  his  lot  was 
cast,  gave  the  right  direction  to  his  mind  ; 
and  his  mind  reacted  with  tenfold  force 
on  the  spirit  of  the  age. — Macaulay, 
Thomas  Babington,  1849,  History  of  Eng¬ 
land,  ch.  iii. 

They  who  have  overlooked  or  disre¬ 
garded  the  proofs  of  the  connexion 
between  what  Bacon  enjoined  and  Boyle 
performed,  are  not  likely  to  have  recog¬ 
nized  any  traces  of  the  lights  held  out  by 
the  former,  in  the  philosophy  of  Newton. 
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Yet  it  appears  undeniable  that  the  latter 
was  guided  by  principles  which  Bacon 
alone  had  taught;  and  that  his  philosophy 
derives  an  imperishable  character  from  its 
rigid  adherence  to  them. — Napier,  Mac- 
VEY,  1853,  Lord.  Bacon  and  Sir  Walter 
Raleigh,  p.  43. 

We  think  of  Euclid  as  of  fine  ice;  we 
admire  Newton  as  we  admire  the  peak  of 
TenerilFe.  Bagehot,  Walter.  1856, 
Thomas  Babington  Macaulay,  Works,  ed. 
Morgan,  vol.  n,  p.  59. 

A  genius  of  the  very  highest  order,  a 
type  of  genius  in  science,  if  ever  there 
was  one. — Arnold,  Matthew,  1865,  The 
Literary  Influence  of  Academies,  Essays  in 
Criticisin. 

Newton’s  merit  consisted  in  this,  that 
he  applied  the  laws  of  dynamics  to  the 
movements  of  the  celestial  bodies,  and 
insisted  that  scientific  theories  must  be 
substantiated  by  the  agreement  of  obser¬ 
vations  with  calculations.— Draper.  John 
William,  1874,  History  of  the  Conflict 
Between  Religion  and  Science,  pt  237. 

Our  national  reverence  for  Newton’s 
scientific  achievements  has  deterred  us 
from  laughing  at  his  dabblings  in  the 
interpretation  of  prophecy  ;  and,  indeed, 
sighs  rather  than  smiles  should  greet  the 
melancholy  spectacle  of  a  noble  intellect 
running  to  waste  in  puzzling  over  mean¬ 
ingless  riddles.— Stephen,  Leslie,  1876, 
History  of  English  Thought  in  the  Eighteenth 
Century,  vol.  I,  p.  212. 

In  the  possession  of  five  healthy  senses 
he  regarded  himself  as  the  centre  of  all 
phenomena,  and  asserted  that  what  was 
discernible  to  the  unassisted  human  eye  was 
the  real  standard  for  everything.  This  was 
the  reason  why  he  found  no  pleasure  in 
astronomy,  for  which  he  needed  a  tele¬ 
scope,  or  in  microscopic  investigations.  He 
even  cherished  a  prejudice  against  Newton 
from  the  one  circumstance  that  heoperated 
with  a  prism  instead  of  making  a  sufficient 
instrument  of  his  healthy  human  eye. — 
Grimm,  Herman,  1880,  The  Life  and  Times 
of  Goethe,  tr.  Adams,  Lecture  xxiii. 

That  Kant  was  considerably  influenced 
by  Locke  is  evident  from  his  numerous 
references  to  him  ;  but  in  his  earlier  years, 
at  least,  he  was  much  more  indebted  to 
Newton.  This  is  not  only  seen  in  his  work 
on  cosmogony,  but  also  in  his  first  meta¬ 
physical  dissertation,  which  aims  to  show 
that  metaphysic  is  not  in  conflict  with  the 


natural  philosophy  of  Newton.  Locke’s 
influence  began  later.  While  it  may  be 
impossible  to  trace  the  direct  influence 
of  Newton  on  the  “Kritik,”  indirectly  it 
was  great.— Stuckenberg,  J.  H.  W., 
1882,  The  Life  of  Immanuel  Kant,  p.  230. 

The  greatest  of  natural  philosophers. — 
Taylor,  H.  M.,  1884,  Encyclopaedia  Bri- 
tannica,  Ninth  ed.,  vol.  XVII. 

Sir  Isaac  Newton's  great  discovery  was 
not  of  gravitation,  but  of  the  Unity  which 
furnishes  the  proof  of  God's  existence. — 
Bray,  Charles,  1884,  Phases  of  Opinion 
and  Experience  During  a  Long  Life,  p.  231. 

In  Locke’s  famous  countryman,  Isaac 
Newton,  the  modern  investigation  of 
nature  attains  the  level  toward  which  it 
has  striven,  at  first  by  wishes  and  demands, 
gradually,  also,  in  knowledge  and  achieve¬ 
ment, since  the  end  of  the  medimval  period. 

Newton  resembles  Boyle  in  unit¬ 
ing  profound  piety  with  the  rigor  of  scien¬ 
tific  thought.  He  finds  the  most  certain 
proof  for  the  existence  of  an  intelligent 
creator  in  the  wonderful  arrangement  of 
the  world-machine,  which  does  not  need 
after-adjustment  at  the  hands  of  its  cre¬ 
ator,  and  whose  adaption  he  praises  as 
enthusiastically  as  he  unconditionally  re¬ 
jects  the  mingling  of  teleological  con¬ 
siderations  in  the  explanation  of  physi 
cal  phenomena. — Falckenberg,  Richard, 
1885-93,  History  of  Modern  Philosophy , 
tr.  Armstrong,  pp.  181,  182. 

Newton  has  with  regard  to  our  subject 
two  great  merits.  Firstly,  he  has  greatly 
enlarged  the  horizon  of  mechanical  physics 
through  the  discovery  of  universal  gravi¬ 
tation.  Further,  he  has  also  completed 
the  enunciation  of  the  principles  of 
mechanics  as  we  now  accept  them. 
After  him  an  essentially  new  principle 
has  not  been  established.  What  after 
him  has  been  done  in  mechanics  refers  to 
the  deductive,  formal,  and  mathematical 
development  of  mechanics  on  the  ground 
of  Newton’s  principles.  .  .  .  Newton’s 
principles  are  sufficient  without  the  intro¬ 
duction  of  any.  new  principle  to  clear  up 
every  mechanical  problem  which  may 
present  itself,  be  it  oneof  statics  or  dynam¬ 
ics.  If  difficulties  present  themselves, 
they  are  always  only  mathematical,  formal, 
not  fundamental. — Mach,  Ernst,  1889- 
93,  Mechanik  in  ihrer  Entwickelung,  his- 
torisch-kritisch  dargestellt,  tr.  M’Cormack, 
pp.  174,  239. 
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Newton  has  indeed  but  little  direct 
claim  to  rank  among  the  masters  of  Eng¬ 
lish  prose.  With  the  exception  of  a  few 
letters  and  theological  pamphlets,  his 
writings  are  all  in  Latin,  academic 
instincts  teaching  him  the  inestimable 
value  of  that  language  as  an  instrument 
of  definite  and  precise  statement.  Nor 
are  the  subjects  such  as  to  leave  much 
room  for  beauty  of  form  in  their  exposi¬ 
tion.  Order,  lucidity,  and  a  reverence 
for  the  syllogism — you  can  expect  no 
more  from  a  mathematician.  And  those 
same  virtues  of  clear  and  cogent  reason¬ 
ing,  are  the  chief  qualities  which  Newton 
carries  with  him  when  he  ventures  into 
his  mother  tongue,  and  beyond  the  sphere 
of  physics.  Indirectly,  however,  he  must 
have  had  a  considerable  influence  upon  the 
subsequent  course  of  literature.  The 
impulse  of  the  scientific  spirit  is  among 
the  principal  factors  to  be  taken  account 
of  In  examining  the  problem  of  the 
eighteenth  century  mind ;  and  no  one  had 
a  greater  share  in  the  propagation  of  this 
impulse  than  Newton. — Chambers,  E.  K., 
1894,  English  Prose,  ed.  Craik,  vol.  ill,  p. 
311. 

An  estimate  of  his  genius  is  impossible. 
“Sibi  gratulentur  mortales  tale  tantun- 
que  extitisse  Humani  generis  Decus”  are 
the  words  on  his  monument  at  Westmin¬ 
ster,  while  on  Roubilica’s  statue  in  Trinity 
College  chapel  the  inscription  is  "Newton 
qui  genus  humanum  ingenio  superavit.” 
All  who  have  written  of  him  use  words  of 
the  highest  admiration.  On  a  table  in 
the  room  in  which  Newton  was  born  at 
Woolsthrop  manorhouse  is  inscribed  the 
celebrated  epitaph  written  by  Pope  : 
Nature  and  Nature’s  Laws  Lay  hid  in  night: 
God  said,  “Let  Newton  be,"  and  all  was 
light. 

Laplace  speaks  of  the  causes  “which  will 
always  assure  to  the  ‘Principia’  a  pre¬ 
eminence  above  all  other  productions  of 
the  human  intellect. ”  Voltaire,  who  was 
present  at  Newton's  funeral,  and  was  pro¬ 
foundly  impressed  by  the  just  honours  paid 
to  his  memory  by  “the  chief  men  of  the 
nation,"  always  spoke  of  the  philosopher 
with  reverence — “if  all  the  geniuses  of 
the  uinverse  assembled,  be  should  lead  the 
band.” — Gla^EBROOK,  R.  T.,  1894,  Diction¬ 
ary  of  National  Biography,  vol.  XL,  p.  392. 

Had  Newton  done  nothing  beyond  mak¬ 
ing  his  wonderful  discoveries  in  light,  his 


fame  would  have  gone  down  to  posterity 
as  one  of  the  greatest  of  Nature’s  inter¬ 
preters.  .  .  .  Though  Newton  lived 

long  enough  to  receive  the  honour  that 
his  astonishing  discoveries  so  justly  mer¬ 
ited,  and  though  for  many  years  of  his  life 
his  renown  was  much  greater  than  that 
of  any  of  his  contemporaries,  yet  it  is  not 
too  much  to  say  that,  in  the  years  which 
have  since  elapsed,  Newton’s  fame  has 
been  ever  steadily  advancing,  so  that  it 
never  stood  higher  than  it  does  at  this 
moment.  We  hardly  know  whether  to 
admire  more  the  sublime  discoveries  at 
which  he  arrived,  or  the  extraordinary 
character  of  the  intellectual  processes  by 
which  those  discoveries  were  reached. 
Viewed  from  either  standpoint,  Newton’s 
“Principia”  is  incomparably  the  greatest 
work  on  science  that  has  ever  yet  been 
produced.  Ball,  Sir  Robert  S.,  1895, 
Great  Astronomers,  pp.  131,  146. 

His  reputation  spread  more  slowly  than 
that  of  the  great  High  Chancellor;  but  it 
rests  on  a  surer  foundation,  which  baffles 
every  attempt  to  shake  it,  and  will  out¬ 
last  all  coming  changes  of  thought.  The 
beginnings  of  modern  scientific  thought 
are  thus  to  be  found  in  this  country. 
Lord  Bacon  foretold  prophetically  the 
great  change  which  the  new  philosophy 
was  destined  to  work.  Newton  more 
patiently  drew  up  the  first  simple  rules  and 
gave  the  first  brilliant  application.  More 
than  the  unfinished  and  wearisome  pages 
of  Bacon’s  “Novum  Organum”  does  the 
“Principia”  deserve  to  be  placed  on  a  line 
with  Aristotle  and  Euclid  as  a  model  work 
of  scientific  inquiry. — Merz,  John  Theo¬ 
dore,  1896,  A  History  of  European  Thought 
in  the  Nineteenth  Century,  vol.  I,  p.  95. 

It  has  been  said  that  the  history  of  Sir 
Isaac  Newton  is  also  the  history  of 
science ;  yet  the  character  of  his  life 
and  the  work  does  not  entirely  exclude 
him  from  the  category  of  men  of  letters. 

.  .  Milton  and  Dante  dealt  with  the 

spiritual  order  of  creation,  Sir  Isaac 
Newton  with  the  material ;  yet  to  those 
who  perceive  an  almost  mystical  signifi¬ 
cance  in  numbers, — to  whom  mathematics 
are,  in  a  sense,  gateways  to  the  unseen, — 
the  author  of  the  “Principia”  and  of  the 
“Treatise  on  Optics”  will  seem  scarcely 
less  a  teacher  than  the  poets. — Warner, 
Charles  Dudley,  1897,  ed..  Library  of  the 
World's  Best  Literature,  vol.  xvill,  p.  10619. 
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Cotton  Mather 

1663-1728 

Son  of  Increase  Mather.  A  famous  Congregational  clergyman  of  Boston,  pastor  of 
the  North  Church,  1683  1728,  and  his  father’s  colleague  for  the  greater  part  of  that 
period.  He  was  a  prolific  author,  publishing  nearly  four  hundred  works,  large  and 
small,  but  it  is  upon  the  "Magnalia  Christi  Americana”  that  his  reputation  rests. 
Among  other  works  are  “Wonders  of  the  Invisible  World;”  “Christian  Philosopher;” 
“Psalterium  Americanum  “Manductio  ad  Ministerium “Memorable  Providences 
Relating  to  Witchcraft;”  “Essays  to  Do  Good;”  “The  Armour  of  Christianity;” 
“Batteries  upon  the  Kingdom  of  the  Devil;”  “Death  made  Easie  and  Happy.”  His 
style  is  disfigured  by  pedantry  and  strained  analogies,  and  is  at  all  times  far  removed 
from  simplicity,  but  the  author  is  nevertheless  easily  seen  to  be  intensely  earnest  in 
his  endeavours  to  be  of  service  to  his  generation. — Adams,  Oscar  Fay,  1897,  A  Dic¬ 


tionary  of  American  Authors ,  p.  249. 

PERSONAL 

Dr.  Cotton  Mather  is  intombed.  Bear¬ 
ers,  the  Hev'd  Mr.  Colman,  Mr.  Thacher  ; 
Mr.  Sewall,  Mr.  Prince;  Mr.  Webb,  Mr. 
Cooper.  The  Church  went  before  the 
Corpse;  first,  Rev.  Mr.  Gee  in  mourning, 
alone;  then  three  deacons;  then  Capt. 
Hutchinson,  Adam  Winthrop,  Esq.,  Col. 
Hutchinson.  Went  up  Hull  street.  I 
went  in  a  coach.  All  tho  council  had 
gloves.  I  had  a  pair.  .  .  .  Mr.  Walter 
prayed  excellently.  —  Sewall,  Samuel, 
1728,  Diary,  Feb.  19. 

By  his  learned  works  and  correspond¬ 
ence,  those  who  lived  at  the  greatest  dis¬ 
tance  might  discern  much  of  his  superior 
light  and  influence,  but  they  could  discern 
these  only  by  a  more  mediate  and  faint 
reflection.  These  could  neither  see  nor 
well  imagine  that  extraordinary  luster  of 
pious  and  useful  literature,  wherewith  we 
were,  every  day,  entertained,  surprised, 
and  satisfied,  who  dwelt  in  the  directer 
rays,  in  the  more  immediate  vision. — 
Prince,  Thomas,  1729,  Life  and  Times  of 
Cotton  Mather,  by  Marvin,  p.  575. 

When  I  was  a  boy,  I  met  with  a  book, 
entitled  “Essays  to  do  Good,”  which  I 
think  was  written  by  your  father.  It  had 
been  so  little  regarded  by  a  former 
possessor,  that  several  leaves  of  it  were 
torn  out;  but  the  remainder  gave  me  such 
a  turn  of  thinking,  as  to  have  an  influence 
on  my  conduct  through  life.  . 

It  is  now  more  than  sixty  years  since 
I  left  Boston;  but  I  remember  well  both 
your  father  and  grandfather,  having  heard 
them  both  in  the  pulpit,  and  seen  them  in 
their  houses.  The  last  time  I  saw  your 
father  was  in  the  beginning  of  1724,  when 
I  visited  him  after  my  first  trip  to  Penn¬ 
sylvania.  He  received  me  in  his  library. 


and  on  my  taking  leave,  showed  me  a 
shorter  way  outof  the  house  through  a  nar¬ 
row  passage,  which  was  crossed  by  a  beam 
overhead.  We  were  still  talking  as  I  with¬ 
drew,  he  accompanying  me  behind,  and  1 
turning  partly  towards  him,  when  he  said 
hastily,  “Stoop,  stoop!”  I  did  not  under¬ 
stand  him.  till  1  felt  my  head  hit  against 
the  beam.  He  was  a  man  that  never 
missed  any  occasion  of  giving  instruction, 
and  upon  this  he  said  to  me,  “You  are 
young,  and  have  the  world  before  you  ; 
stoop  as  you  go  through  it,  and  you  will 
miss  many  hard  thumps.”  This  advice, 
thus  beat  into  my  head,  has  frequently 
been  of  use  to  me;  and  I  often  think  of 
it,  when  1  see  pride  mortified,  and  mis¬ 
fortunes  brought  upon  people  by  their 
carrying  their  heads  too  high.— Frank¬ 
lin,  Benjamin,  1784,  Letter  to  Samuel 
Mather,  May  12. 

His  early  reputation,  and  the  prominent 
part  he  took  in  the  ecclesiastical  affairs 
of  New  England  ;  the  great  and  long-con¬ 
tinued  consideration  which  he  enjoyed 
with  the  people  at  large;  his  literary 
attainments  and  unquestionable  ability  of 
a  certain  kind;  the  contributions  he  made 
to  the  materials  of  our  early  history, 
ample  at  least,  if  not  so  exact  as  might  be 
desired ;  and  last,  though  not  least,  his 
grievous  errors  of  conduct,  on  several 
important  occasions, give  him  an  undoubted 
eminence  above  most  of  his  contempora¬ 
ries,  and  make  him  one  of  the  most  re¬ 
markable  characters  that  belong  to  the 
early  period  of  New  England. — Palfrey, 
John  Gorham,  1836,  Spark's  American 
Biography,  North  American  Review,  vol. 
43,  p.  518. 

In  summing  up  the  character  of  Cotton 
Mather,  we  should  say,  that  he  was  a  man 
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of  superior  general  ability,  without  the 
advantage  of  any  leading  intellectual  tend¬ 
encies,  and  that  his  warm  and  benevolent 
feelings  were  not  sufficiently  guarded  by 
reserve,  or  qualified  by  worldly  shrewd¬ 
ness.  By  nature  and  education  he  was 
unfortunately  subject  to  conceit  and  self- 
complacency,  which  he  had  not  tact  enough 
to  conceal.  This  infirmity  was  evidently 
the  real  cause  of  his  misfortunes  during 
life,  and  its  influence  has  followed  his 
reputation,  and  obscured  his  merits  with 
posterity. — Haven,  S.  F.f  1840,  Cotton 
Mather,  North  American  Review,  vol.  51, 

p.  22. 

To  cover  his  confusion,  Cotton  Mather 
got  up  a  case  of  witchcraft  in  his  own 
parish.  .  .  .  Was  Cotton  Mather 

honestly  credulous?  .  .  .  He  is  an 

example  how  far  selfishness,  under  the 
form  of  vanity  and  ambition,  can  blind 
the  higher  faculties,  stupefy  the  judg¬ 
ment,  and  dupe  consciousness  itself.  — 
Bancroft,  George,  1840,  History  of  the 
United  States,  vol.  MI. 

He  incurred  the  responsibility  of  being 
its  chief  cause  and  promoter.  In  the 
progress  of  the  superstitious  fear,  which 
amounted  to  frenzy,  and  could  only  be 
satisfied  with  blood,  he  neither  blenched 
nor  halted ;  but  attended  the  courts, 
watched  the  progress  of  invisible  agency 
in  the  prisons,  and  joined  the  multitude 
in  witnessing  the  executions. — Quincy, 
Josiah,  1840,  History  of  Harvard  Uni¬ 
versity,  vol.  I,  p.  63. 

The  suggestion,  that  Cotton  Mather, 
for  purposes  of  his  own,  deliberately  got 
up  this  witchcraft  delusion,  and  forced  it 
upon  a  doubtful  and  hesitating  people,  is 
utterly  absurd.  .  .  .  Mather’s  posi¬ 

tion,  convictions,  and  temperament  alike 
called  him  to  serve  on  this  occasion  as  the 
organ,  exponent,  and  stimulator  of  the 
popular  faith. — Hildreth,  Richard,  1849, 
History  of  the  United  States  of  America ,  vol. 
II,  p.  151. 

As  Cotton  Mather  was  a  very  dis¬ 
tinguished  man,  Grandfather  took  some 
pains  to  give  the  children  a  lively  concep¬ 
tion  of  his  character.  Over  the  door  of 
his  library  were  painted  these  words,  BE 
SHORT, — as  a  warning  to  visitors  that 
they  must  not  do  the  world  so  much  harm 
as  needlessly  to  interrupt  this  great  man's 
wonderful  labors.  On  entering  the  room 
you  would  probably  behold  it  crowded, 


and  piled,  and  heaped  with  books.  They 
were  huge,  ponderous  folios,  and  quartos, 
and  little  duodecimos,  in  English,  Latin, 
Greek,  Hebrew,  Chaldaic,  and  all  other  lan¬ 
guages  that  either  originated  at  the  con¬ 
fusion  of  Babel  or  have  since  come  into  use. 
All  these  books,  no  doubt,  were  tossed 
about  in  confusion,  thus  forming  a  visible 
emblem  of  the  manner  in  which  their  con¬ 
tents  were  crowded  into  Cotton  Mather's 
brain.  And  in  the  middle  of  the  room  stood 
a  table,  on  which,  besides  printed  volumes, 
were  strewn  manuscriptsermons,  historical 
tracts,  and  political  pamphlets,  all  writ¬ 
ten  in  such  a  queer,  blind,  crabbed, 
fantastical  hand,  that  a  writing-master 
would  have  gone  raving  mad  at  the  sight 
of  them.  By  this  table  stood  Grand¬ 
father’s  chair,  which  seemed  to  have  con¬ 
tracted  an  air  of  deep  erudition,  as  if  its 
cushion  were  stuffed  with  Latin,  Greek, 
and  Hebrew,  and  other  hard  matters.  In 
this  chair,  from  one  year’s  end  to  another, 
sat  that  prodigious  bookworm,  Cotton 
Mather,  sometimes  devouring  a  great 
book,  and  sometimes  scribbling  one  as 
big.  In  Grandfather’s  younger  days  there 
used  to  be  a  wax  figure  of  him  in  one  of 
the  Boston  museums,  representing  _  a 
solemn,  dark-visaged  person,  in  a  min¬ 
ister’s  black  gown,  and  with  a  black- 
letter  volume  before  him. — Hawthorne, 
Nathaniel,  1850,  Grandfather's  Chair , 

ch.  iv. 

Matherwas  always  exercising  his  ingenu¬ 
ity  to  contribute  something  useful  to  the 
world.  He  was  one  of  the  first  to  employ 
the  press  extensively  in  the  dissemination 
of  tracts ;  he  early  lifted  his  voice  in  favor 
of  temperance ;  he  preached  and  wrote 
for  sailors;  he  instructed  negroes;  he 
substituted  moral  and  sagacious  intellect¬ 
ual  restraints  with  his  children  for  flog¬ 
ging;  conversation  he  studied  and  prac¬ 
tised  as  an  art ;  and  he  was  a  devoted 
historiographer  of  his  country  for  poster¬ 
ity — besides  his  paramount  employment, 
according  to  the  full  measure  of  his  day 
and  generation,  of  discharging  the  sacred 
duties  of  his  profession.  Pity  that  any 
personal  defects  of  temperament  or  "fol¬ 
lies  of  the  wise”  should  counterbalance 
these  noble  achievements — that  so  well 
freighted  a  bark  should  at  times  experi¬ 
ence  the  want  of  a  rudder.  Good  senBe 
was  the  one  stick  occasionally  missing  from 
the  enormous  faggot  of  Mather’s  studies 
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and  opinions.  .  .  .  One  thing  he 

never  could  attain,  though  he  nearly 
inherited  it,  though  his  learning  almost 
irresistibly  challenged  it,  though  he 
spiritually  anticipated  it — the  prize  of  the 
Presidency  of  Harvard  College.  One  and 
another  was  chosen  in  preference  to  him. 
The  ghostly  authority  of  the  old  priestly 
influence  was  passing  away.  Cotton 
Mather  was,  in  age  a  disheartened  and  dis¬ 
appointed  man.  The  possession,  in  turn, 
of  three  wives  had  proved  but  a  partial 
consolation.  One  of  his  sons  he  felt  com¬ 
pelled  to  disown;  his  wife  was  subject  to 
fits  of  temper  bordering  on  insanity;  the 
glooms  of  his  own  disposition  grew  darker 
in  age  as  death  approached,  a  friend  whom 
he  was  glad  to  meet,  when  he  expired,  at 
the  completion  of  his  sixty-fifth  year,  the 
13th  February,  1728.  His  last  emphatic 
charge  to  his  son  Samuel  was,  "Remember 
only  that  one  word,  ‘Fructuosus.'  ” — 
Duyckinck,  Evert  A.  and  George  L., 
1855-65-75,  Cyclopaedia  of  American 
Literature,  ed.  Simmons,  vol.  I,  p.  67. 

He  is  the  greatest  of  American  scholars. 
It  is  doubtful  if  any  one  in  the  New  World 
has  ever  equalled  his  acquaintance  with 
theological  and  classic  literature,  his  read¬ 
iness  in  using  his  knowledge,  his  wonder¬ 
ful  industry,  his  intense  literary  ardor. 
No  moment  of  his  life  was  wasted,  and  all 
his  life  was  given  to  study. — Lawrence, 
Eugene,  1880,  A  Primer  of  American 
Literature,  p.  20. 

He  became  the  greatest  pulpit  power 
in  his  day,  and  unsurpassed  since,  unless, 
perhaps,  by  a  very  few  in  later  gener¬ 
ations.  During  the  week  he  made  the 
most  faithful  preparation  by  reading, 
meditation,  prayer,  and  writing.  Study 
of  the  Bible  in  the  original  languages  kept 
his  mind  fresh  and  unhackneyed.  Praying 
as  he  wrote,  he  went  into  the  house  of 
God  surcharged  with  God’s  truth  and 
spirit.  Nothing  was  left  till  Saturday 
night  or  Sunday  morning  to  tax  his 
strength  by  way  of  mental  toil  and  worry 
over  a  sermon.  Saturday  evening  and 
Sunday  morning  were  sacred  to  devotions. 
He  went  to  the  sanctuary  as  to  the 
"gate  of  heaven.”  Full  of  matter  and  fer¬ 
vent  in  prayer,  he  was  like  a  charged  bat¬ 
tery,  and  lie  represented  Christ  as  he  stood 
before  his  auditory.  They  were  instructed, 
they  were  aroused,  their  consciences  were 
quickened,  their  affections  were  kindled, 


their  reason  was  satisfied  by  the  words 
spoken,  and  all  was  sent  home  by  the  in¬ 
tense  spiritual  energy  with  which  be  spoke 
and  prayed.— Marvin,  Abij ah  P.,  1892, 
The  L\fe  and  Times  of  Cotton  Mather,  p.  58. 

It  was,  perhaps,  fear  that  the  belief  in 
the  supernatural,  and  notably  in  the  super¬ 
natural  agency  of  the  Evil  One,  was  dying 
out  which  led  Cotton  Mather,  a  minister 
of  prodigious  though  ill-digested  learning 
and  at  the  same  time  full  of  spiritual  self- 
conceit,  to  countenance  the  horrible  delu¬ 
sion  of  Salem  Witchcraft  which  has  left  a 
dark  stain  on  New  England  history,  as 
readers  of  Hawthorne's  "House  of  the 
Seven  Gables”  know.  .  .  .  Cotton 

Mather  afterwards  partly  redeemed  him¬ 
self  by  .countenancing,  at  a  great  sacrifice 
of  his  popularity  and  at  some  risk  of  his 
life,  the  introduction  of  inoculation,  which 
excited  the  ignorant  fury  of  the  mob. 
Even  in  him  learning  begot  something  of 
liberality.— Smith,  Gold  win,  1893,  The 
United  States,  An  Outline  of  Political  His¬ 
tory,  1492-1871,  pp.  37,  38. 

On  February  15,  1728,  the  Reverend 
Benjamin  Colman,  first  minister  of  the 
Brattle  Street  church,  preached  the  Bos¬ 
ton  lecture  in  memory  of  Cotton  Mather, 
who  had  died  two  days  before.  Cotton 
Mather  had  lived  all  his  life  in  Boston ; 
there  is  no  record,  they  say,  of  his  ever 
having  travelled  farther  from  home  than 
Ipswich  or  Andover  or  Plymouth.  Of 
sensitive  temperament,  and  both  by  con¬ 
stitution  and  by  conviction  devoted  to  the 
traditions  in  which  he  was  trained,  he  cer¬ 
tainly  presented,  to  a  degree  nowhere  com¬ 
mon,  a  conveniently  exaggerated  type  of 
the  characteristics  that  marked  the  society 
of  which  he  formed  a  part. — Wendell, 
Barrett,  1893,  Stelligeri  and  other  Essays 
Concerning  America,  p.  47. 

In  the  old  burying-ground  on  Copp’s 
Hill  is  a  table-like  monument  bearing  the 
names  of  Increase  Mather  and  Cotton 
Mather.  The  names  on  the  moss-covered 
stones  are  almost  illegible,  and  the  memory 
of  them  has  also  grown  dim  in  men’s  minds  ; 
but  no  two  men  ever  had  greater  influence 
in  Boston  than  the  two  who  lie  in  this  for¬ 
gotten  grave. — Ward,  May  Alden,  1896, 
Old  Colony  Days,  p.  114. 

MAGNAUA  CHRISTI  AMERICANA 
1702 

As  for  my  self,  having  been,  by  the 
mercy  of  God,  now  above  sixty-eight  years 
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in  New-England,  and  served  the  Lord  and 
his  people  in  my  weak  measure  sixty  years 
in  the  ministry  of  the  gospel,  1  may  now 
say,  in  my  old  age,  I  have  seen  all  that  the 
Lord  hath  done  for  his  people  in  New  Eng¬ 
land,  and  have  known  the  beginning  and 
progress  of  these  churches  unto  this  day; 
and,  having  read  over  much  of  this  history, 

1  cannot  but  in  the  love  and  fear  of  God 
bear  witness  to  the  truth  of  it;  viz.  :  that 
this  present  church-history  of  New-Eng- 
land,  compiled  by  Mr.  Cotton  Mather,  for 
the  substance,  end,  and  scope  of  it,  is,  as 
far  as  I  have  been  acquainted  therewithal), 
according  to  truth. — Higginson,  John, 
1702,  ed.  Magnolia. 

One  of  the  most  singular  books  in  this 
or  in  any  other  language.  Its  puns  and 
its  poems,  its  sermons  and  its  anagrams, 
render  it  unique  in  its  kind.  The  author 
not  unfrequently  reminds  us  of  our  own 
church-historian  Fuller ;  butcircumstances 
counteracted  the  resemblance  of  their 
natural  disposition. — Southey,  Robert, 
1813,  History  of  Dissenters,  Quarterly  Re¬ 
view,  vol.  10,  p.  113. 

As  Chateaubriand  boasts  in  his“Itiner- 
y”  that  he  was  the  last  Frenchman  who 
uld  ever  make  a  pilgrimage  to  Jerusa- 
i,  so  it  may  hereafter  be  said  that  the 
iter  of  this  was  the  last  (and  possibly 
!  first)  individual  who,  bona  fide,  perused 
in  regular  course  the  whole  of  Mather’s 
“Magnalia” ;  and,  if  any  doubts  had  existed 
that  great  toil  was  necessary  to  the 
acquisition  of  fame,  they  would  have  been 
dispelled  by  this  exertion.  This 

book  is  worth  consulting  by  those  who  wish 
to  become  acquainted  with  the  character 
of  our  forefathers.  Many  of  the  author’s 
faults  were  those  of  his  age;  and,  if  he 
has  not  left  us  the  best,  he  has  at  least 
furnished  the  largest,  work  appertaining 
to  our  early  history.  ...  To  those 
who  are  interested  in  the  early  history  of 
our  country,  it  may  be  well  to  remark  that, 
for  accuracy  in  historical  occurrences, 
they  will  do  well  to  rely  upon  other 
authorities;  but,  if  they  wish  to  obtain  a 
general  view  of  the  state  of  society  and 
manners,  they  will  probably  nowhere  find 
so  many  materials  for  this  purpose  as  in 
the  work  of  this  credulous,  pedantick, 
and  garrulous  writer, — Tudor,  William, 
1818,  North  American  Review,  vol.  6. 

No  man  since  Dr.  Mather’s  time  has'had 
bo  good  an  opportunity  as  he  enjoyed  to 


consult  the  most  authentic  documents. 
The  greater  part  of  his  facts  could  be 
attested  by  living  witnesses  and  the 
shortest  tradition,  or  taken  from  written 
testimonies,  many  of  which  have  since 
perished.  The  situation  and  character  of 
the  author  afforded  him  the  most  favour¬ 
able  opportunities  to  obtain  the  documents 
necessary  for  his  undertaking;  and  no 
historian  would  pursue  a  similar  design 
with  greater  industry  and  zeal.  .  •  • 

The  work  is  both  a  civil  and  an  ecclesias¬ 
tical  history.  The  large  portion  of  it 
devoted  to  Biography  affords  the  reader 
a  more  distinct  view  of  the  leading  char¬ 
acters  of  the  times,  than  could  have  been 
given  in  any  other  form.  —  Robbins, 
Thomas,  1820,  Magnalia,  Preface. 

His  works  are  of  a  kind,  which  were 
attractive  and  interesting  in  their  day,  but 
now  sleep  in  repose,  where  even  the  anti¬ 
quary  seldom  disturbs  them.  lie  will  be 
remembered,  however,  as  the  author  of 
the  “Magnalia,”  a  work,  which,  with 
all  its  faults,  will  always  find  interested 
readers;  as  a  man,  too,  of  unexampled 
industry,  and  unrivalled  attainments  in 
curious  rather  than  useful  learning.— 
Peabody,  William  B.  0.,  1836,  Cotton 
Mather,  Library  of  American  Biography,  ed. 
Sparks,  vol.  Vi,  p.  349. 

A  most  interesting  and  edifying  work, 
with  some  peculiarities. — Bickerstet^, 
Edward,  1844,  The  Christian  Student. 

A  monstrous  mass  of  information  and 
speculation,  of  error  and  gossip,  of  biog¬ 
raphy  and  history,  of  italics  and  capitals, 
of  classical  quotations,  Latin  and  Greek, 
and  of  original  epitaphs,  Latin  and  Eng¬ 
lish,  in  prose  and  in  verse,  which,  as  old 
Polonius  said  of  Hamlet’s  actors,  “either 
for  tragedy,  comedy,  history,  pastoral, 
pastoral-comical,  historical-pastoral,  trag¬ 
ical-comical,  scene  individable  or  poem 
unlimited,”  has  hardly  a  parallel  in  the 
world  I  Let  me  not  seem  to  disparage  or 
undervalue  Cotton  Mather, — a  perfect  Dr. 
Pangloss,  as  he  was  in  many  particulars, 
—for  with  all  his  foibles  and  all  his  faults, 
all  his  credulity  and  all  his  vanity,  it  can¬ 
not  be  denied  that  he  did  a  really  great 
work  for  New  England  history.  The  lives 
of  our  Worthies  could  not  have  been  writ¬ 
ten  without  him;  while  his  “Essay  to  do 
Good”  is  known  to  have  given  the  earliest 
incentive  to  the  wonderful  career  of  New 
England’s  most  wonderful  son,— Benjamin 


COTTON  MATHER 


731 


Franklin.— Winthrop,  Robert  C.,  1869, 
Massachusetts  and  its  Early  History, 
Addresses  and  Speeches  on  Various  Occa¬ 
sions,  vol.  Ill,  p.  20. 

Cotton  Mather’s 4  4  Ecclesiastical  History 
of  New  England,”  better  known  as  his 
“Magnalia,”  from  the  head-line  of  the 
title  page,  “Magnalia  Christi  Americana.” 
was  published  in  London  in  1702,  in  folio. 
Although  relating  generally  to  New  Eng¬ 
land,  it  principally  concerns  Massachu¬ 
setts.  While  the  book  is  filled  with  the 
author’s  conceits  and  puns,  and  gives 
abundant  evidence  of  his  credulity,  it  con¬ 
tains  a  vast  amount  of  valuable  historical 
material,  and  is  indispensable  in  any  New 
England  library.  It  is  badly  arranged  for 
consultation,  for  it  is  largely  a  compilation 
from  the  author’s  previous  publications, 
and  it  lacks  an  index.-  Winsor,  Justin, 
1884,  Narrative  and  Critical  History  of 
America ,  vol.  ill,  p.  345. 

The  “Magnalia,”  despite  its  inclusive¬ 
ness  and  augustness,  its  awe-inspiring 
quotations  and  allusions,  is  an  untidy  piece 
of  literature,— inexcusably  so  when  we 
consider  its  author’s  ability,  training,  and 
opportunities.— Richardson,  Charles  F., 
1887,  American  Literature ,  1607  1885, 
vol.  i,  p.  134. 

The  name  is  much  more  attractive  than 
the  interior. — Watkins,  Mildred  Cabell, 

1894,  American  Literature,  p.  12. 

Mather  wrote  in  the  full  and  pregnant 

style  of  Taylor,  Milton,  Brown,  Fuller,  and 
Burton,  a  style  ponderous  with  learning 
and  stiff  with  allusions,  digressions,  con¬ 
ceits,  anecdotes,  and  quotations  from  the 
Greek  and  the  Latin.  A  page  of  the 
“Magnalia”  is  almost  as  richly  mottled 
with  italics  as  one  from  the  “Anatomy  of 
Melancholy,”  and  the  quaintness  which 
Mather  caught  from  his  favorite  Fuller 
disports  itself  in  textual  pun  and  marginal 
anagram  and  the  fantastic  sub-titles  of  his 
books  and  chapters. — Beers,  Henry  A., 

1895,  Initial  Studies  in  American  Letters, 
p.  29. 

The  prose  epic  of  New  England  Puritan¬ 
ism  it  has  been  called,  setting  forth  in 
heroic  mood  the  principles,  the  history, 
and  the  personal  characters  of  the  fathers. 
The  principles,  theologic  and  disciplinary 
alike,  are  stated  with  clearness,  dignity, 
and  fervour.  The  history,  though  its 
less  welcome  phases  are  often  lightly 


emphasised,  and  its  details  are  hampered 
by  deep  regard  for  minor  accuracy,  is  set 
forth  with  a  sincere  ardour  which  makes 
its  temper  more  instructive  than  that  of 
many  more  trustworthy  records.  And  the 
life-like  portraits  of  the  Lord’s  chosen, 
though  full  of  quaintly  fantastic  phrases 
and  artless  pedantries,  are  often  drawn 
with  touches  of  enthusiastic  beauty. — 
Wendell,  Barrett,  1900,  A  Literary 
History  of  America,  p.  50. 

GENERAL 

What  numerous  volumes  scatter'd  from  his 
hand, 

Lighten  d  hiB  own,  and  warm'd  each  foreign 
land? 

What  pious  breathings  of  a  glowing  soul 
Live  in  each  page,  and  animate  the  whole? 
The  breath  of  heaven  the  snvory  pages  6how, 
As  we  Arabia  from  its  spices  know. 

The  beauties  of  hia  style  are  careless  atrew'd, 
And  learning  with  a  liberal  hand  bestow'd: 
So,  on  the  field  of  Hcav'n,  the  seeds  of  fire 
Thick-aown,  but  careless,  all  the  wise  admire. 

— Adams,  John,  1728,  On  the  Death  of 
Cotton  Mather. 

If,  as  Mather  would  say,  our  little  scrap 
of  literary  history  need  a  moral,  it  shall 
be  addressed  to  men  of  his  own  profession. 
Here  is  one  man  whom  the  world  ranks  as 
an  ass,  and  another  whom  the  world  ranks 
as  its  most  useful  practical  genius.  The 
first  was  a  preacher ;  and  the  second  says, 
that,  for  any  use  he  has  been  to  the  world, 
it  may  thank  that  preacher.  Wby  is  the 
man  called  an  ass  to  whom  the  world 
owes  its  most  useful  practical  genius  ?  Be¬ 
cause  he  could  not  omit  his  own  prefaces. 
Because  he  overlaid  everything  with  such 
a  farrago  of  introduction.  He  could  not 
begin  at  the  beginning,  and  end  at  the  end. 
— Hale,  Edward  Everett,  1859,  What 
made  Franklin  ?  The  Christian  Examiner, 
vol.  66,  p.  274. 

The  true  place  of  Cotton  Mather  in  our 
literary  history  is  indicated  when  we  say, 
that  be  was  in  prose  writing,  exactly  what 
Nicholas  Noyes  was  in  poetry, — the  last, 
the  most  vigorous,  and,  therefore,  the 
most  disagreeable  representative  of  the 
Fantastic  school  in  literature ;  and  that, 
like  Nicholas  Noyes,  he  prolonged  in  New 
England  the  methods  of  that  school  even 
after  his  most  cultivated  contemporaries 
there  had  outgrown  them,  and  had  come 
to  dislike  them.  The  expulsion  of  the 
beautiful  from  thought,  from  sentiment, 
from  language ;  a  lawless  and  a  merciless 
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fury  for  the  odd,  the  disorderly,  the  gro¬ 
tesque,  the  violent;  strained  analogies, 
unexpected  images,  pedantries,  indeli¬ 
cacies,  freaks  of  allusion,  monstrosities 
of  phrase ; — these  are  the  traits  of  Cotton 
Mather's  writing,  even  as  they  are  the 
traits  common  to  that  perverse  and  detest¬ 
able  literary  mood  that  held  sway  in  dif¬ 
ferent  countries  of  Christendom  during 
the  sixteenth  and  seventeenth  centuries. 
Its  birthplace  was  Italy ;  New  England 
was  its  grave ;  Cotton  Mather  was  its  last 
great  apostle.  His  writings,  in  fact,  are 
an  immense  reservoir  of  examples  in  Fan¬ 
tastic  prose.  Their  most  salient  charac¬ 
teristic  is  pedantry, — a  pedantry  that  is 
gigantic,  stark,  untempered,  rejoicing  in 
itself,  unconscious  of  shame,  filling  all 
space  in  his  books  like  an  atmosphere. 
The  mind  of  Cotton  Mather  was  so  pos¬ 
sessed  by  the  books  he  had  read,  that  his 
most  common  thought  had  to  force  its  way 
into  utterance  through  dense  hedges  and 
jungles  of  quotation. — Tyler,  Moses  Coit, 
1878,  A  History  qf  American  Literature, 
1676-1765,  vol.  it,  p.  87. 

Aptly  styled  by  the  historian  of  Ameri¬ 
can  literature  “the  literary  behemoth" 
of  New  England.  .  .  .  Cotton  Mather 
was  a  man  of  undoubted  ability  and  vast 
erudition,  and  much  of  his  work  may  still 
be  read  with  curiosity  and  interest ;  but 
as  a  historian  he  was  untrustworthy,  and 
his  style,  overcharged  and  involved,  was 
the  worst,  as  it  was  the  last,  in  the  fan¬ 
tastic  fashion  of  the  seventeenth  century. 
— Lodge,  Henry  Cabot,  1881,  A  Short 
History  of  the  English  Colonies  in  Amer¬ 
ica,  pp,  469,  470. 

A  very  night-mare  of  pedantry. — Low¬ 
ell,  James  Russell,  1886,  Harvard 
Anniversary ;  Prose  Works,  Riverside  ed., 
vol.  VI,  p.  150. 

His  work  can  be  reckoned  up,  but  the 
worker  eludes  comprehension.  It  is  easier 
to  misjudge  than  to  judge  him.  His  mind 
was  pendulous,  as  one  of  his  most  dis¬ 
criminating  biographers  has  observed,  and 
though  attached  at  its  highest  point  to 
eternal  justice,  it  was  ever  swaying  over 
a  wide  range  of  notions  and  impulses. 
Oftentimes  a  riddle  to  himself,  it  is  no 
wonder  that  the  measuring  of  him  must 
still  be  so  largely  conjectural  with  us.— 
Lord,  Eliot,  1893,  Harvard:*  Youngest 
Three,  New  England  Magazine,  vol  13, 
p.  645. 


His  “Memorable  Providences  Relating 
to  Witchcraft,"  written  apparently  with 
perfect  honesty  and  published  in  1789, 
served  as  a  fan  for  the  fire  smouldering 
in  Salem.  Four  years  later,  when  men 
like  Justice  Sewall  were  bitterly  repenting 
of  their  part  in  the  terrible  tragedy, 
Mather  published  his  “Wonders  of  the 
Invisible  World,"  a  cold-blooded  account 
of  the  trials  and  executions  at  Salem,  every 
word  pregnant  with  the  belief  that  devils 
and  not  human  beings  had  been  dealt  with. 
That  he  was  intensely  honest  in  all  this 
need  not  be  said.  His  terrible  convictions 
triumphing  over  his  naturally  kind  heart 
would  not  have  allowed  him  to  hesitate 
even  had  the  evidence  involved  his  son 
Samuel. — Pattee,  Fred  Lewis,  1896,  A 
History  of  American  Literature ,  p.  47. 

Though  not  a  man  of  great  original 
genius,  his  mind  was  massive  and  strong. 
He  had  the  quality  which  some  have  held 
to  be  the  essential  thing  in  genius, — - 
the  power  of  indomitable  and  system¬ 
atic  industry. — Painter,  F.  V.  N., 
1897,  Introduction  to  American  Literature, 
p.  30. 

More  precocious  than  his  father,  more 
prolific  iu  books  and  pamphlets,  he  illus¬ 
trates  nevertheless  the  decline  of  the 
clergy  both  in  outward  power  and  in 
actual  sanity  and  breadth  of  thought. — 
Bates,  Katharine  Lee,  1897,  American 
Literature,  p.  43. 

The  book  [“Magnalia”]  has  some  histor¬ 
ical  value,  because  the  writer  was  so  near  to 
the  events  narrated  ;  but  it  is  careless,  fan¬ 
tastic,  and  full  of  pedantry,  the  pages 
being  crammed  with  Latin,  Greek,  and 
Hebrew,  learned  digressions,  and  abom¬ 
inable  puns.  Yet  the  narrative  portions 
sometimes  haveconsiderable  interest, anec¬ 
dotes  frequently  enliven  an  otherwise  dull 
passage,  and  the  whole  book  is  impressive 
by  its  bulky  strength.  Cotton  Mather’s 
contemporary  reputation  in  America  was 
very  great,  and  it  even  extended  to  the 
Old  World.  He  lives  still,  after  a  fashion, 
as  the  most  conspicuous  American  writer 
of  the  seventeenth  century.  Yet  on  the 
whole  his  life  was  a  failure,  and  has  the 
pathos  of  failure,  for  he  fought  on  the 
side  of  a  doomed  cause.  Puritanism  was 
passing  away,  never  to  return,  and  even 
Cotton  Mather  battled  for  it  in  vain. — 
Bronson,  Walter  C.,  1900,  A  Short  His¬ 
tory  of  American  Literature,  p.  31. 
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Born,  at  Bardsey,  near  Leeds,  Jan.  [?]  1670.  Soon  after  his  birth,  family  removed 
to  Lismore.  Educated  at  Kilkenny  School.  To  Trinity  Coll.,  Dublin,  5  April  1685; 
M.A.,  1696.  Entered  Middle  Temple,  but  soon  abandoned  law.  Play,  “The  Old 
Batchelor, "  produced,  Jan.  1693 ;  “The  Double  Dealer, ”  Nov.  1693  ;  “Love  for  Love, " 
30  April  1695;  “The  Mourning  Bride,"  1697;  “The  Way  of  the  World,"  1700. 
Commissioner  for  Licensing  Hackney  Coaches, ‘July  1695  to  Oct.  1707.  Abandoned 
playwriting.  Joined  Vanburgh  in  theatrical  management  for  short  time  in  1705. 
Commissioner  of  Wine  Licenses,  Dec.  1705  to  Dec.  1714.  Appointed  Secretary  for 
Jamaica,  Dec.  1714.  Member  of  Kit-Cat  Club.  Intimacy  with  Duchess  of  Marl¬ 
borough  in  later  years  of  life.  Died,  in  London,  19  Jan.  1729.  Buried  in  Westmin¬ 
ster  Abbey.  Works:  “The  Mourning  Muse  of  Alexis,"  1659;  “The  Old  Batchelor," 
[1693];  “The  Double  Dealer,"  [1694];  “A  Pindarique  Ode,  humbly  offer’d  to  the 
King,”  1695;  “Love  for  Love,"  [1695];  “Amendments  upon  Mr.  Collier’s  false  and 
imperfect  Citations"  (anon.),  1698;  “The  Birth  of  the  Muse,"  1698;  “The  Mourning 
Bride,"  1697  (2nd  edn.  same  year);  “Incognita"  (anon.),  1700;  “The  Way  of  the 
World,"  1700;  “The  Judgment  of  Paris,"  1701 ;  “A  Pindarique  Ode,  humbly  offer’d 
to  the  Queen,"  1706;  “Works"  (3  vol.),  1710;  “A  Letter  to  .  Viscount 

Cobham,"  1729.  He  translated:  Book  III.  of  Ovid’s  “Art  of  Love,"  1709;  Ovid’s 
“Metamorphoses"  (with  Dryden,  Addison,  etc.),  1717;  La  Fontaine’s  “Tales  and 
Novels"  (with  other  translators),  1762:  and  assisted  Dryden  in  revision  of  transla¬ 
tion  of  Virgil,  1697.  He  edited:  Dryden’s  “Dramatick  Works,"  1717.  Collected 
Works:  1731,  etc.— Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors, 
p.  65. 


PERSONAL 

I  have  a  multitude  of  affairs,  having 
just  come  to  town  after  nine  weeks’  ab¬ 
sence.  I  am  growing  fat,  but  you  know 
I  was  born  with  somewhat  of  a  round 
belly.  .  .  .  Think  of  me  as  I  am,  nothing 
extenuate.  My  service  to  Robin,  who 
would  laugh  to  see  me  puzzled  to  buckle 
my  shoe,  but  I’ll  fetch  it  down  again. — 
Congreve,  William,  1704,  Letter  to  Keally. 

Be  pleased  to  direct  your  eyes  toward 
the  pair  of  beaux  in  the  next  chariot. 
...  He  on  the  right  is  a  near  favourite 
of  the  Muses ;  he  has  touched  the  drama 
with  truer  art  than  any  of  his  contempo¬ 
raries,  comes  nearer  nature  and  the  an¬ 
cients,  unless  in  his  last  performance, 
which  indeed  met  with  most  applause, 
however  least  deserving.  But  he  seemed 
to  know  what  he  did,  descending  from 
himself  to  write  to  the  Many,  whereas 
before  he  wrote  to  the  Few.  I  find  a 
wonderful  deal  of  good  sense  in  that  gen¬ 
tleman  ;  he  has  wit  without  the  pride  and 
affectation  that  generally  accompanies, 
and  always  corrupts  it.  His  Myra  is  as 
celebrated  as  Ovid's  Corinna,  and  as  well 
known.  How  happy  is  he  in  the  favour 
of  that  lovely  lady !  She,  too,  deserves 
applause,  besides  her  beauty,  for  her 


gratitude  and  sensibility  to  so  deserving  a>r 
admirer.  There  are  few  women,  who 
when  they  once  give  in  to  the  sweets  o 
an  irregular  passion,  care  to  confind 
themselves  to  him  that  first  endeared  it 
to  them,  but  not  so  the  charming  Myra. 
— Manley,  Mrs.  Mary  de  la  Riviere, 

1709,  The  New  Atalantis. 

I  was  to-day  to  see  Mr.  Congreve,  who 
is  almost  blind  with  cataracts  growing  on 
nis  eyes ;  and  his  case  is,  that  he  must 
wait  two  or  three  years,  until  the  cata¬ 
racts  are  riper,  and  till  he  is  quite  blind, 
and  then  he  must  have  them  couched ; 
and  besides  he  is  never  rid  of  the  gout, 
yet  he  looks  young  and  fresh,  and  is  as 
cheerful  as  ever.  He  is  younger  by  three 
years  or  more  than  1,  and  I  am  twenty 
years  younger  than  he.  He  gave  me  a 
pain  in  the  great  toe,  by  mentioning  the 
gout  I  find  such  suspicions  frequently, 
but  they  go  off  again. — Swift,  Jonathan, 

1710,  Journal  to  Stella ,  Oct.  26. 

The  uncommon  praise  of  a  man  of  wit, 
always  to  please,  and  never  to  offend! 
No  one,  after  a  joyful  evening,  can  re¬ 
flect  upon  an  expression  of  Mr.  Congreve’s 
that  dwells  upon  him  with  pain. — Steele, 
Richard,  1713,  Poetical  Miscellanies \ 
Dedication. 
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Taiho  Congreve,  unable  such  things  to  en¬ 
dure, 

Of  Apollo  begged  either  a  crown  or  a  cure  ; 
To  refuse  such  a  writer  Apollo  was  loath, 
And  almost  inclined  to  have  granted  him 

both. 

— Sheffield,  John  (Duke  of  BUCKING¬ 
HAM),  1719,  The  Election  of  a  Poet  Laureat . 

Instead  of  endeavouring  to  raise  a  vain 
monument  to  myself,  ...  let  me  leave 
behind  me  a  memorial  of  my  friendship 
with  one  of  the  most  valuable  of  men,  as 
well  as  finest  writers  of  my  age  and  country. 
One  who  has  tried,  and  knows  by  his  own 
experience,  how  hard  an  undertaking  it 
is  to  do  justice  to  Homer,  and  one  who 
I’m  sure  sincerely  rejoices  with  me  at  the 
period  of  my  labours.  To  him,  there¬ 
fore,  having  brought  this  long  work  to  a 
conclusion,  I  desire  to  dedicate  it,  and 
have  the  honour  and  satisfaction  of  plac¬ 
ing  together  in  this  manner,  the  names 
of  Mr.  Congreve  and  of — Pope,  Alex¬ 
ander,  1720,  Homer's  Iliad,  Postscript , 
March  25. 

Mr.  William  Congreve  died  Jan.  the 
19th,  1728,  aged  fifty-six,  and  was  buried 
near  this  place ;  to  whose  most  valuable 
memory  this  monument  is  set  up  by  Hen¬ 
rietta,  Duchess  of  Marlborough,  as  a 
mark  bow  deeply  she  remembers  the  hap¬ 
piness  and  honour  she  enjoyed  in  the 
sincere  friendship  of  so  worthy  and  honest 
a  man,  whose  virtue,  candour,  and  wit 
gained  him  the  love  and  esteem  of  the 
present  age,  and  whose  writings  will  be 
the  admiration  of  the  future. — Marl¬ 
borough,  Henrietta  Duchess  of,  1729, 
Inscription  on  Tomb,  Westminster  Abbey. 

Mr.  Congreve  had  one  defect,  which  was, 
his  entertaining  too  mean  an  idea  of  his 
first  profession,  (that  of  a  writer)  tho' 
'twas  to  this  he  owed  his  fame  and  fortune. 
He  spoke  of  his  works  as  of  trifles  that 
were  beneath  him ;  and  hinted  to  me,  in 
our  first  conversation,  that  I  should  visit 
him  upon  no  other  foot  than  that  of  a 
gentleman,  who  led  a  life  of  plainness 
and  simplicity.  I  answered,  that  had  he 
been  so  unfortunate  as  to  be  a  mere  gentle¬ 
man  I  should  never  have  come  to  see  him  ; 
and  I  was  very  much  disgusted  at  so 
unseasonable  a  piece  of  vanity. — Vol¬ 
taire,  Francois  Marie  Arouet,  1732? 
Letters  Concerning  the  English  Nation, 
p.  148. 

I  never  knew  anybody  that  nad  so  muen 


wit  as  Congreve. — Montagu,  Lady  Mary 
Wortley,  1740-41,  Spence's  Anecdotes, 
ed.  Singer,  p.  175. 

His  place  in  the  custom-house,  and  his 
office  of  secretary  in  Jamaica,  are  said  to 
have  brought  him  in  upwards  of  1200  l. 
a  year ;  and  he  was  so  far  an  (Economist,  as 
to  raise  from  thence  a  competent  estate. 
No  man  of  his  learning  ever  pass'd  thro’ 
life  with  more  ease,  or  less  envy;  and  as 
in  the  dawn  of  his  reputation  he  was  very 
dear  to  the  greatest  wits  of  his  time,  so 
during  his  whole  life  lie  preserved  the 
utmost  respect  of,  and  received  continual 
marks  of  esteem  from,  men  of  genius  and 
letters,  without  ever  being  involved  in 
any  of  their  quarrels,  or  drawing  upon 
himself  the  least  mark  of  distaste,  or  even 
dissatisfaction.  The  greatest  part  of  the 
last  twenty  years  of  his  life  were  spent 
in  ease  and  retirement,  and  he  gave  him¬ 
self  no  trouble  about  reputation. —Cib¬ 
ber,  Theophilus,  1753,  Lives  of  the  Poets, 
vol.  iv,  p.  93. 

Congreve  was  very  intimate  for  years 
with  Mrs.  Bracegirdle,  and  lived  in  the 
same  street,  his  house  very  near  hers; 
until  his  acquaintance  with  the  young 
Duchess  of  Marlborough.  He  then  quitted 
that  house.  The  duchess  showed  me  a 
diamond  necklace  (which  Lady  Di.  used 
afterwards  to  wear)  that  cost  seven  thou¬ 
sand  pounds,  and  was  purchased  with  the 
money  Congreve  left  her.  How  much 
better  would  it  have  been  to  have  given 
it  to  poor  Mrs.  Bracegirdle. —Young, 
Edward,  1757,  Spence's  Anecdotes,  ed. 
Singer,  p.  286. 

Congreve  was”the  fashion,”  and  could 
do  almost  anything.  That  he  was  an 
abandoned  and  dissolute  rake  was  a  mat¬ 
ter  of  course.  To  be  so  was  one  of  the 
main  accomplishments  of  a  fine  gentleman 
of  the  period ;  and  the  women  could  not 
endure  a  man  who  lay  under  horrid  suspi¬ 
cion  of  being  virtuous.  He  had  the  run  of 
the  green  rooms,  and  what  they  were,  and 
are,  and  always  will  be,  every  man  about 
them  knows,  and  everybody  not  about 
them  may  guess.  He  raked  until  he  got 
blind;  now  with  Mrs.  Bracegirdle,  now 
with  Nan  Jallett,  now  with  Madame  Ber- 
enger,  now  with  Madame  Marlborough. 
His  middle  age  was  cursed  by  the  memo¬ 
rials  of  his  excesses. — Montagu,  Edward 
Wortley,  1776?  An  Autobiography,  vol. 
l,  p.  107. 
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Among  his  friends  was  able  to  name 
every  man  of  his  time  whom  wit  and  ele¬ 
gance  had  raised  to  reputation.  It  may 
be  therefore  reasonably  supposed  that  his 
manners  were  polite  and  his  conversation 
pleasing.  .  .  .  Ilis  studies  were  in  his 

latter  days  obstructed  by  cataracts  in  his 
eyes,  which  at  last  terminated  in  blind¬ 
ness.— JOHNSON,  Samuel,  1779-81,  Con¬ 
greve ,  Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

The  charms  of  his  conversation  must 
have  been  very  powerful,  since  nothing 
could  console  Henrietta,  Duchess  of  Marl¬ 
borough,  for  the  loss  of  his  company,  so 
much  as  an  automaton,  or  small  statue  of 
ivory,  made  exactly  to  resemble  him,  which 
every  day  was  brought  to  table.  A  glass 
was  put  in  the  hand  of  the  statue,  which 
was  supposed  to  bow  to  her  grace  and  to 
nod  in  approbation  of  what  she  spoke  to 
it.— Davies,  Thomas,  1784,  Dramatic 
Micellanies,  vol.  hi,  p.  382. 

Congreve  has  the  solid  reputation  of 
never  having  forgotten  any  one  who  did 
him  a  service.  —Hunt,  Leigh,  1840,  ed., 
The  Works  of  Wycherley ,  Congreve ,  Van¬ 
brugh  and  Farquhar. 

The  body  lay  in  state  in  the  Jerusalem 
Chamber  and  was  buried  with  great 
pomp  in  Westminster  Abbey.  A  monu¬ 
ment  was  erected  in  the  abbey  by  the 
Duchess  of  Marlborough,  with  an  inscrip¬ 
tion  of  her  own  writing,  and  a  hideous 
cenotaph  was  erected  at  Stowe  by  Lord 
Cobham.  It  was  reported  that  the  duch¬ 
ess  afterwards  had  a  figure  of  ivory  or  wax 
made  in  his  likeness,  which  was  placed  at 
her  table,  addressed  as  if  alive,  served 
with  food,  and  treated  for  ‘'an  imaginary 
sore  on  its  leg.”  The  story,  if  it  has  any 
foundation,  would  imply  partial  insanity. 
—Stephen,  Leslie,  1887,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography ,  vol.  XII,  p.  8. 

No  defence  can  serve  for  our  poet’s 
abandonment  of  Mrs.  Bracegirdle  with 
the  paltry  legacy,  and  nothing  can  exten¬ 
uate  the  mortal  comedy  of  his  end  as  bon 
viveur  when  the  Duchess  of  Marlborough, 
whom  he  had  made  his  heir,  placed  his 
waxen  effigy  at  her  table,  so  contrived  as 
to  nod  when  she  spoke  to  it,  wrapped  its 
feet  in  cloths,  and  had  a  physician  to 
attend  upon  it  and  render  a  daily  diag¬ 
nosis.  With  the  seven  thousand  pounds 
remaining  from  the  legacy,  after  this 
pleasant  whim  was  satisfied,  the  young 
Duchess  bought  a  diamond  necklace. 


Mrs.  Bracegirdle,  the  favorite  of  his  early 
years,  the  woman  for  whom  he  had  written 
the  best  of  his  characters  and  who  shares 
his  theatrical  fame,  was  poor,  but  she 
shielded  Congreve’s  memory  by  her 
silence,  while  the  Duchess  blazoned  his 
infatuation  by  her  diamonds.  This  was  a 
death  scene  for  a  comic  dramatist  to 
observe.— Woodberry,  George  Edward, 
1888,  The  Nation,  vol.  47,  p.  256. 

Congreve  was  within  less  than  two 
months  of  sixty  at  the  time  of  his  death. 
The  inscription  on  his  monument  in  this 
same  abbey  declares  him  to  have  been 
then  only  fifty-six  years  old.  The  me¬ 
morial  in  this  case  was  set  up  by  his 
intimate  friend,  Henrietta,  Duchess  of 
Marlborough,  to  whom  he  had  bequeathed 
the  bulk  of  his  fortune. — Lounsbury, 
Thomas  R.,  1892,  Studies  in  Chaucer,  vol. 
l,  p.  27. 

THE  OLD  BACHELOR 
1693 

Mr.  Congreve  was  of  the  Middle  Temple, 
his  first  performance  was  an  Novel,  call’d 
incognita,  then  he  began  his  Play  the  old 
Batchelor,  haveing  little  Acquaintance 
withe  the  traders  in  that  way,  his  Cozens 
recommended  him  to  a  friend  of  theirs, 
who  was  very  usefull  to  him  in  the  whole 
course  of  his  play,  he  engag’d  Mr.  Dry- 
den  in  its  favour,  who  upon  reading  it 
sayd  he  never  saw  such  a  first  play  in  his 
life,  but  the  Author  not  being  acquainted 
with  the  stage  or  the  town,  it  would  be 
pity  to  have  it  miscarry  for  want  of  a 
little  Assistance :  the  stuff  was  rich  in¬ 
deed,  it  wanted  only  the  fashionable  cutt 
of  the  town.  To  help  that  Mr.  Dryden, 
Mr.  Manwayring,  and  Mr.  Southern  red 
it  with  great  care,  and  Mr.  Dryden  putt 
it  in  the  order  it  was  playd,  Mr.  Southerne 
obtaind  of  Mr.  Thos:  Davenant  who  then 
governd  the  Playhouse,  that  Mr.  Congreve 
should  have  the  privilege  of  the  Playhouse 
half  a  year  before  his  play  was  playd,  wh. 
I  never  knew  allowd  any  one  before  :  it 
was  playd  with  great  success  that  play 
made  him  many  friends. — Southerne, 
Thomas,  1735-36?  Add.  MSS.,  4221, 
British  Museum. 

The  age  of  the  writer  considered,  it  is 
indeed  a  very  wonderful  performance ;  for, 
whenever  written,  it  was  acted  (1693)  when 
he  was  not  more  than  twenty-one  [four] 
years  old.— Johnson,  Samuel,  1779-81, 
Congreve,  Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 
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Was  written,  it  should  seem,  when  the 
author  was  under  age,  and  a  very  extraor¬ 
dinary  work  of  precocity  it  is.  He 
started  at  once  into  a  full  knowledge  of 
the  world  of  artificial  life:  at  eighteen 
his  appreciation  of  his  mother’s  sex  was 
precisely  that  of  a  worn-out  roue  of  fifty. 
— Clarke,  Charles  Cowden,  1871,  On 
the  Comic  Writers  of  England ,  The  Gentle¬ 
man's  Magazine,  n.  s.,  vol.  7,  p.  836. 

The  writing  here  is  already  excellent, 
and  distinguished,  especially  by  its  light¬ 
ness,  from  anything  that  had  preceded  it 
in  the  post-Restoration  drama.  The  ma¬ 
jority  of  the  leading  characters,  however, 
contain  nothing  quite  original ;  it  would 
be  easy  to  find  in  Moltere  or  elsewhere 
prototypes  or  analogues  of  Heartwell, 
who  sets  up  for  a  misogynist  but  is  in  real¬ 
ity  a  victim  to  female  wiles,  of  the  blus¬ 
tering  coward,  Captain  Bluffe,  and  of  the 
demure  but  deep  Mrs.  Fondlewife.  Yet 
these  in  company  with  p  number  of  other 
personages  furnish  an  abundant  variety, 
and  the  action  is  both  brisk  and  diverting. 
Morally,  both  the  plots  of  which  the  play 
is  composed  are  objectionable ;  but  the 
dramatic  life  in  this  comedy  is  unmis¬ 
takable,  and  more  than  any  other  quality 
justified  a  success  so  rarely  achieved  by  the 
work  of  a  novice  hand.  — Ward,  Adolphus 
William,  1875-99,  A  History  of  English 
Dramatic  Literature,  vol.  HI,  p.  471 

The  success  of  “The Old  Bachelor”  was 
the  most  rousing  event  in  our  literary 
history  between  the  Revolution  and  the 
accession  of  Anne.  Seldom  has  a  new 
luminary  appeared  so  vast  and  so  splendid 
as  its  orb  first  slipped  above  the  horizon. 

.  .  .  We  read  “The  Old  Bachelor” 

with  interest,  and  return  to  it  with  pleas¬ 
ure,  but  to  the  critic  its  main  attraction 
is  that  it  marks  the  transition  between 
the  imitation  of  Wycherley  and  Congreve’s 
complete  confidence  in  his  own  powers. — 
Gosse,  Edmund,  1888,  Life  of  William 
Congreve  {Great  Writers),  pp.  40,  42. 

THE  DOUBLE  DEALER 
1694 

But  there  is  one  thing  at  which  I  am 
more  concerned  than  all  the  false  criticism 
that  are  made  upon  me  ;  and  that  is,  some 
of  the  ladies  are  offended.  I  am  heartily 
sorry  for  it ;  for  I  declare,  I  would  rather 
disoblige  all  the  critics  in  the  world  than 
one  of  the  fair  sex.  They  are  concerned 
that  I  have  represented  some  women 


vicious  and  affected.  How  can  I  help  it? 
It  i3  the  business  of  a  comic  poet  to  paint 
the  vices  and  follies  of  human  kind.  .  .  . 
I  should  be  very  glad  of  an  opportunity  to 
make  my  compliments  to  those  ladies  who 
are  offended.  But  they  can  no  more 
expect  it  in  a  comedy,  than  to  be  tickled  by 
a  surgeon  when  he  is  letting  their  blood. — 
Congreve,  William,  1693,  Double-Dealer, 
Epistle  Dedicatory. 

Congreve’s  “Double  Dealer”  is  much 
censured  by  the  greater  part  of  the  town, 
and  is  defended  only  by  the  best  judges, 
who,  you  know,  are  commonly  the  fewest. 
Yet  it  gains  ground  daily,  and  has  already 
been  acted  eight  times.  The  women  think 
he  has  exposed  their  witchery  too  much, 
and  the  gentlemen  are  offended  with  him 
for  the  discovery  of  their  follies  and  the 
way  of  their  intrigue  under  the  notions 
of  friendship  to  their  ladies’  husbands. 
My  verses,  which  you  will  find  before  it, 
were  written  before  the  play  was  acted  ; 
but  I  neither  altered  them,  nor  do  I  alter 
my  opinion  of  the  play.  Dryden,  John, 
1793,  Letter  to  Walsh. 

Some  of  the  characters,  though  rather 
exaggerated,  are  amusing:  but  the  plot  is 
so  entangled  towards  the  conclusion,  that 
I  have  found  it  difficult,  even  in  reading,  to 
comprehend  it. — Hallam,  Henry,  1837- 
39,  Introduction  to  the  Literature  of  Europe , 
pt.  iv,  ch.  vi,  par.  52. 

The  “Double  Dealer,”  with  the  solemn 
reciprocities  of  Lord  and  Lady  Froth,  and 
the  capital  character  of  Lady  Plyant, 
“insolent  to  her  husband,  and  easy  to 
every  pretender,  ”  is  far  superior  to  the 
“Old  Bachelor.”  Congreve  excels  in 
mixtures  of  impudence,  hypocrisy,  and 
self-delusion.  The  whole  of  the  fifth 
scene  of  the  second  act,  between  Lady 
Plyant  and  Mellefont,  is  exquisite  for  the 
grossness  of  the  overtures  made  under 
pretence  of  a  delicacy  in  alarm.  But  it 
is  no  wonder  a  comedy  did  not  succeed 
that  has  so  black  a  villain  in  it  as  Maskwell, 
and  an  aunt  who  has  a  regularly  installed 
gallant  in  her  nephew.  Sir  Paul  Plyant 
also  says  things  to  his  daughter,  which  no 
decent  person  could  hear  with  patience 
between  father  and  child.  The  writer’s 
object  might  have  been  a  good  one ;  but 
it  is  of  doubtful  and  perilous  use  to  attempt 
to  do  good  by  effrontery. — Hunt,  Leigh, 
1840,  ed..  The  Works  of  Wycherley,  Con¬ 
greve,  Vanbrugh  and  Farquhar. 
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Notwithstanding  certain  repulsive  fea¬ 
tures  in  the  action,  this  is  undoubtedly 
one  of  the  best  comedies  in  our  dramatic 
literature. — Ward,  Adolpiius  William, 
1875-99,  A  History  of  English  Dramatic 
Literature,  vol.  in,  p.  412. 

LOVE  FOR  LOVE 
JUU5 

This  play  is  as  full  of  character,  inci¬ 
dent,  and  stage-effect,  as  almost  any  of 
those  of  his  contemporaries,  and  fuller  of 
wit  than  any  of  his  own,  except  perhaps 
the  “Way  of  the  World.”  It  still  acts, 
and  is  still  acted  well.  The  effect  of  it 
is  prodigious  on  the  well-informed  spec¬ 
tator.  In  particular,  Mundcn’s  Foresight, 
if  it  is  not  just  tho  thing,  is  a  wonderfully 
rich  and  powerful  piece  of  comic  acting. 
His  look  is  planet-struck;  his  dress  and 
appearance  like  one  of  the  signs  of  the 
Zodiac  taken  down.  Nothing  can  be  more 
bewildered ;  and  it  only  wants  a  little 
more  helplessness,  a  little  more  of  the 
doating,  querulous  garrulity  of  age,  to  bo 
all  that  one  conceives  of  the  superan¬ 
nuated,  star-gazing  original.  IIazlitt, 
William,  1818,  Lectures  on  the  English 
Comic  Writers,  Lecture  iv. 

Congreve  has  never  any  great  success 
in  the  conception  or  management  of  his 
plot;  but  in  this  comedy  there  is  least 
to  censure :  several  of  the  characters  are 
exceedingly  humorous;  the  incidents  are 
numerous  and  not  complex;  the  wit  is 
often  admirable.  Angelica  and  Miss  Prue, 
Ben  and  Tattle,  have  been  repeatedly 
imitated;  but  they  have,  I  think,  a  con¬ 
siderable  degree  of  dramatic  originality 
in  themselves.  — Hallam,  Henry,  1837- 
39,  Introduction  to  the  Literature  of  Europe, 
pt.  iv,  ch.  vi,  par.  51. 

The  most  amusing  of  all  Congreve’s 
plays,  and  the  characters  the  least 
unpleasant.  There  are  no  revolting  scoun¬ 
drels  :  and  the  lovers  really  have  some 
love.  Jeremy  is  most  improbably  witty, 
for  a  servant;  even  though  he  once 
“waited  on  a  gentleman  at  Cambridge.” 
Miss  Prue  is  not  so  naturally  cunning  as 
Wycherley’s  Country  Wife,  nor  such  a 
hearty  bouncer  as  Vanbrugh’s  Hoyden; 
but  she  is  a  very  good  variety  of  that 
genus.— Hunt,  Leigh,  1840,  ed..  The 
Works  of  Wycherley ,  Congreve,  Vanbrugh, 
and  Farquhar. 

The  comedy  of  “Love  for  Love”  has 
been  commonly  accounted  Congreve’s 


masterpiece,  and  perhaps  with  justice. 
It  is  not  quite  so  uniformly  brilliant  in 
style  as  “The  Way  of  the  World,”  but  it 
has  the  advantage  of  possessing  a  much 
wholesomer  relation  to  humanity  than 
that  play,  which  is  almost  undiluted  satire, 
and  a  more  theatrical  arrangement  of 
scenes.  In  “Love  for  Love”  the  qualities 
which  had  shown  themselves  in  “The  Old 
Bachelor”  and  “The  Double  Dealer” 
recur,  but  in  a  much  stronger  degree. 
The  sentiments  are  more  unexpected,  tho 
language  is  more  picturesque,  the  char¬ 
acters  have  more  activity  of  mind  and 
vitality  of  nature.  All  that  was  merely 
pink  has  deepened  into  scarlet ;  even  what 
is  disagreeable,  tho  crudity  of  allusion 
and  the  indecency  of  phrase, — have  in¬ 
creased.  The  style  in  all  its  parts  ami 
qualities  has  become  more  vivid.  We 
are  looking  through  the  same  telescope  as 
before,  but  the  sight  is  better  adjusted, 
tho  outlines  are  more  definite,  and  the 
colours  more  intense.  So  wonderfully 
felicitous  is  the  phraseology  that  we 
cannot  doubt  that  if  Congreve  could  only 
have  kept  himself  unspotted  from  the  sins 
of  the  age,  dozens  of  tags  would  have 
passed,  like  bits  of  Shakespeare,  Pope, 
and  Gray,  into  habitual  parlance.  In 
spite  of  its  errors  against  decency,  “Love 
for  Love”  survived  on  the  stage  for  more 
than  a  century,  long  after  the  remainder 
of  Restoration  and  Orange  drama  was 
well-nigh  extinct.  — Gosse,  Edmund,  1888, 
Life  of  William  Congreve  (Great  Writers), 
p.  69. 

THE  MOURNING  BRIDE 
1007 

The  incidents  succeed  one  another  too 
rapidly.  The  play  is  too  full  of  business. 
It  is  difficult  for  the  mind  to  follow  and 
comprehend  the  whole  series  of  events ; 
and,  what  is  the  greatest  fault  of  all,  the 
catastrophe,  which  ought  always  to  be 
plain  and  simple,  is  brought  about  in  a 
manner  too  artificial  and  intricate. — 
Blair,  Hugh,  1783,  Lectures  on  Rhetoric 
and  Belles-Lettres,  ed.  Mills,  Lecture  xlv. 

Written  in  prolix  declamation,  with 
no  power  over  the  passions.  —  Hallam, 
Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction  to  the  Liter¬ 
ature  of  Europe ,  pt.  iv,  ch.  vi,  par.  46. 

The  “Mourning  Bride”  is  not  uninter¬ 
esting  in  its  story,  nor  so  bad  in  its  poetry 
as  one  might  expect  from  the  want  of 
faith  and  passion  natural  to  a  town-wit  of 
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that  age.  ...  If  the  tragedy  were 
revived  now,  the  audience  would  laugh  at 
the  inflated  sentences  and  unconscious 
prose.  The  revival  of  old  English  litera¬ 
ture,  and  the  tone  of  our  best  modern 
poets,  have  accustomed  them  to  a  higher 
and  truer  spirit.  Yet  some  of  the 
language  of  Almcria,  as  where,  for 
instance,  she  again  meets  with  Osmyn,  is 
natural  and  affecting;  and  it  is  pleasing 
to  catch  a  man  of  the  world  at  these  evi¬ 
dences  of  sympathy  with,  what  is  serious. 
Nor  are  sensible  and  striking  passages 
wanting. — Hunt,  Leigh,  1840,  ed.,  The 
Works  of  Wycherley ,  Congreve,  Vanbrugh 
and  Farquhar. 

In  general,  being  unequaled  to  really 
sustained  flights  of  passion,  the  author  has 
to  take  refuge  in  rant,  and  Lee  himself 
could  hardly  have  surpassed  some  of  his 
attempts  of  this  description.  In  brief, 
we  may  agree  with  Lessing,  that  Con¬ 
greve’s  solitary  attempt  in  tragic  poetry 
proves  this  field  to  have  lain  outside  the 
natural  range  of  his  talents;  or,  if  we 
prefer  to  put  it  so,  we  may  assent  to  the 
opinion  of  Swift’s  quidnunc  (rather  than 
to  that  of  Swift  himself),  that  tragic  com¬ 
position  “quite  lost”  so  essentially  comic 
a  genius. — Ward,  Adolphus  William, 
1875-99,  A  History  of  English  Dramatic 
Literature,  vol.  Ill,  p.  477. 

It  has  been  the  habit  to  quote  “The 
Mourning  Bride”  as  the  very  type  of  bad 
declamatory  tragedy.  No  doubt  Dr. 
Johnson  did  it  harm  by  that  extravagant 
eulogy  in  which  he  selected  one  fragment 
as  unsurpassed  in  the  poetry  of  all  time. 
But  if  we  compare  it,  not  with  those  trage¬ 
dies  of  the  age  of  Elizabeth,  studded  with 
occasional  naive  felicities,  which  it  is  just 
now  the  fashion  to  admire  with  some 
extravagance,  but  with  what  England  and 
even  France  produced  from  1650  to  the 
revival  of  romantic  taste,  “The  Mourning 
Bride”  will  probably  take  a  place  close 
after  what  is  best  in  Otway  and  Racine. 
It  will  bear  comparison,  as  I  would 
venture  to  assert,  with  Southerne’s 
“Fatal  Marriage”  or  with  CrGbillon’s 
“Rhadamiste  etZenobie,”  and  will  not  be 
pronounced  inferior  to  these  excellent 
and  famous  tragedies  in  dramatic  interest, 
or  genuine  grandeur  of  sentiment,  or 
beauty  of  language.  It  has  done  what  no 
other  of  these  special  rivals  has  done, 
outside  the  theatre  of  Racine,  it  has 


contributed  to  the  everyday  fashion  of  its 
country  several  well-worn  lines.  But  it 
is  not  every  one  who  says  that  *  ‘  Music  has 
charms  to  soothe  a  savage  breast”  or 
that  “Hell  knows  no  fury  like  a  woman 
scorn’d,  ”  who  would  be  able  to  tell  where 
the  familiar  sentiment  first  occurs. — 
Gosse,  Edmund,  1888,  Life  of  William 
Congreve  {Great  Writers ),  p.  87. 

THE  WAY  OF  THE  WORLD 
1700 

The  “Way  of  the  World”  was  the 
author’s  last  and  most  carefully  finished 
performance.  It  is  an  essence  almost  too 
fine;  and  the  sense  of  pleasure  evaporates 
in  an  aspiration  after  something  that 
seems  too  exquisite  ever  to  have  been 
realised.  After  inhaling  the  spirit  of 
Congreve’s  wit,  and  tasting  “love’s  thrice 
reputed  nectar”  in  his  works,  the  head 
grows  giddy  in  turning  from  the  highest 
point  of  rapture  to  the  ordinary  business 
of  life;  and  we  can  with  difficulty  recall 
the  truant  Fancy  to  those  objects  which 
we  are  fain  to  take  up  with  here,  for 
better, for  worse. — Hazlitt,  William,  1818, 
Lectures  on  the  English  Comic  Writers, 
Lecture  iv. 

The  great  art  of  Congreve  is  especially 
shown  in  this,  that  he  has  entirely 
excluded  from  his  scenes,— some  littlegen- 
erosities  in  the  part  of  Angelica  perhaps 
excepted, — not  only  anything  like  a  fault¬ 
less  character,  but  any  pretensions  to 
goodness  or  good  feelings  whatsoever. 
Whether  he  did  this  designedly,  or  instinc¬ 
tively,  the  effect  is  as  happy,  as  the  design 
(if  design)  was  bold.  I  used  to  wonder  at 
the  strange  power  which  his  “Way  of  the 
World”  in  particular  possesses  of  inter¬ 
esting  you  all  along  in  the  pursuits  of 
characters,  for  whom  you  absolutely  care 
nothing — for  you  neither  hate  nor  love 
his  personages- — and  I  think  it  is  owing  to 
this  very  indifference  for  any,  that  you 
endure  the  whole.  He  has  spread  a  pri¬ 
vation  of  moral  light,  I  will  call  it,  rather 
than  by  the  ugly  name  of  palpable  darkness 
over  his  creations ;  and  his  shadows  flit 
before  you  without  distinction  or  prefer¬ 
ence.  Had  he  introduced  a  good  charac¬ 
ter,  a  single  gush  of  moral  feeling,  a 
revulsion  of  the  judgment  to  actual  life 
and  actual  duties,  the  impertinent  Goshen 
would  have  only  lighted  to  the  discovery 
of  deformities,  which  now  are  none, 
because  we  think  them  none. — Lamb, 
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Charles,  1824  ?  On  the  Artificial  Comedy 
of  the  Last  Century. 

The  coquetry  of  Millamant,  not  without 
some  touches  of  delicacy  and  affection, 
the  impertinent  coxcombry  of  Petulant 
and  Witwood,  the  mixture  of  wit  and 
ridiculous  vanity  in  Lady  Wishfort,  are 
amusing  to  the  reader.  Congreve  has 
here  made  more  use  than,  as  far  as  I 
remember,  had  been  common  in  England, 
of  the  all-important  soubrette,  on  whom 
so  much  depends  in  French  comedy. — Hal- 
lam,  Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction  to  the 
Literature  of  Europe ,  pi.  iv,  ch.  vi,  par.  52. 

The  “Way  of  the  World”  is  an  admi¬ 
rable  comedy,  it  must  bo  confessed,  espe¬ 
cially  for  the  sovereign  airs  and  graces  of 
Millamant;  yot  it  is  tiresome  in  its  very 
ingenuity,  for  its  maze  of  wit  and  intrigue  ; 
and  it  has  no  heart,  therefore  wants  the 
very  soul  of  pleasure. — Hunt,  Leigh, 
1840,  ed.,  The  Works  of  Wycherley,  Con¬ 
greve ,  Vanbrugh  and  Farquhar. 

I  do  not  think  it  too  much  to  say  in  its 
praise,  that  it  comprises  the  most  quintes- 
eentialised  combination  of  qualities  requi¬ 
site  to  compound  an  artificially  legitimate 
comedy  to  be  found  in  the  whole  range  of 
our  dramatic  literature.  I  do  not  say, 
the  comedy  of  primitive  and  natural  life; 
but  the  comedy  of  the  furbelows  and 
flounces ;  of  powder  and  essences ;  of  naint 
and  enamelling;  of  high-heels,  hoops,  and 
all  hideous  artificialities,  concealments, 
intrigues,  plots,  and  subterfuges.  In 
reading  the  play,  one’s  faculities  are  re¬ 
tained  in  a  perpetual  suspension  of  pleas¬ 
ure  at  the  unabating  and  highly  sustained 
succession  of  flights  of  wit,  gaily  tinc¬ 
tured  imageries,  flashing  repartees,  and 
skilfully  contrasted  characters  on  the 
scene. — Clarke,  Charles  Cowden,  1871, 
On  the  Comic  Writers  of  England,  The 
Gentleman's  Magazine,  n.  s.t  vol.  7,  p. 
842. 

“The  Way  of  the  World”  impresses  the 
modern  reader  as  a  bitter  satire,  though 
the  author  was  true  to  himself  in  the  ele¬ 
gance  of  his  handling.  If  the  character 
of  Lady  Wishfort  is  almost  too  offensive 
for  comedy,  Witwould  is  as  diverting  as 
he  is  original — a  man  afflicted  by  a  per¬ 
fect  cacoethes  of  feeble  repartee — “I  can¬ 
not  help  it,  madam,”  he  says,  “though  it 
is  against  myself.”  And  in  Millamont 
and  Mirabel  I  he  has  excelled  the  brilliancy 
of  all  his  previous  raillery  of  social  types 


and  their  deviations  from  sense  and  law, 
giving  the  place  of  distinction  to  the  lady. 
—Ward,  Adolphus  William,  1875-99, 

A  History  of  English  Dramatic  Literature , 
vol.  in,  p.  475. 

The  comic  work  of  Congreve,  though 
different  rather  in  kind  than  in  degree 
from  the  bestial  and  blatant  license  of  his 
immediate  precursors,  was  inevitably  for 
a  time  involved  in  the  sentence  passed 
upon  the  comic  work  of  men  in  all  ways 
alike  his  inferiors.  The  true  and  trium¬ 
phant  answer  to  all  possible  attacks  of  hon¬ 
est  men  or  liars,  brave  men  or  cowards, 
was  then  as  ever  to  be  given  by  the  pro¬ 
duction  of  work  unarraignable  alike  by 
fair  means  or  foul,  by  frank  impeachment 
or  furtive  imputation.  In  1700  Congreve 
thus  replied  to  Collier  with  the  crowning 
work  of  his  genius, — the  unequalled  and 
unapproached  master-piece  of  English 
comedy.  The  one  play  in  our  language 
which  may  fairly  claim  a  place  beside  or 
but  just  beneath  the  mightiest  work  of 
Moliere  is  “The  Way  of  the  World.” — 
Swinburne,  Algernon  Charles,  1877, 
Encydopcedia  Britannica,  vol.  VI. 

Successive  critics,  seeing,  what  we  must 
all  acknowledge,  the  incomparable  splen 
dour  of  the  dialogue  in  “The  Way  of  tl 
World,”  have  not  ceased  to  marvel  at  tl 
caprice  which  should  render  dubious  t) 
success  of  such  a  masterpiece  on  its  first 
appearance.  But  perhaps  a  closer  exam¬ 
ination  of  the  play  may  help  us  to  unravel 
the  apparent  mystery.  On  certain  sides, 
all  the  praise  which  has  been  lavished 
on  the  play  from  Steele  and  Voltaire  down 
to  Mr.  Swinburne  and  Mr.  George  Mere¬ 
dith  is  thoroughly  deserved.  “The  Way  of 
the  World”  is  the  best-written,  the  most 
dazzling,  the  most  intellectually  accom¬ 
plished  of  all  English  comedies,  perhaps 
of  all  the  comedies  of  the  world.  But  it 
has  the  defects  of  the  very  qualities  which 
make  it  so  brilliant.  A  perfect  comedy 
does  not  sparkle  so  much,  is  not  so  exqui¬ 
sitely  written,  because  it  needs  to  advance, 
to  develop.  To  “The  Way  of  the  World” 
may  be  applied  that  very  dubious  compli¬ 
ment  paid  by  Mrs.  Browning  to  Landor’s 
“Pentameron”  that,  “were  it  not  for  the 
necessity  of  getting  through  a  book,  some 
of  the  pages  are  too  delicious  to  turn 
over.” — Gosse,  Edmund,  1888,  Life  of 
William  Congreve  ( Great  Writers),  p. 
135. 
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Oar  bnilders  were  with  want  of  genius 
cursed  ; 

The  second  temple  was  not  like  the  first; 

Till  yon,  the  best  Vitruvius,  come  at  length. 
Our  beauties  equal,  but  excel  our  strength. 
Firm  Doric  pillars  found  your  solid  base, 

Tho  fair  Corinthian  crowns  the  higher  space ; 
Thus  all  below  is  strength,  and  all  above  is 
grace. 


Great  Johnson  did  by  strength  of  judgment 
please, 

Yet,  doubling  Fletcher’s  force,  he  wonts  his 
ease 

In  differing  talents  both  adorned  their  age 
One  for  the  study,  t'other  for  the  stage. 

But  both  to  Congreve  justly  shall  submit, 

One  matched  in  judgment,  both  o'ermatched 
in  wit, 

In  him  all  beauties  of  this  age  we  see. 
Etherege  his  courtship,  Southern’s  purity, 

The  satire,  wit,  and  strength  of  manly  Wych- 
erly. 

All  in  this  blooming  youth  you  have  achieved ; 
Nor  are  your  foiled  contemporaries  grieved 
So  much  the  sweetness  of  your  manners 
move, 

Wo  cannot  envy  you,  because  we  love. 

Fabius  might  joy  in  Scipio,  when  he  saw 
A  beardless  Consul  made  against  the  law, 
And  join  his  suffrage  to  the  votes  of  Rome, 
Though  he  with  Hannibal  was  overcome. 
Thus  old  Romano  bowed  to  Raphael’s  fame, 
And  scholar  to  the  youth  he  taught  became. 

— Dryden,  John,  1693,  To  My  Dear 
Friend,  Mr.  Congreve. 

Never  did  poetic  mind  before 
Produce  a  richer  vein,  or  cleaner  ore. 

—Swift,  Jonathan,  1693,  To  Mr.  Con¬ 
greve. 

Congreve  I  whose  fancy’s  unexhausted  storo 
Has  given  already  much,  and  promised  more. 
Congreve  shall  still  preserve  thy  fame  alive, 
And  Dryden 's  muse  shall  in  his  friend  sur 
vive. 

— Addison,  Joseph,  1694,  An  Account  of 
the  Greatest  English  Poets. 

As  tuneful  Congreve  tries  his  rural  strains, 
Pan  quits  the  woods,  the  list’ning  fawns  the 
plains; 

And  Philomel,  in  notes  like  his,  complains. 
— Garth,  Samuel,  1699,  The  Dispensary , 
canto  iv. 

If  thou  wouldst  have  thy  volume  stand  the 
test, 

And  of  all  others  be  reputed  best, 

Let  Congreve  teach  the  list’ning  groves  to 
mourn, 

As  when  he  wept  o’er  fair  Paetora'e  urn. 

—Gay,  John,  1714,  To  Bernard  Lintot, 
Poems. 


.  .  .  pens, 

Powerful  like  thine  in  every  grace,  nnd 
skilled 

To  win  the  listening  soul  with  virtuous 
charms. 

— Thomson,  James,  1729,  To  the  Memory 
of  Mr.  Congreve. 

The  late  Mr.  Congreve  raised  the  glory 
of  Comedy  to  a  greater  height  than  any 
English  writer  before  or  since  his  time. 
He  wrote  only  a  few  plays,  but  they  are 
all  excellent  in  their  kind.  The  laws  of 
the  drama  are  strictly  observed  in  them ; 
they  abound  with  characters  all  which  are 
shadowed  with  the  utmost  delicacy,  and 
we  do  not  meet  with  so  much  as  one  low, 
or  coarse  jest. — Voltaire,  Francois 
Marie  Arouet,  1732?  Letters  Concerning 
the  English  Nation ,  p.  148. 

Among  all  the  efforts  of  early  genius 
which  literary  history  records,  I  doubt 
whether  anyone  can  be  produced  that 
more  surpasses  the  common  limits  of 
nature  than  the  plays  of  Congreve.  .  .  . 
Congreve  has  merit  of  the  highest  kind, 
he  is  an  original  writer,  who  borrowed 
neither  the  models  of  his  plot,  nor  the 
manner  of  his  dialogue.  Of  his  plays  1 
cannot  speak  distinctly;  for  since  I 
inspected  them  years  have  passed  ;  but 
what  remains  upon  my  memory  is,  that 
his  characters  are  commonly  fictitious  and 
artificial,  with  very  little  of  nature  and 
not  much  of  life.  .  .  .  Of  his  miscel¬ 

laneous  poetry,  I  cannot  say  anything  very 
favourable.  The  powers  of  Congreve 
seem  to  desert  him  when  he  leaves  the 
stage. — Johnson,  Samuel,  1779-81,  Con¬ 
greve,  Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

The  poetry  of  Mr.  Congreve  was  as  much 
disliked,  as  his  plays  were  admired ;  and 
his  odes  on  the  death  of  Queen  Mary,  and 
the  Marquis  of  Blanford,  are  such  wailings, 
or  mere  whining  numbers,  as  too  often 
disfigure  these  memorials  of  the  illustrious 
dead.  Yet  he  received  1000£.  for  the  for¬ 
mer  fromWilliam  III.  more  through  respect 
for  the  memory  of  his  royal  consort  than 
his  love  of  poetry,  and  still  less  from  its 
merits. — Noble,  Mark,  1806,  A  Biog¬ 
raphical  History  of  England ,  vol.  n,  p.  244. 

The  comedies  of  Congreve  contain  prob¬ 
ably  more  wit  than  was  ever  before 
embodied  upon  the  stage ;  each  word  was 
a  jest,  and  yet  so  characteristic,  that  the 
repartee  of  the  servant  is  distinguished 
from  that  of  the  master;  the  jest  of  the 
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coxcomb  from  that  of  the  humorist  or  fine 
gentleman  of  the  piece.  Had  not  Sheridan 
lived  in  our  own  time,  we  could  not  have 
conceived  the  possibility  of  rivaling  the 
comedies  of  Congreve. — Scott,  Sir  Wal- 
TElt,  1814-23,  Essay  on  the  Drama. 

Congreve  is  the  most  distinct  from  the 
others,  and  the  most  easily  defined,  both 
from  what  he  possessed,  and  from  what 
he  wanted.  He  had  by  far  the  most  wit 
and  elegance,  with  less  of  other  things, 
of  humour,  character,  incident,  &c.  His 
style  is  inimitable,  nay  perfect.  It  is  the 
highest  model  of  comic  dialogue.  Every 
sentence  is  replete  with  sense  and  satire, 
conveyed  in  the  most  polished  and  pointed 
terms.  Every  page  presents  a  shower  of 
brilliant  conceits,  is  a  tissue  of  epigrams 
in  prose,  is  a  new  triumph  of  wit,  a  new 
conquest  over  dulness.  The  fire  of  artful 
raillery  is  nowhere  else  so  well  kept  up. 

.  .  .  .  Sheridan  will  not  bear  a  com¬ 

parison  with  him  in  the  regular  antithet¬ 
ical  construction  of  his  sentences,  and  in 
the  mechanical  artifices  of  his  style, 
though  so  much  later,  and  though  style  in 
general  has  been  so  much  studied,  and  in 
the  mechanical  part  so  much  improved 
since  then.— IIazlitt.  William,  1818, 
Lectures  on  the  English  Comic  Writers , 
Lecture  iv. 

If  Congreve  can  dazzle  by  his  brilliant 
dialogue,  and  his  smart  repartee,  he  does 
not  shrink  from  putting  the  most  splendid 
wit  into  the  mouths  of  his  fools,  and 
exhibiting  characters  who  are  sunk  in  the 
depths  of  disaster,  full  of  sprightliness 
and  merriment.  Shakspeare  makes  us 
forget  the  Author ;  Congreve  makes  us 
think  of  no  one  else.  We  rise  from  the 
scenes  of  the  first,  overwhelmed  with  the 
sorrows  of  Hamlet ,  or  of  Othello ,  or  of  Lear. 
We  close  the  pages  of  the  second, 
charmed  with  the  wit,  the  sprightliness, 
and  the  vivacity  of  Congreve.  I  have 
chosen  Congreve  as  the  champion  and 
exemplar  of  the  second  School,  because  he 
is,  in  many  particulars,  the  most  eminent 
Scholar  which  it  has  produced.  Wit  was 
it’s  grand  distinguishing  feature,  and  Con¬ 
greve  was  one  of  the  wittiest  writers  that, 
perhaps,  any  age  or  nation  has  given  birth 
to.  But  the  Dramatist  has  to  paint  char¬ 
acter,  and  he  who  has  only  one  colour  in 
which  to  dip  his  pencil,  Wit,  cannot  pro¬ 
duce  a  true,  a  natural,  or  even  a  per¬ 
manently  pleasing  picture.  We  may  gaze 


upon  the  Sun  till  we  see  nothing  but  dark¬ 
ling  motes ;  and  so  Congreve’s  scenes 
fatigue  us  by  their  very  brilliancy.  All 
his  characters  are  like  himself,  witty. 

Neele,  Henry,  1827-29,  Lectures  on 
English  Poetry ,  p.  146. 

They  are  too  cold  to  be  mischievous : 
they  keep  the  brain  in  too  incessant  inac¬ 
tion  to  allow  the  passions  to  kindle.  For 
those  who  search  into  the  powers  of  intel¬ 
lect,  the  combinations  of  thought  which 
may  be  produced  by  volition,  the  plays  of 
Congreve  may  form  a  profitable  study. 
But  their  time  is  fled — on  the  stage  they 
will  be  received  no  more ;  and  of  the 
devotees  of  light  reading  such  as  could 
read  them  without  disgust  would  probably 
peruse  them  with  little  pleasure. — Cole¬ 
ridge,  Hartley,  1833,  Biographia  Bore¬ 
alis,  p.  693. 

Congreve’s  merit  as  a  poet  lies  wholly 
in  his  dramas.  His  pieces  in  all  other  walks 
are  affected  and  laboured.  His  comedies 
alone  constitute  that  claim  upon  the 
admiration  of  his  countrymen,  which  is 
never  likely  to  be  disputed.  The  school 
of  comedy  he  may  be  said  to  have  formed, 
has  no  foundation  in  actual  life,  bu 
derives  its  charm  exclusively  from  th 
perfection  of  an  artificial  style.  His  com¬ 
edies  are  wanting  in  traits  of  real  nature, 
in  simplicity,  in  individual  character  sub¬ 
sisting  by  its  intrinsic  force,  and  in  broad 
effects ;  but  they  exhibit,  in  a  higher  state 
of  excellence  than  can  be  found  anywhere 
else,  a  perpetual  vein  of  wit,  which  glows 
in  such  incessant  flashes  over  the  surface, 
that  we  cannot,  if  we  could,  penetrate 
beneath  to  examine  the  slight  materiel  it 
conceals.  With  Congreve  every  thing  is 
artificial — his  fops,  sharpers,  coquettes, 
libertines ;  they  are  all  drawn  in  excess, 
to  afford  a  wider  scope  to  the  play  of  the 
brilliant  dialogue. — Dunham,  S.  Astley, 
1838,  ed.t  Literary  and  Scientific  Men  of 
Great  Britain  and  Ireland,  vol.  ill,  p.  249. 

Congreve  is  the  most  distinct  from  the 
others,  and  the  most  easily  defined,  both 
from  what  he  possessed,  and  from  what 
he  wanted.  He  had  by  far  the  most  wit 
and  elegance,  with  less  of  other  things, 
of  humour,  character,  incident,  &c.  His 
style  is  inimitable,  nay  perfect.  It  is 
the  highest  model  of  comic  dialogue. 
Every  sentence  is  replete  with  sense  and 
satire,  conveyed  in  the  most  polished  and 
pointed  terms.  Every  page  presents  a 
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shower  of  brilliant  conceits,  is  a  tissue  of 
epigrams  in  prose,  is  a  new  triumph  of 
wit,  a  new  conquest  over  dullness. — 
Hunt,  Leigh,  1840,  ed.,  The  Dramatic 
Works  of  Wycherley ,  Congreve ,  Vanbrugh, 
and  Farquhar. 

We  believe  that  no  English  writer, 
except  Lord  Byron,  has,  at  so  early  an 
age,  stood  so  high  in  the  estimation  of  his 
contemporaries.  .  .  .  There  can  be 

no  stronger  illustration  of  the  estimation 
in  which  Congreve  was  held,  than  the  fact 
that  Pope’s  Iliad,  a  work  which  appeared 
with  more  splendid  auspices  than  any 
other  in  our  language,  was  dedicated  to 
him.  There  was  not  a  duke  in  the  king¬ 
dom  who  would  not  have  been  proud  of 
such  a  compliment. — Macaulay,  Thomas 
Babington,  1841,  Comic  Dramatists  of 
the  Restoration,  Edinburgh  Review ;  Crit¬ 
ical  and  Miscellaneous  Essays. 

The  patient  glitter  of  Congreve. — 
Whipple,  Edwin  P.,  1845-71,  Wit  and 
Humor ,  Literature  and  Life ,  p.  88. 

Whose  comedies,  the  admiration  of  their 
own  age,  for  their  fertility  of  fantastically 
gay  dialogue,  bright  conceits,  and  witty 
■repartees,  are  still  read  for  their  abund¬ 
ance  of  lively  imagery  and  play  of  lan¬ 
guage,  the  “reciprocation  of  conceits  and 
the  clash  of  wit,” — although  the  person¬ 
ages  of  his  scene,  and  all  that  they  do  and 
think,  are  wholly  remote  from  the  truth, 
the  feeling,  and  the  manners  of  real  life. 
These  productions,  so  remarkable  in  their 
way,  were  written  hefore  Congreve’s 
twenty-fifth  year ;  and  his  first  and  most 
brilliant  comedy  (“The  Old  Bachelor”) 
was  acted  when  he  was  yet  a  minor.  His 
talent,  thus  early  ripe,  did  not  afterwards 
expand  or  refine  itself  into  the  nobler 
power  of  teaching  “the  morals  of  the 
heart,”  nor  even  into  the  delightful  gift 
of  embodying  the  passing  scenes  of  real 
life  in  graphic  and  durable  pictures.  But 
his  writings  afford  a  memorable  proof  how 
Boon  the  graces  and  brilliant  effects  of 
mere  intellect  can  be  acquired,  while  those 
works  of  genius  which  require  the  co-op¬ 
eration  and  the  knowledge  of  man’s  moral 
nature  are  of  a  slower  and  later  growth. 
— Verplanck,  Gulian  Crommelin,  1847, 
ed.,  The  Illustrated  Shakespeare,  vol.  li. 

I  cannot  pretend  to  quote  scenes  from 
the  splendid  Congreve’s  play— which  are 
undeniably  bright,  witty,  and  daring, — 
any  more  than  I  could  ask  you  to  hear  the 


dialogue  of  a  witty  bargeman  and  a  bril¬ 
liant  fish-woman  exchanging  compliments 
at  Billingsgate ;  but  some  of  his  verses, 
— they  were  amongst  the  most  famous 
lyrics  of  the  time,  and  pronounced  equal 
to  Horace  by  his  contemporaries, — may 
give  an  idea  of  his  power,  of  his  grace, 
of  his  daring  manner,  his  magnificence  in 
compliment,  and  his  polished  sarcasm. 
He  writes  as  if  he  was  so  accustomed  to 
conquer,  that  he  has  a  poor  opinion  of  his 
victims.  Nothing  is  new  except  their 
faces,  says  he;  “every  woman  is  the 
same.”  He  says  this  in  his  first  comedy, 
which  he  wrote  languidly  in  illness,  when 
he  was  an 1  ‘excellent  young  man.  ”  Kich- 
elieu  at  eighty  could  have  hardly  said  a 
more  excellent  thing. — Thackeray,  Wil¬ 
liam  Makepeace,  1853,  The  English  Hu¬ 
mourists  of  the  Eighteenth  Century . 

To  my  remembrance  Congreve  is  but  a 
horrible  nightmare,  and  may  the  fates  for¬ 
bid  I  should  be  forced  to  go  through  his 
plays  again. — Thomson,  Katherine  and 
J.  C.  (Grace  and  Philip  Wharton),  1860, 
The  Wits  and  Beaux  of  Society. 

„  His  comedies  are  steeped  in  vice. — 
Collier,  William  Francis,  1861,  A  His¬ 
tory  of  English  Literature ,  p.  252. 

The  comedy  of  Congreve  has  not  much 
character,  still  less  humor,  and  no  nature 
at  all;  but  blazes  and  crackles  with  wit 
and  repartee,  for  the  most  part  of  an 
unusually  pure  and  brilliant  species, — not 
quaint,  forced,  and  awkward,  like  what  we 
find  in  some  other  attempts,  in  our  dra¬ 
matic  literature  and  elsewhere,  at  the  same 
kind  of  display,  but  apparently  as  easy 
and  spontaneous  as  it  is  pointed,  polished, 
and  exact.  His  plots  are  also  constructed 
with  much  artifice. — Craik,  George  L., 
1861,  A  Compendious  History  of  English 
Literature  and  of  the  English  Language , 
vol.  N,  p.  274. 

The  fame  of  Congreve,  notwithstanding 
the  predictions  of  even  such  a  judge  as 
Dryden,  has  been  evanescent,  though  the 
wit  remains  as  bright  as  ever,  but  it  is  a 
wit  aimless  and  objectless,  and  which  end3 
in  itself.  The  brilliancy  dazzled  his  con¬ 
temporaries  and  prevented  them  seeing 
clearly,  as  in  the  case  of  Swift  with  St. 
John,  whose  fame  in  a  different  field  was 
very  much  of  the  same  order.  The  whole 
merit  of  Congreve  lay  in  his  dialogue. 
His  plots  are  obscure  and  intricate  to  a 
degree,  his  characters  uninteresting. 
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except  aa  brilliant  talkers,  but  there  the 
wit  blazed  and  sparkled  with  a  continuous 
brightness  that  has  never  been  sur¬ 
passed,  and  rarely  equalled. — Montgom¬ 
ery,  Henry  K.,  1862,  Memoirs  of  the  Life 
and  Writings  of  Sir  Richard  Steele ,  vol. 
I,  p.  187. 

Congreve  was  the  key-stone  to  the  arch 
of  this  conventional  and  artificial  school  of 
the  comic  drama.  He  was  the  flowery 
capital  to  its  Corinthian  column — the  cap¬ 
stone  and  ornamented  apex  to  the  whole 
structure.  In  mind,  constitution,  habits, 
and  manners  Congreve  was  essentially 
the  hollow  fine  gentleman.  He  carried 
his  gentility  into  his  genius,  and  it  became 
the  mainspring,  the  life-staff  of  his  intel¬ 
lectual,  as  of  his  social  existence. — 
— Clarke,  Charles  Cowden,  1871,  On 
the  Comic  Writers  of  England ,  The  Gentle¬ 
man's  Magazine ,  n.  s.,  vol .  7,  p .  834. 

Congreve  is  far  above  the  others  in 
talent  and  success  ;  his  comedies  are  spark¬ 
ling  with  wit  and  eloquence,  and  they  are 
particularly  attractive  for  his  diction, 
which  possesses  a  certain  artistic  repose. 
— Scherr,  J.,  1874-82,  A  History  of  Eng¬ 
lish  Literature ,  p.  124. 

Congreve  is  indisputably  one  of  the  very 
wittiest  of  English  writers.  No  doubt, 
even  when  this  praise  has  been  unreserv¬ 
edly  accorded  to  a  comic  dramatist — 
for  it  is  as  such  alone  that  Congreve  can 
be  held  to  have  really  excelled — the  high¬ 
est  praise  has  not  been  given.  .  .  . 

It  should  at  the  same  time  not  be  over¬ 
looked  that  CongTeve’s  grace  and  ease  of 
style,  as  distinguished  from  its  brilliancy 
and  wittiness,  contribute  to  the  charm  of 
his  prose  and  make  it  enjoyable  like  that 
of  only  the  very  best  of  contemporary 
English  writers;  and  that,  though  these 
qualities  are  not  always  separable  from, 
they  should  not  in  consequence  be  con¬ 
founded  with,  one  another.  In  brilliancy 
of  wit  he  is  the  superior  of  all  his  prede¬ 
cessors  and  contemporaries  of  the  post- 
Restoration  period,  among  whom  Dryden 
and  perhaps  Vanbrugh  alone  approached 
him,  and  Sheridan  is  his  only  successor. 
In  ease  of  dialogue  he  far  surpasses  Wych¬ 
erley  ;  Vanbrugh,  and  still  more  Farqu- 
har,  lack  the  element  of  grace  which  he 
possesses;  while  Etheredge  and  the  rest 
— even  Dryden — fall  short  of  him  in  polish 
as  writers  of  comic  prose.  Congreve  is 
therefore  to  be  regarded  as  an  artist  of 


rare  as  well  as  genuine  gifts — the  more 
so  that  he  understood  how  to  conceal  his 
art.— Ward,  Adolphus  William,  1875- 
99,  A  History  of  English  Dramatic  Litera¬ 
ture,  vol.  m,  pp.  468,  469. 

Congreve’s  muse  was  about  as  bad  as 
any  muse  that  ever  misbehaved  herself — 
and  I  think,  as  little  amusing. — Trollope, 
Anthony,  1879,  Thackeray  ( English  Men 
of  Letters),  p.  159. 

The  poetical  remains  of  Congreve, 
especially  when  considered  in  connection 
with  those  remarkable  dramatic  works 
which  achieved  for  him  so  swift  and  splen¬ 
did  a  reputation,  have  but  a  slender  claim 
to  vitality.  His  brilliant  and  audacious 
Muse  seems  to  have  required  the  glitter 
of  the  foot-lights  and  the  artificial  atmos¬ 
phere  of  the  stage  as  conditions  of  suc¬ 
cess;  in  the  study  he  is,  as  a  rule,  either 
trivial  or  frigidly  conventional. — Dobson, 
Austin,  1880,  English  Poets,  ed.  Ward, 
vol.  hi,  p.  10. 

It  is  not  the  least  of  Lord  Macaulay’s 
offences  against  art  that  he  should  have 
contributed  the  temporary  weight  of  his 
influence  as  a  critic  to  the  support  of  so 
ignorant  and  absurd  a  tradition  of  criti¬ 
cism  as  that  which  classes  the  great  writer 
here  mentioned  with  the  brutal  if 
“brawny”  Wycherley — a  classification 
almost  to  be  paralleled  with  that  which  in 
the  days  of  our  fathers  saw  fit  to  couple 
together  the  names  of  Balzac  and  of  Sue. 
Any  competent  critic  will  always  recognise 
in  “The  Way  of  the  World”  one  of  the 
glories,  in  “The  Country  Wife”  one  of  the 
disgraces,  of  dramatic  and  of  English 
literature.  The  stains  discernible  on  the 
masterpiece  of  Congreve  are  trivial  and 
conventional ;  the  mere  conception  of  the 
other  man’s  work  displays  a  mind  so 
prurient  and  leprous,  uncovers  such  an 
unfathomable  and  unimaginable  beastli¬ 
ness  of  imagination,  that  in  the  present 
age  at  least  he  would  probably  have  figured 
as  a  virtuous  journalist  and  professional 
rebuker  of  poetic  vice  or  artistic  aberra¬ 
tion. — Swinburne,  Algernon  Charles, 
1880,  A  Study  of  Shakespeare ,  p.  42,  note. 

What  makes  Congreve  hold  so  high  a 
place  among  comic  dramatists  is  not  so 
much  that  naturalness  which  is  the  dis¬ 
tinguishing  characteristic  of  his  school, 
nor  his  insight,  nor  his  breadth ;  it  is  his 
style  that  gives  him  his  pre-eminence,  that 
“subtle  turn  and  heightening”  which  makes 
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the  sentences  of  his  dialogue  shine  like 
■well-faceted  precious  stones.  The  polish 
and  elaboration  he  gives  would  be  excessive 
were  his  wit  less  hard  and  pure  and  bright. 
Congreve  has  numerous  obvious  draw¬ 
backs,  his  outlook  is  not  a  broad  one  upon 
human  nature,  but  upon  "the  town"  only 
— his  sympathies  are  narrow,  his  morality 
on  the  wrong  side  of  tolerable.  A  more 
technical  objection  to  him  as  a  playwright 
is  that  there  is  too  much  ingenuity,  too 
much  complexity,  and  too  little  true  art 
in  his  plots ;  they  do  not  move  us,  and 
they  hardly  interest  us.  Nevertheless, 
there  are  qualifications  in  Congreve  for 
a  great,  almost  the  greatest,  place  in  our 
literature  as  a  comic  dramatist  besides 
this  one  of  consummate  wit  and  consum¬ 
mate  style.  One  of  these  is  his  marvel¬ 
lous  faculty  of  characterization.  Mira- 
bell,  the  fine  gentleman  lover,  is  not  the 
mere  "walking  gentleman"  of  most  play¬ 
wrights,  but  manly,  lover-like,  ready- 
spoken,  and  most  witty  on  occasion. 
Lady  Wishfort,  Mincing,  Foible,  Lord 
Froth,  the  coxcomb,  and  that  most  enter- 
aining  of  sots  and  country  louts,  Sir  Wil- 
'ull  Witwould,  are  all  personages  with  the 
stamp  of  humanity  upon  them,  and  Milla- 
mant  is  by  common  consent  the  most 
delightful  of  fine  ladies  that  the  world  has 
ever  known.  Congreve’s  supremacy  in 
the  domain  of  comedy  is  to  a  great  extent 
due  to  this,  that  he  was  an  accomplished 
fine  gentleman  in  the  first  place,  and  an 
accomplished  litterateur  in  the  second. 
— Crawfurd,  Oswald,  1883,  ed. English 
Comic  Dramatists ,  p.  130. 

French  authors  are  his  masters,  and 
experience  supplies  the  colors  of  his  por¬ 
traits,  which  display  both  the  innate  base¬ 
ness  of  primitive  instincts,  and  the  refined 
corruption  of  worldly  habits. — Welsh, 
Alfred  H..  1883,  Development  of  English 
Literature  and  Language,  vol.  II,  p.  17. 

Congreve’s  defects  are  to  be  sought  not 
so  much  in  the  external  blemishes  pointed 
out  by  Collier  as  in  the  absence  of  real 
refinement  of  feeling.  His  characters,  as 
Voltaire  observes,  talk  like  men  of  fashion, 
while  their  actions  are  those  of  knaves. 
Lamb’s  audacious  praise  of  him  for 
excluding  any  pretensions  to  good  feeling 
in  his  persons  might  be  accepted  if  it 
implied  (a3  he  urges)  a  mere  “privation  of 
moral  light."  But,  although  a  "single 
gush  of  cynical  sentiment  is  quite  in 


harmony,"  his  wit  is  saturnine,  and  a 
perpetual  exposition  of  the  baser  kind  of 
what  passes  for  worldly  wisdom.  The 
atmosphere  of  his  plays  is  asphyxiating. 
There  is  consequently  an  absence  of  real 
gaiety  from  his  scenes  and  of  true  charm 
in  his  characters,  while  the  teasing  intri¬ 
cacy  of  his  plotsmakes  it(as  Iluntobscrvos) 
impossible  to  remember  them  even  though 
just  read  and  noted  for  the  purpose.  It 
is  therefore  almost  cruel  to  suggest  a 
comparison  between  Congreve  and  Moliere, 
the  model  of  the  true  comic  spirit.  The 
faults  are  sufficient  to  account  for  the  neg¬ 
lect  of  Congreve  by  modern  readers  in 
spite  of  the  exalted  eulogies  not  too  ex¬ 
alted  for  the  purely  literary  merits  of  his 
pointed  and  vigorous  dialogue  bestowed 
upon  him  by  the  best  judges  of  his  own 
time  and  by  some  over-generou3  critics  of 
the  present  day. — Stephen,  Leslie,  1887, 
Dictionary  of  National  Biography ,  vol.  xn, 

p.  8. 

Congreve’s  literary  influence,  although 
it  must  be  acknowledged  that  the  next 
age  in  poetry  remembered  him  only  to 
improve  upon  him,  was  far  from  insignif¬ 
icant,  and  he  little  deserved  the  contempt 
he  has  sometimes  received.  Neverthe¬ 
less,  the  impression  one  has  of  him  is  of 
a  genius  which  made  only  an  imperfect 
expression  of  itself ;  of  a  man  with  more 
mind  than  his  few  comedies  could  hold, 
with  tastes,  culture,  curiosity,  a  naturally 
fertile  nature  richly  developed,  but  leav¬ 
ing  no  memorial  of  itself  equal  to  its 
value. — Woodberry,  George  Edward, 
1888,  The  Nation ,  vol.  47,  p.  255. 

Nothing  was  too  good  for  Mr.  Con¬ 
greve;  he  had  patronage  and  great  gifts; 
it  seemed  always  to  be  raining  roses  on 
his  head.  The  work  he  did  was  not  great 
work,  but  it  was  exquisitely  done ;  though, 
it  must  be  said,  there  was  no  preserving 
savor  in  it  but  the  art  of  it.  The  talk  in 
his  comedies,  by  its  pliancy,  grace,  neat 
turns,  swiftness  of  repartee,  compares 
with  the  talk  in  most  comedies  as  gold¬ 
smith’s  work  compares  with  the  heavy 
forgings  of  a  blacksmith.  It  matches  ex¬ 
quisitely  part  to  part,  and  runs  as  deli¬ 
cately  as  a  hair-spring  on  jewelled  pinions. 
—Mitchell,  Donald  G.,  1890,  English 
Lands  Letters  and  Kings,  From  Elizabeth 
to  Anne,  p.  270. 

Congreve  was  essentially  a  man  of  let¬ 
ters;  his  style  is  that  of  a  pupil  not  of 
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Moliere  but  of  the  full,  the  rich,  the 
excessive,  the  pedantic  Jonson ,  his 
Legends,  his  Wishforts,  his  Foresights, 
are  the  lawful  heirs  refined  and  subli¬ 
mated  but  still  of  direct  descent — of  the 
Tuccas  and  the  Bobadils  and  the  Epicure 
Mammons  of  the  great  Elizabethan  ;  they 
are  (that  is)  more  literary  than  theatrical 
—they  are  excellent  reading,  but  they 
have  long  since  fled  the  stage  and  vanished 
into  the  nightof  mere  scholarship.— Hen¬ 
ley,  William  Ernest,  1890,  Views  and 
Reviews,  p.  206. 

Was  the  first  to  teach  the  English  writer 
how  to  impart  somewhat  of  that  point  and 
balance  to  the  prose  epigram  in  which  he 
may  approach,  though  the  genius  of  our 
language  forbids  him  to  rival,  the  French. 
— Trail,  II.  D.,  1894,  Social  England, 
Introduction,  vol.  i,  p.  xli. 

Whatever  the  cause,  he  was  lost  to  the 
stage  at  thirty,  and  his  occasional  poetical 
productions,  the  most  important  of  which 
have  been  already  noticed,  were  far  from 
qualifying  him  to  sit  in  the  seat  of  Dry- 
den.  lie  enjoyed,  nevertheless,  suprem¬ 
acy  of  another  kind.  Regarded  as  an 
extinct  volcano,  he  gave  umbrage  to  no 
rivals;  his  urbane  and  undemonstrative 
temper  kept  him  out  of  literary  feuds;  all 
agreed  to  adore  so  benign  and  inoffensive 
a  deity,  and  the  general  respect  of  the  let¬ 
tered  world  fitly  culminated  in  Pope’s 
dedication  of  his  Homer  to  him,  the  most 
splendid  literary  tribute  the  age  could  be¬ 
stow.— Garnett,  Richard,  1895,  The  Age 
of  Dryden,  p.  126. 

Whose  well-bred  ease  is  almost  as  re¬ 
markable  as  his  brilliant  wit. — Brooke, 
Stopford  A.,  1896,  English  Literature, 
p.  194. 

No  one,  perhaps,  in  any  country,  has 
written  prose  for  the  stage  with  so  assid¬ 
uous  a  solicitude  for  style.  Congreve 
balances,  polishes,  sharpens  his  sentences 
till  they  seem  like  a  set  of  instruments 
prepared  for  an  electrical  experiment; 
the  current  is  his  unequalled  wit,  and  it 
flashes  and  leaps  without  intermission  from 
the  first  scene  to  the  last.  The  result 
is  one  of  singular  artificiality  ;  and  almost 
from  the  outset — from  the  moment,  at 
all  events,  that  Congreve’s  manner  ceased 
to  dazzle  with  its  novelty — something  was 
felt,  even  by  his  contemporaries,  to  be 
wanting.  The  something,  no  doubt,  was 
humanity,  sympathy,  nature.  —  Gosse, 


Edmund,  1897,  Short  History  of  Modem 
English  Literature,  p.  191. 

Where  Congreve  excels  all  his  English 
rivals  is  in  his  literary  force,  and  a  suc¬ 
cinctness  of  style  peculiar  to  him.  He 
had  correct  judgment,  a  correct  ear,  read¬ 
iness  of  illustration  within  a  narrow  range, 
in  snap  shots  of  the  obvious  at  the  obvious, 
and  copious  language.  He  hits  the  mean 
of  a  fine  style  and  a  natural  in  dialogue. 
He  is  at  once  precise  and  voluble.  If  you 
have  ever  thought  upon  style  you  will 
acknowledge  it  to  be  a  signal  accomplish¬ 
ment.  In  this  he  is  a  classic,  and  is 
worthy  of  treading  a  measure  with  Moliere. 

.  .  . — Meredith,  George,  1897,  An 

Essay  on  Comedy  and  the  Uses  of  the  Comic 
Spirit ,  pp.  32,  33. 

Probability  and  strict  stage  construc¬ 
tion  are  still  as  much  to  seek  here  as 
elsewhere,  and  no  one  of  the  characters 
is  a  whole  live  personage  like  those  of 
Shakespeare  in  the  drama  before,  and 
those  of  Fielding  in  the  novel  later. 
But,  on  the  other  hand,  there  is  hardly 
one  who,  as  a  personage  of  artificial 
comedy,  is  not  a  triumph,  from  Sir  Samp¬ 
son  Legend,  the  testy  father,  through  his 
sons  Valentine  (spendthrift  and  rake, 
but  a  better  fellow  than  most  of  them) 
and  Ben,  the  simple  sailor,  who  was  now 
becoming  a  stock  stage  figure ;  through 
the  sisters  Foresight  and  Frail,  whose 
simultaneous  discovery  of  each  other’s 
slips  is  one  of  the  capital  moments  of  Eng¬ 
lish  comic  literature ;  and  the  foolish 
astronomer.  Foresight ;  and  Tattle,  the 
frivolous  beau ;  and  Jeremy,  the  impos¬ 
sibly  witty  servant;  and  Angelica,  giving 
us  the  contemporary  notion  of  a  heroine 
who  is  neither  heartless  nor  a  fool ;  and 
Prue,  the  hoyden.  All  these  are,  for 
purely  theatrical  flesh  and  blood,  perfect 
triumphs  in  their  kind,  and  they  move 
throughout  in  a  perfect  star-shower  of 
verbal  fireworks.— Saintsbury,  George, 
1898,  A  Short  History  of  English  Litera¬ 
ture,  p.  493. 

As  pictures  of  manners  Congreve’s 
comedies  are  valuable,  since  they  un¬ 
doubtedly  give  a  lively  presentation  of  the 
fashionable  society  of  his  day.  .  .  . 

Congreve  is  a  much  more  important  figure 
in  the  history  of  the  theatre  than  in  the 
history  of  the  drama. — Johnson,  Charles 
F.,  1900,  Outline  History  of  English  and 
American  Literature,  pp.  236,  237. 
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Sir  Richard  Blackmore 

16507-1729. 

Poetaster,  was  born  at  Corsham,  Wilts,  and  educated  at  Westminster  and  Oxford, 
taking  his  B.  A.  in  1674.  First  a  schoolmaster,  and  then  a  London  physician  (1687 
1722),  he  was  knighted  in  1697,  and  died  at  Boxted,  Essex,  in  1729.  He  wrote  six 
epics  in  sixty  books  (all  on  the  loftiest  themes),  besides  versions  of  various  bookB  of 
the  Bible,  and  theological,  medical  and  miscellaneous  treatises. — Patrick  and 
Groome,  eds.,  1897,  Chambers's  Biographical  Dictionary ,  p.  102. 

Wrote  “Prince  Arthur’  (1695);  “King  Arthur”  (1697);  “Pharaphrases  of  the 
Book  of  Job,  &c.”  (1700) ;  “A  Satire  upon  Wit”  (1700) ;  “Eliza”  (1705) ;  “Creation” 
(1712);  “The  Lay  Monk”  (1713);  “King  Alfred”  (1713) ;  “The  Accomplished 
Preacher”  (1729);  and  other  works. — Adams,  W.  Davenport,  1877,  Dictionary  of 
English  Literature ,  p.  89. 


PERSONAL 

Twes  in  his  carriage  the  Bublime 
Sir  Richard  Blackmore  used  to  rhyme, 
And  (if  the  wits  don't  do  him  wrong) 
’Twixt  death  and  epics  passed  his  time 
Scribbling  and  killing  all  day  long. 

— Moore,  Thomas,  1850  ?  Epigrams. 

He  was  a  commonplace  man  with  an 
amiable  faith  in  himself,  and  without 
intellect  to  distinguish  between  good  and 
bad  in  poetry.  His  religious  purpose  was 
lincere,  and  it  gave  dignity  to  his  work 
in  the  eyes  even  of  Locke  and  Addison. — 
Morley,  Henry,  1879,  A  Manual  of  Eng¬ 
lish  Literature,  ed.  Tyler ,  p.  511. 

GENERAL 

The  two  elaborate  poems  of  Blackmore 
and  Milton,  the  which,  for  the  dignity  of 
them,  may  very  well  be  looked  upon  as 
the  two  grand  exemplars  of  poetry,  do 
either  of  them  exceed,  and  are  more  to 
be  valued  than  all  the  poets,  both  of  the 
Romans  and  the  Greeks  put  together. — 
Howard,  Edward,  1695,  Essay  on  Pas¬ 
toral,  and  Elegy  on  Queen  Mary,  Proem. 
Quack  Maurus,  though  he  never  took  degrees 
In  either  of  our  universities, 

Yet  to  be  shown  by  some  kind  wit  ho  looks, 
Because  he  played  the  fool,  and  writ  three 
books. 

But  if  he  would  be  worth  a  poet’s  pen, 

He  must  be  more  a  fool,  and  write  again: 
For  all  the  former  fustian  stuff  he  wrote 
Was  dead-born  dog’rel,  or  is  quite  forgot. 

— Dryden,  John,  1700,  Prologue  to  the 
Pilgrim. 

’Tis  strange  that  an  author  should  have 
a  gamester's  fate,  and  not  know  when  to 
give  over.  Had  the  City  Bard  stopped 
bis  hand  at  “Prince  Arthur,”  he  had 
missed  knighthood,  'tis  true,  but  he  had 
gone  off  with  some  applause.  Brown, 
Tom,  1709,  Laconics,  Works,  note. 


It  [“The  Creation.”]  deserves  to  be 
looked  upon  as  one  of  the  most  useful  and 
noble  productions  in  our  English  verse. 
The  reader  cannot  but  bo  pleased  to  find 
the  depths  of  philosophy  enlivened  with 
all  the  charms  of  poetry,  and  to  see  so 
great  a  strength  of  reason,  amidst  so 
beautiful  a  redundancy  of  the  imagination. 
— Addison,  Joseph,  1712,  The  Spectator, 
No.  339. 

Unwieldy  pedant,  let  thy  awkward  muse 
With  censures  praise,  with  flatteries  abuse  ; 
To  lash,  and  not  be  felt,  in  thee  ’s  an  art, 
Thou  De’er  mad’st  any  but  thy  school-boys 
smart. 

Then  be  advised  and  scribble  not  again— 
Thou  ’rt  fashioned  for  a  flail  and  not  a  pen. 

If  B - l’s  immortal  wit  thou  wouldst  decry, 

Pretend  ’tis  ho  that  wrote  thy  poetry. 

Thy  feeble  Batire  ne’er  can  do  him  wrong 
Thy  poems  and  thy  patients  live  not  long. 

— Garth,  Sir  Samuel,  1715,  To  the  Merry 
Poetaster,  at  Saddler’s- Hall,  in  Cheapside. 
Far  o’er  all,  sonorous  Blnckmore’s  strain; 
Walls,  steeples,  Bides,  bray  bnck  to  him  again. 
In  Tot’nliam  fields,  the  brethren, with  amaze, 
Pnck  all  their  ears  up,  and  forget  to  graze; 
LongChanc’ry-lane  retentive  rolls  the  sound, 
And  courts  to  courts  return  it  round  and 
round; 

Thames  wafts  it  thence  to  RnfuB’  roaring 
hall, 

And  Hungerford  re-echoeB  bawl  for  bawl. 

All  hail  him  victor  in  both  gifts  of  song, 
Who  sings  so  loudly,  and  who  sings  so  long. 

— Pope,  Alexander,  1724-43,  The  Dun- 
dad,  pt.  ii,  v.  259-268. 

Boileau  can  write  upon  a  Lutrin  what 
one  can  read  with  pleasure  a  thousand 
times,  and  Blackmore  cannot  write  upon 
the  “Creation”  any  thing  that  one  shall  not 
yawn  ten  times  over,  before  one  has  read 
it  once. — Hervey,  Lord  John,  1728, 
Letter  to  Lady  Mary  Wortley  Montagu, 
Oct.  28. 
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’Tis  true,  sir  Richd.  was  a  poet,  but  he 
is  not  placed  by  the  best  judges  at  the 
top  head,  notwithstanding  Molyneux  says 
in  his  Letters  in  Locke’s  works,  p.  568, 
that  “all  our  English  poets  (except  Milton) 
have  been  ballad  makers,  in  comparison  to 
him.” — IIeakne,  Thomas,  1734,  Reliquiae 
Hearnian<z,ed.  Bliss,  Nov .  22,  vol.  m,p.  163. 

Mean  circumstances  in  solemn  descrip¬ 
tion  seem  ridiculous  to  those  who  are 
sensible  of  the  incongruity,  except  where 
the  effect  of  that  incongruity  is  counter¬ 
acted  by  certain  causes  to  be  specified 
hereafter.  Of  this  blunder  in  composition 
the  poetry  of  Blackmore  supplies 
thousands  of  examples.  The  lines  on 
Etna  quoted  in  the  treatise  on  the  Bathos, 
are  well  known.  By  his  contrivance,  the 
mountain  is  made  to  labour,  not  with  a 
subterraneous  fire  and  external  conflagra¬ 
tion,  but  with  a  fit  of  the  colic,  an  idea, 
that  seems  to  have  been  familiar  to  him 
(for  we  meet  with  it  in  other  parts  of  his 
work)  ;  whether  from  his  being  subject  to 
that  distemper,  or,  as  a  physician, 
particularly  successful  in  curing  it,  I  can¬ 
not  say.  This  poet  seems  to  have  had  no 
notion  of  any  thing  more  magnificent, 
than  the  usages  of  his  own  time  and 
neighbourhood;  which,  accordingly,  he 
transfers  to  the  most  awful  subjects,  and 
thus  degrades  into  burlesque  what  he 
meant  to  raise  to  sublimity. — -Beattie, 
James,  1776-9,  Essays,  p.  357. 

Blackmore’s  prose  is  not  the  prose  of 
a  poet,  for  it  is  languid,  sluggish,  and 
lifeless ;  his  diction  is  neither  daring  nor 
exact,  his  flow  neither  rapid  or  easy,  and 
his  periods  neither  smooth  nor  strong. 
.  .  .  Of  his  four  Epick  Poems,  the  first 
had  such  reputation  and  popularity  as 
enraged  the  criticks;  the  second  was  at 


least  known  enough  to  be  ridiculed ;  the 
two  last  had  qeither  friends  nor  enemies. 

.  .  .  He  depended  with  great  security 

on  his  own  powers,  and  perhaps  was  for 
that  reason  less  diligent  in  perusing  books. 
Iiis  literature  was,  I  think,  but  small. 
What  he  knew  of  antiquity,  I  suspect  him 
to  have  gathered  from  modern  compilers  : 
but,  though  he  could  not  boast  of  much 
critical  knowledge,  his  mind  was  stored 
with  general  principales,  and  he  left  minute 
researches  to  those  whom  he  considered 
as  little  minds.  Johnson,  Samuel,  1779- 
81,  Blackmore ,  Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

The  author’s  good  intentions  cannot  be 
denied;  but  good  intentions  do  not  make 
poetry;  and  we  feel,  with  Cowper,  that 
the  pious  Knight  has  committed  “more 
absurdities  in  verse  than  any  writer  of  our 
country.” — Adams,  W.  H.  Davenport, 
1886,  Good  Queen.  Anne,  vol.  II,  p.  323. 

The  most  notorious  verse-writer,  after 
Garth,  of  the  interregnum  between  Pope 
and  Dryden  was  the  luckless  Sir  Richard 
Blackmore,  one  of  the  small  and  curious 
company  who  have  been  made  immortal 
by  their  satirists.  .  .  .  “Creation,” 

however,  was  highly  praised,  not  merely 
by  Addison,  to  whom  piety  and  Whiggery 
combined  would  have  been  an  irresistible 
bribe,  but  by  Johnson,  to  whom  the  second 
quality  would  have  neutralised  the  first. 
It  is  difficult  for  a  reader  of  the  present 
day  to  share  their  admiration.  “Creation” 
supplies  (as,  for  the  matter  of  that,  do 
the  other  poems,  so  far  as  the  present 
writer  knows  them)  tolerable  rhetoric  in 
verse  occasionally  not  bad.  But  this  is  a 
different  thing  from  poetry.  Blackmore's 
couplets  are  often  enjambed.  Saintsbury, 
George,  1898,  A  Short  History  of  English 
Literature,  p.  555. 


Samuel  Clarke 

1675-1729. 

Born  at  Norwich,  England,  Oct.  11,  1675;  died  at  London,  May  17,  1729.  A 
celebrated  English  divine  and  metaphysical  writer,  eon  of  an  alderman  of  Norwich. 
He  was  a  graduate  of  Cambridge  (Caius  College),  and  was  successively  rector  of 
Drayton,  near  Norwich;  of  St.  Bonnet’s,  London,  in  1706;  and  of  St.  James’s,  West¬ 
minster,  in  1709.  He  was  also  one  of  the  chaplains  of  Queen  Anne.  His  most 
celebrated  work  is  his  “Boyle  Lectures”  (1704-05),  published  as  “A  Discourse  con¬ 
cerning  the  Being  and  Attributes  of  God,  the  Obligations  of  Natural  Religion,  and  the 
Truth  and  Certainty  of  the  Christian  Revelation,  in  answer  to  Mr.  Hobbes,  Spinoza, 
etc.”  His  metaphysical  argument  for  the  existence  of  God  is  especially  famous,  and 
he  also  holds  a  high  place  in  the  history  of  the  science  of  ethics. — Smith,  Benjamin 
E.,  1894-97,  The  Century  Cyclopedia  of  Names,  p.  256. 
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PERSONAL 

Innocence  is  playful :  Dr.  Clarke  not 
only  loved  to  show  his  agility,  by  jumping 
over  chairs  and  tables,  but  he  would  often 
unbend  himself  with  his  own  or  other 
children,  in  a  way  that  would  disgust 
austerity;  but  he  would  instantly  stop  if 
he  saw  a  weak  person  approaching  them, 
giving  himself,  the  watch  ward,  “Be  grave, 
here  comes  a  fool.”— Noble,  Mark,  1806, 
A  - Biographical  History  of  England ,  vol. 
hi,  p.  120. 

Almost  the  only  personal  anecdotes  to 
be  found  were  printed  in  the  “Gentle¬ 
man’s  Magazine”  for  1783  from  notes  by 
the  Rev.  Mr.  Jones  of  Welwyn.  They 
seem  to  show  that  Clarke  was  generally 
courtier-like  and  cautious  in  his  conversa¬ 
tion,  but  that  he  became  playful  in  the 
intimacy  of  a  few  friends.  He  remon¬ 
strated  impressively  with  his  children  for 
killing  flies.  Thomas  Bott  once  found 
him  “swimming  on  a  table,”  and  on  the 
approach  of  a  solemn  coxcomb  on  some 
such  occasion  heard  him  say,  “Boys,  be 
wise,  here  comes  a  fool!”  Warton,  in 
his  “Essay  on  Pope,”  says  that  Clarke 
would  amuse  himself  by  jumping  over 
tables  and  chairs,  and  he  appears  to  have 
been  fond  of  cards.  He  was  remarkable 
for  his  careful  economy  of  time.  He 
always  had  a  book  in  his  pocket,  and  is 
said  never  to  have  forgotten  anything 
that  he  onced  learned.  At  Norwich  he 
preached  extempore,  but  afterwards  took 
great  pains  in  the  composition  of  his 
sermons.— Stephen,  Leslie,  1887,  Dic¬ 
tionary  of  National  Biography,  vol.  X,  p. 
445. 

GENERAL 

One  of  the  most  accurate,  learned,  and 
judicious  writers  this  age  has  produced. 
— Addison,  Joseph,  1712,  The  Spectator, 
No.  367. 

Now  I  perceive  that  in  these  Sermons 
he  had  dealt  a  great  deal  in  abstract  and 
metaphysical  reasonings.  I  therefore 
asked  him  how  he  ventured  into  such 
subtilties,  which  I  never  durst  meddle 
with  ?  And  shewing  him  a  nettle,  or  the 
like  contemptible  weed,  in  my  garden,  I 
told  him,  that  weed  contained  better  argu¬ 
ments  for  the  Being  and  Attributes  of 
God,  than  all  his  metaphysicks.  He  con¬ 
fessed  it  to  be  so  ;  but  alleged  for  himself, 
that,  since  such  philosophers  as  Hobbes 
and  Spinoza  had  made  use  of  those  kind 


of  subtilties  against,  he  thought  proper  to 
shew,  that  the  like  way  of  reasoning 
might  be  better  made  use  on  the  side  of, 
religion.  Which  reason,  or  excuse,  I 
allowed  not  to  be  inconsiderable. — Whis- 
ton,  William,  1730,  Historical  Memoirs 
of  the  Life  and  Writings  of  Dr.  Samuel 
Clarke. 

Dr.  Clarke  was  as  bright  a  light  and 
masterly  a  teacher  of  truth  and  virtue  as 
ever  yet  appeared  among  us.  .  .  .  His 
sentiments  and  expressions  were  so 
masterly,  his  way  of  explaining  the 
phraseology  of  Scripture  by  collecting  and 
comparing  together  the  parallel  places,  so 
extraordinary  and  convincing,  as  to  make 
his  method  of  preaching  so  universally 
acceptable,  that  there  was  not  a  parish¬ 
ioner  who  was  not  always  pleased  at 
his  coming  into  their  Pulpit,  or  who  was 
ever  weary  of  his  instruction.  1 1  is  works 
must  last  as  long  as  any  language  re¬ 
mains  to  convey  them  to  future  times. — 
Hoadly,  Benjamin,  1738,  Life ,  Clarke's 
Works,  vol.  i. 

Even  our  better  models  are  very  de¬ 
fective.  I  have  lately  turned  over  Dr. 
Clarke’s  large  collection,  for  the  use  of 
my  parish  ;  and  yet,  with  much  altering, 
and  many  additions,  1  have  been  able  to 
pick  out  no  more  than  eight  or  ten  that  I 
could  think  passable  for  that  purpose. 
He  is  clear  and  happy  enough  in  the  ex¬ 
plication  of  Scripture  ;  but  miserably  cold 
and  lifeless ;  no  invention,  no  dignity,  no 
force;  utterly  incapable  of  enlarging  on 
a  plain  thought,  or  of  striking  out  new 
ones:  in  short,  much  less  of  a  genius 
than  I  had  supposed  him. — Hurd,  Richard, 
1761,  Letter  to  Warburton ,  Letters  from  a 
Late  Eminent  Prelate,  Dec.  25,  p.  331. 

Everywhere  abounds  in  good  sense, 
and  the  most  clear  and  accurate  reason¬ 
ing;  his  applications  of  scripture  are  per¬ 
tinent;  his  style  is  always  perspicuous, 
and  often  elegant;  he  instructs  and  he 
convinces;  in  what  then  is  he  deficient? 
In  nothing  except  in  the  power  of  inter¬ 
esting  and  seizing  the  heart.  He  shows 
you  what  you  ought  to  do ;  but  he  excites 
not  the  desire  of  doing  it;  he  treats  man 
as  if  he  were  a  being  of  pure  intellect 
without  imagination  or  passions. — Blair, 
Hugh,  1783,  Lectures  on  Rhetoric  and 
Belles-Lettres ,  ed.  Mills,  Lecture  xxix. 

After  Locke  and  Newton,  the  most  dis¬ 
tinguished  of  the  English  philosophers. 
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— Tennemann,  William  Gottlieb,  1812, 
A  Manual  of  the  History  of  Philosophy, 
tr.  Johnson,  ed.  Morcll,  p.  331. 

The  chief  glory  of  Clarke,  as  a  meta¬ 
physical  author,  is  due  to  the  boldness 
and  ability  vvitli  which  he  placed  himself 
in  the  breach  against  the  Necessitarians 
and  Fatalists  of  his  times.  With  a  mind 
far  inferior  to  that  of  I^ocke,  in  compre¬ 
hensiveness,  in  originality,  and  in  fertility 
of  invention,  he  was  nevertheless  the 
more  wary  and  skillful  disputant  of  the 
two;  possessing,  in  a  singular  degree, 
that  reach  of  thought  in  grasping  remote 
consequences,  which  effectually  saved  him 
from  those  rash  concessions  into  which 
Locke  was  frequently  betrayed  by  the 
greater  warmth  of  his  temperament  and 
vivacity  of  his  fancy.  This  logical  fore¬ 
sight  (the  natural  result  of  his  habits  of 
mathematical  study)  rendered  him 
peculiarly  fit  to  contend  with  adversaries 
eager  and  qualified  to  take  advantage  of 
every  vulnerable  point  in  his  doctrine; 
but  it  gave,  at  the  same  time,  to  his  style 
a  tameness  and  monotony,  and  want  of 
colouring,  which  never  appear  in  the  easy 
and  spirited,  though  often  unfinished  and 
unequal,  sketches  of  Locke.  Voltaire  has 
somewhere  said  of  him,  that  he  was  a  mere 
reasoning  machine,  ( un  moulindraisonne- 
ment),  and  the  expression  (though  doubt¬ 
less  much  too  unqualified)  possesses  merit, 
in  point  of  just  discrimination,  of  which 
Voltaire  was  probably  not  fully  aware. — • 
Stewart,  Dugald,  1815-21,  First  Pre¬ 
liminary  Dissertation,  Encyclopedia  Bri- 
tannica. 

Dr.  Clarke  was  a  superior  scholar,  and 
a  man  who  studied  the  Bible  with  atten¬ 
tion,  though  some  of  its  grand  doctrines 
were  not  correctly  understood  by  him. 
.  .  .  Those  who  are  partial  to  para¬ 

phrases  of  the  Bible,  which  tho  author  of 
this  work  is  not,  will  find  Clarke  and  Pyle 
not  inferior  to  the  generality  of 
paraphrasts. — Orme,  William,  1824, 
Bibliotheca  Biblica. 

The  characteristic  excellence  of  Dr. 
Clarke  as  a  writer,  consists  in  the  vigour 
and  clearness  of  his  understanding.  As 
a  metaphysician,  he  has,  we  think,  been 
greatly  overrated.  His  abstruser  specula¬ 
tions  remind  us  rather  of  the  intricate 
and  unmeaning  subtilities  of  the  school¬ 
men,  than  of  the  depth  and  comprehensive¬ 
ness  of  Bacon,  Leibnitz,  Locke,  or  Edwards. 


But  when  a  sound  and  manly  sense  is  all 
that  is  required  to  elucidate  a  question, 
there  Dr.  Clarke  appears  almost  without 
a  rival.  lie  appears,  as  a  writer, entirely 
destitute  of  imagination  and  sensibility. 
His  theological  system  was,  in  one  point, 
as  we  have  already  seen,  very  erroneous. 
In  other  respects  he  appears,  though  an 
Arminian,  to  have  held  the  leading 
principles  of  the  gospel.  Ilis  sermons  are 
clear  and  well-arranged :  but,  on  the 
whole,  much  inferior  to  the  best  of  his 
other  works.  In  life  and  warmth  of 
evangelical  sentiment  they  are  especially 
defective.  “Cunningham,  G.  G.,  1840, 
ed.t  Lives  of  Eminent  and  Illustrious  Eng¬ 
lishmen,  vol.  iv,  p.  253. 

Whatever  may  be  thought  of  the  dpriori 
argument,  as  it  is  called,  for  the  being  of 
God,  it  is  certain  that  Clarke  has  based  his 
ethical  system  on  a  just  foundation:  mor¬ 
ality  is  in  his  view  acting  and  feeling  in 
harmony  with  the  relations  of  things, 
ltight  reason  is  on  its  side,  though  probably 
mo3t  men  will  reach  moral  duties  more 
easily  in  the  method  adopted  by  Butler. 
It  is  also  to  his  honour  that  he  defended 
the  doctrine  of  moral  liberty  against  the 
Fatalist  school  which  Hobbes  had  fos¬ 
tered.  Angus,  Joseph,  1865,  The  Hand¬ 
book  of  English  Literature ,  p.  381. 

The  most  illustrious  of  all,  the  learned 
Clarke,  a  mathematician,  philosopher, 
scholar,  theologian. — Taine,  H.  A.,  1871, 
History  of  English  Literature,  tr.  Van 
Laun,  vol.  li,  bk.  iii,  ch.  iii,  p.  68. 

Sir  Isaac  Newton’s  chief  contribution 
to  metaphysics  was  in  the  form  of  'a 
scholium  to  the  second  edition  of  the 
“Principia,”  1713,  respecting  Space  and 
Duration,  which  was  subsequently  ex¬ 
panded  into  an  d  priori  argument  by  Dr. 
S.  Clarke  and  the  philosophers  of  his 
school.  It  is  singular,  yet  true,  that  the 
subsequent  deviation  from  Locke’s 
principles  and  method,  or  more  properly, 
the  recognition  of  an  appropriate  sphere 
for  a  priori  truth,  for  which  Locke’s 
analysis  had  failed  to  provide,  should  have 
been  largely  owing  to  the  influence  of 
these  two  eminent  physicists.  The  fact 
cannot  be  questioned  that  speculative 
philosophy  asserted  a  wider  range  of 
inquiry  for  itself  under  the  impulse 
given  to  it  by  Dr.  Samuel  Clarke  and 
the  theologians  and  philosophers  of  his 
school. — Ueberweg,  Friedrich,  1871, 
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History  of  Philosophy,  tr.  Morris,  vol.  n, 
p.  370. 

As  regards  style,  Clarke’s  sermons  may 
almost  be  said  to  have  been  the  models  of 
the  Scotch  “moderate”  school  of  preach¬ 
ers — heavy,  prolix,  argumentative,  full 
of  practical  good  sense,  and  possessing 
more  of  the  ardour  familiar  to  us  under 
the  name  “Evangelical.” — Minto,  Wil¬ 
li  a^i,  1872-80,  Manual  of  English  Prose 
Literature ,  p.  398. 

Homer  has  never  had  a  more  judicious 
or  acute  commentator.  .  .  .  As  a 

metaphysician,  he  was  inferior  to  Locke 
in  comprehensiveness  and  originality,  but 
possessed  more  skill  and  logical  foresight, 
the  natural  result  of  his  habits  of  mathe¬ 
matical  study ;  and  he  has  been  justly  cel¬ 
ebrated  for  the  boldness  of  ability  with 
which  he  placed  himself  in  the  breach 
against  the  Necessitarians  and  Fatalists 
of  his  times. — Chambers,  Robert,  1876, 
Cyclopedia  of  English  Literature,  ed.  Car- 
ruthers. 

Samuel  Clarke  was  a  man  of  sufficient 
intellectual  vigour  to  justify  a  very  high 
reputation,  and  his  faults  were  those 
which  are  less  obvious  to  the  eyes  of  con¬ 
temporaries  than  of  posterity.  He  was 
deficient  in  originality  and  acuteness. 
He  had  perspicuity  enough  to  avoid  some 
of  the  extravagances  of  the  school  to 
which  he  belonged,  but  not  enough  to 
detect  its  fundamental  fallacies.  His 
contemporaries  might  therefore  regard 
him  as  a  bold,  yet  wary,  logician;  to  us 
he  appears  to  be  a  second-rate  advocate 
of  opinions  interesting  only  in  the  mouths 
of  the  greater  men  who  were  their  first 
and  ablest  advocates.  He  somewhat 
resembles  a  more  recent  Cambridge 
philosopher.  Dr.  Whewell,  and  stands  to 
Leibnitz  in  the  same  sort  of  relation  which 
Whewell  occupied  to  modern  German 
philosophers.  In  softening  the  foreign 
doctrines  to  suit  English  tastes,  he  suc¬ 
ceeds  in  enervating  them  without  making 
them  substantially  more  reasonable. 
Clarke  was  the  great  English  representa¬ 
tive  of  the  d  priori  method  of  construct¬ 
ing  a  system  of  theology.  He  was 
sufficiently  tainted  by  rationalism  to  fall 
into  certain  errors  in  regard  to  the 
doctrine  of  the  Trinity ;  and  his  incipient 
heterodoxy  has  caused  later  theologians 
to  look  upon  him  with  suspicion,  and  has 
helped  to  reduce  his  name  to  a  humble 


position  in  the  list  of  eminent  defenders 
of  the  faith.  A  more  special  character¬ 
istic  resulted  from  his  being  regarded  by 
himself  and  others  as  a  theological  lieu¬ 
tenant  of  Newton.  In  defence  of  that 
great  name  he  plunged  into  a  remarkable 
controversy  with  Leibnitz,  from  which  he 
was  held  to  have  emerged  with  honour. 
The  whole  tone  of  his  writings  is  coloured 
by  the  same  influence.  His  ambition  ap¬ 
parently  was  to  compose  a  work  which 
should  be  to  Christianity  what  the 
“Principia”  was  to  astronomy.  More 
than  any  English  writer  he  clothes  his 
arguments  with  that  apparatus  of  quasi- 
mathematical  phraseology  which  was 
common  to  most  of  the  followers  of 
Descartes.  —  Stephen,  Leslie,  1876, 
History  of  English  Thought  in  the  Eighteenth. 
Century ,  vol.  I,  p.  119. 

If  these  editions  [of  Homer]  had  ap¬ 
peared  before  the  age  of  Bentley,  they 
might  have  had  some  prospect  of  more 
durable  reputation;  but  the  rapid  advance 
of  modern  scholarship  has  left  them  far 
behind ;  and  they  now  remain  chiefly  as 
witnesses  of  the  large  and  liberal  culture 
of  mind  more  scientific  than  critical. — 
Martineau,  James,  1885,  Types  of  Ethical 
Theory ,  vol.  II,  p.  429. 

The  clear  and  solid  reasonings  of  Samuel 
Clarke. — Abbey,  Charles  J.,  1887,  The 
English  Church  and  Its  Bishops ,  1700- 
1800,  vol.  I,  p.  41. 

With  much  convincing  force,  but  in  a 
cold,  mathematical  style. -  -Robertson, 
J.  Logie,  1894,  A  History  of  English  Lit¬ 
erature ,  p.  252. 

Clarke’s  style  is  not  particularly  attract¬ 
ive.  It  is  usually  intelligible  and  fairly 
clear,  but  it  inclines  to  be  ponderous, 
and  is  marred  by  too  plentiful  sprinklings 
of  Scripture  texts.  He  has  no  humour, 
no  imagination,  and  no  great  depth  or 
originality  of  thought.  In  his  philosoph¬ 
ical  writings  he  sought  to  introduce  the 
truths  of  other  men  in  plain  and  simple 
language  and  succeeded  fairly  well.  His 
sermons  are  clear,  forcible  and  well 
sustained.  They  exhibit  great  common- 
sense  and  moderation,  and  though  far 
from  beautiful,  are  dignified  and  in  good 
taste.  His  Paraphrases  of  the  Gospels 
are  very  able.  The  language  is  vigorous 
and  fairly  natural.  They  are  colloquial, 
without  irreverence  or  undue  familiarity. 
— Fitzroy,  A.  I. ,  1894,  English  Prose, p.637. 
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Sir  Richard  Steele 

1672-1729. 

Born,  in  Dublin,  March  1672.  Early  education  at  Charterhouse,  Nov.  1684  to  Nov. 
1689.  Matric.,  Ch.  Ch.,  Oxford,  13  March  1690;  Postmaster  Merton  Coll.,  1691. 
Left  Oxford,  1694.  Took  no  degree.  Entered  the  army,  1695.  Priv.  Sec.  to  Lord 
Cutts,  1696-97.  Commission  in  the  Guards,  1697.  Play,  “The  Funeral,”  produced 
at  Drury  Lane,  Dec.  1701;  “The  Lying  Lover,”  Dec.  1703;  “The  Tender  Husband,” 
April  1705.  Married  (i)  Mrs.  Margaret  Stretch,  1705.  Gentleman-Waiter  to  Prince 
George  of  Denmark,  Aug.  1706  to  Oct.  1708.  Wife  died,  Dec.  1706.  Gazetteer, 
May  1707  to  Oct.  1710.  Married  (ii)  Mary  Scurlock,  Sept.  1707.  Contrib.  to  “The 
Muses  Mercury,”  1707;  to  “Spectator,”  March  1711  to  Dec.  1714;  to  “Guardian,” 
March  to  Oct.  1713;  to  “The  Englishman,”  Oct.  1713  to  Nov.  1715.  Commissioner 
of  Stamp  Office,  Jan.  1710  to  June  1713.  M.  P.  for  Stockbridge,  1713;  expelled  from 
House  of  Commons  on  account  of  passages  in  writings,  1714.  Surveyor  of  Royal 
Stables  at  Hampton  Court,  1714.  Lieutenant  for  County  of  Middlesex,  and  J.  P., 
1714.  Governor  of  Royal  Company  of  Comedians,  1715-20.  Knighted,  1715.  M.  P. 
for  Boroughbridge,  1715.  Commissioner  of  Forfeited  Estates  in  Scotland,  1715. 
Edited  “The  Theatre”  (under  pseud.  “Sir  John  Edgar”),  Jan.  to  April  1720.  M. 
P.  for  Wendover,  March  1722.  Comedy,  “The  Conscious  Lovers,”  produced  at  Drury 
Lane,  Nov.  1722.  Later  years  spent  in  retirement,  mainly  in  Wales.  Died  at  Car¬ 
marthen,  1  Sept.  1729.  Works:  “The  Procession”  (anon.),  1695;  “The  Christian 
Hero,”  1701;  “The  Funeral,”  1702;  “The  Lying  Lover,”  1704;  “The  Tender  Hus¬ 
band,”  1705;  “Letter  to  Dr.  Sacheverell”  (under  pseud,  “Isaac  Bickerstaff”), 
1709;  “The  Tatler”  (under  pseud.  “ Isaac  Bickerstaff, ”  4  vols. ),  1709-11;  Contribu¬ 
tions  to  “The  Spectator,”  1711-14;  to  “The  Guardian,”  1713;  to  “The  Englishman, ” 
1713-15;  “The  Importance  of  Dunkirk  Considered,”  1713;  “The  Englishman’s  Thanks 
to  the  Duke  of  Marlborough”  (anon.),  1712;  “The  Crisis,”  1713;  “Letter  to  the 
Tongue-loosed  Doctor”  (under  pseud.  “Isaac  Bickerstaff”)  1713;  “Speech  on  the 
proposal  of  SirT.  Hanmer  for  Speaker,”  1714;  “Letter  to  a  Member  of  Parliament,” 
1714;  “Apology  for  Himself  and  his  Writings,”  1714;  “A  Defence  for  drinking  to 
the  pious  memory  of  K.  Charles  I.,”  1714;  “Romish  Ecclesiastical  History  of  Late 
Years,”  1714;  “Letter  from  the  Earl  of  Mar  to  the  King,”  1715;  “The  Lover;  to 
which  is  added,  the  Reader,”  1715;  “Political  Writings,”  1715;  “Town-Talk” 
(9  nos.),  1715-16;  “Chit-Chat”  (under  pseud.  “Humphrey  Philroye”),  1716;  “The 
British  Subjects'  Answer  to  the  Pretender's  Declaration,”  1716;  “Speech  for 
Repealing  of  the  Triennial  Act,”  1716;  “The  Tea  Table,”  1716;  “An  Account  of 

the  Fish-Pool”  (with  J.  Gilmore),  1718;  “Letter  to  the  Earl  of  0 - d,”  1719; 

“The  Spinster,”  1719;  “The  Antidote”  (2  nos.;  anon.),  1719;  “Inquiry  into  the 
Manner  of  Creating  Peers”  (anon.),  1719;  “The  Plebeian”  (anon.),  1719;  “The 
Theatre”  (under  pseud.  “Sir  John  Edgar”),  1720;  “ The  Crisis  of  Poverty, ”  1720 ; 

“A  Nation  a  Family,”  1720;  “The  D - n  of  W - r  still  the  same”  (anon.), 

1720;  “State  of  the  Case  between  the  Lord  Chamberlain,  etc.,”  1720;  “The 
Conscious  Lovers,”  1723;  “Dramatick  Works,  1723;  “Woods’  Melancholly  Com¬ 
plaint”  (anon.),  1725.  Posthumous:  “Epistolary  Correspondence,”  ed.  by  J. 
Nichols,  1787.  He  translated:  Cerri’s  “Account  of  the  State  of  the  Roman 
Catholic  Religion,”  1715;  and  edited:  “Poetical  Miscellanies,”  1714;  “The  Ladies' 
Library,”  1714.  Life:  by  G.  A.  A itken,  1889.— Sharp,  R.  -  arquharson,  1897, 
A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  267. 

PERSONAL 

On  Sunday  night  last,  Captain  Keely 
and  one  Mr.  Steele,  an  officer  of  the 
Guards,  fought  a  duel  in  Hide-Park,  in 
which  the  latter  was  mortally  wounded, 
and  some  say  he  is  since  Dead. — Flying 
Post,  1700,  June  18-20. 

After  the  first  Bottle  he  is  no 


disagreeable  Companion.  I  never  knew  him 
taxed  with  Ill-nature,  which  hath  made  me 
wonder  how  Ingratitude  came  to  be  his 
prevailing  Vice ;  and  I  am  apt  to  think  it 
proceeds  more  from  some  unaccountable 
sort  of  Instinct,  than  Premedtiation.  Being 
the  most  imprudent  Man  alive,  he  never 
follows  the  Advice  of  his  Friends,  but  is 
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wholly  at  the  mercy  of  Fools  or  Knaves, 
or  hurried  away  by  his  own  Caprice ;  by 
which  he  hath  committed  more  Absurdities 
in  Oeconomy,  Friendship,  Love,  Duty, 
good  Manners,  Politics,  Religion  and 
Writing,  than  ever  fell  to  one  Man’s 
share. — Swift,  Jonathan,  1713,  The 
Importance  of  the  Guardian  Considered. 

D’ye  see  that  black  beau  (stuck  up  in 
a  pert  chariot),  thickset,  his  eyes  in  his 
head  with  hanging  eyebrows,  broad  face, 
and  tallow  complexion.  ...  I  long 
to  inform  myself  if  that  coach  be  his  own. 

.  .  .  He  is  called  M.  L’ Ingrate.  .  .  . 
Though  he’s  a  most  incorrect  writer,  he 
pleases  in  spight  of  his  faults. 

I  remember  him  almost  t’other  day  but  a 
wretched  common  trooper.  He  had  the 
luck  to  write  a  small  poem,  and  dedicated 
it  to  a  person  he  never  saw. 

His  morals  were  loose.— Manley,  Mrs. 
Mary  de  la  Riviere,  1709, New  Atalantis, 
vol.  I,  p.  131. 

Richard  Steel,  esq.,  member  of  parlia¬ 
ment,  was  on  Thursday  last,  about  12 
o’clock  at  night,  expelled  the  house  of 
commons  for  a  roguish  pampblett  called 
“The  Crisis,”  and  for  several  other 
pamphletts,  in  which  he  hath  abused  the 
queen,  &c.  This  Steel  was  formerly  of 
Christ  Church  in  Oxford,  and  afterwards 
of  Merton  college.  He  was  a  rakish, 
wild,  drunken  spark;  but  he  got  a  good 
reputation  by  publishing  a  paper  that 
came  out  daily,  called  “The  Tatler, ”  and 
by  another  called  “The  Spectator but 
the  most  ingenious  of  these  papers  were 
written  by  Mr.  Addison,  and  Dr.  Swift, 
as  ’tis  reported.  And  when  these  two 
had  left  him,  he  appeared  to  be  a  mean, 
heavy,  weak  writer,  as  is  sufficiently 
demonstrated  in  his  papers  called  “The 
Guardian,”  “The  Englishman,  ”  and  “The 
Lover.”  He  now  writes  for  bread,  being 
involved  in  debt. —'He arne,  Thomas, 
1713-14,  Reliquiee  Hearniance ,  ed.  Bliss , 
March  23,  vol.  I,  p.  296. 

Sir  John  Edgar  is  of  a  middle  stature, 
broad  shoulders,  thick  legs,  a  shape  like 
the  picture  of  somebody  over  a  farmer’s 
chimney — a  short  chin,  a  short  nose,  a 
short  forehead,  a  broad  flat  face,  and  a 
dusky  countenance.  Yet  with  such  a  face 
and  such  a  shape,  he  discovered  at  sixty 
that  he  took  himself  for  a  beauty,  and 
appeared  to  be  more  mortified  at  being 
told  that  he  was  ugly,  than  he  was  by  any 


reflection  made  upon  his  honour  or  under¬ 
standing.  .  .  .  He  is  a  gentleman 

born,  witness  himself,  of  very  honourable 
family;  certainly  of  a  very  ancient  one, 
for  his  ancestors  flourished  in  Tipperary 
long  before  the  English  ever  set  foot  in 
Ireland.  He  has  testimony  of  this  more 
authentic  than  the  Herald’s  Office  or  any 
human  testimony.  For  God  has  marked 
him  more  abundantly  than  he  did  Cain, 
and  stamped  his  native  country  on  his 
face,  his  understanding,  his  writings,  his 
actions,  his  passions,  and,  above  all,  his 
vanity.  The  Hibernian  brogue  is  still 
upon  all  these,  though  long  habit  and 
length  of  days  have  worn  it  off  his  tongue. 
— Dennis,  John,  1720,  The  Character  and 
Conduct  of  Sir  John  Edgar. 

Sir  Richard  Steele  was  a  very  good- 
natured  man. — Montagu,  Lady  Mary 
Wortley,  1740-41,  Spence's  Anecdotes, 
ed.  Singer,  p.  175. 

Sir  Richard  Steele  having  one  day  in¬ 
vited  to  his  house  a  great  number  of 
persons  of  the  first  quality,  they  were 
surprised  at  the  number  of  liveries  which 
surrounded  the  table ;  and  after  dinner, 
when  wine  and  mirth  had  set  them  free 
from  the  observations  of  a  rigid  ceremony, 
one  of  them  inquired  of  Sir  Richard  how 
such  an  expensive  train  of  domesticks 
cou(d  be  consistent  with  his  fortune.  Sir 
Richard  very  frankly  confessed  that  they 
were  fellows  of  whom  he  would  willingly 
be  rid.  And  then,  being  asked  why  he 
did  not  discharge  them,  declared  that 
they  were  bailiffs,  who  had  introduced 
themselves  with  an  execution,  and  whom, 
since  he  could  not  send  them  away,  he  had 
thought  it  convenient  to  embellish  with 
liveries,  that  they  might  do  him  credit 
while  they  staid. — Johnson,  Samuel, 
1744,  Life  of  Richard  Savage. 

Our  author  was  a  man  of  the  highest 
benevolence ;  he  celebrates  a  generous 
action  with  a  warmth  that  is  only  peculiar 
to  a  good  heart;  and  however  he  may  be 
blamed  for  want  of  oeconomy,  &c.,  yet  was 
he  the  most  agreeable,  and  if  we  may  be 
allowed  the  expression,  the  most  innocent 
rake  that  ever  trod  the  rounds  of  indul¬ 
gence.— Cibber,  Theophilus,  1753,  Lives 
of  the  Poets,  vol.  iv,  p.  116. 

There  was  a  great  similitude  between 
his  [Fielding]  character  and  that  of  Sir 
Richard  Steele.  He  had  the  advantage 
both  in  learning,  and,  in  my  opinion, 
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genius  :  they  both  agreed  in  wanting  money 
in  spite  of  all  their  friends,  and  would 
have  wanted  it,  if  their  hereditary  lands 
had  been  as  extensive  a3  their  imagina¬ 
tion.  Montagu,  Lady  Mary  Wortley, 
1755,  letter  to  the  Countess  of  Bute,  Sept. 
22. 

1  was  told  he  retained  hisciieerful  sweet¬ 
ness  of  temper  to  the  last;  and  would 
often  be  carried  out  in  a  summer’sevening, 
when  the  country  lads  and  lasses  were 
assembled  at  their  rural  sports,  and  with 
his  pencil  give  an  order  on  his  agent,  the 
mercer,  for  a  new  gown  to  the  best 
dancer.  Victor,  Benjamin,  1776,  Orig¬ 
inal  Letters ,  Dramatic  Pieces,  and  Poems, 
vol.  I,  p.  330. 

He  was  one  of  those  whose  hearts  are 
the  dupes  of  their  imaginations,  and  who 
are  hurried  through  life  by  the  most 
despotic  volition.  He  always  preferred 
his  caprices  lo  his  interests;  or,  accord¬ 
ing  to  his  own  notion,  very  ingenious,  but 
not  a  little  absurd,  “he  was  always  of 
the  humour  of  preferring  the  state  of  his 
mind  to  that  of  his  fortune."  Disraeli, 
Isaac,  1812-13,  Genius  the  Dupe  of  Its 
Passions,  Calamities  of  Authors. 

The  privilege  [expulsion  from  Parlia¬ 
ment]  was  far  more  unwarrantably  exerted 
by  the  opposite  party  in  1714,  against  sir 
Richard  Steele,  expelled  the  house  for  writ¬ 
ing  "The  Crisis,  ”  a  pamphlet  reflecting  on 
the  ministry.  This  was,  perhaps,  the  first 
instance  wherein  the  house  of  commons 
so  identified  itself  with  the  executive  ad¬ 
ministration,  independently  of  the  sover¬ 
eign’s  person,  as  to  consider  itself  libelled 
by  those  who  impugned  its  measures. — 
Hallam,  Henry,  1827-41,  The  Constitu¬ 
tional  History  of  England,  vol.  n,  ck.  xvi, 
p.  470. 

Steele  is  said  to  have  behaved  to  Ad¬ 
dison  in  society  with  a  marked  deference, 
very  uncommon  and  striking  between  old 
comrades,  equal  in  age,  and  nearly  so  in 
all  things  excepting  genuis  and  conduct. 
In  private,  however,  there  can  be  little 
doubt  that  they  associated  together  on 
terms  of  great  familiarity  and  confidence, 
and  were  frequent  depositaries  of  the 
literary  projects  of  each  other. — Aikin, 
Lucy,  1843,  Life  of  Addison,  ch.  vii. 

He  was  one  of  those  people  whom  it  is 
impossible  either  to  hate  or  to  respect. 
His  temper  was  sweet,  his  affections 


warm,  his  spirits  lively,  his  passions 
strong,  and  his  principles  weak.  His  life 
was  spent  in  sinning  and  repenting,  in 
inculcating  what  was  right,  and  doing 
what  was  wrong.  In  speculation,  he  was  a 
man  of  piety  and  honour;  in  practice,  he 
was  much  of  the  rake  and  a  little  of  the 
swindler.  He  was,  however,  so  good- 
natured  that  it  was  not  easy  to  be  seriously 
angry  with  him,  and  that  even  rigid 
moralists  felt  more  inclined  to  pity  than 
to  blame  him,  when  he  diced  himself  into 
a  sponging-house,  or  drank  himself  into  a 
fever. — Macaulay,  Thomas  Babingtox, 
1843,  Life  and  Writings  of  Addison,  Edin¬ 
burgh  Review ;  Critical  and  Miscellaneous 
Essays. 

If  there  were  no  worse  men  in  the  world 
than  Steele,  what  a  planet  we  should  have 
of  it  ?  Steele  knew  his  own  foibles  as  wel  I 
as  any  man.  He  regretted,  and  made 
amends  for  them,  and  left  posterity  a 
name  for  which  they  have  reason  to  thank 
and  love  him.— Hunt,  Leigh,  1849,  A 
Book  for  the  Corner,  vol.  li,  p.  40. 

He  had  survived  much,  but  neither  his 
cheerful  temper  nor  his  kind  philosophy. 
He  would  be  carried  out  in  a  summer’e 
evening,  where  the  country  lads  and  lasses 
were  at  their  rural  sports,  and  with  his 
pencil  give  an  order  on  his  agent  for  a  new 
gown  to  the  best  dancer.  That  was  the 
last  thing  seen  of  Richard  Steele.  And 
the  youths  and  maidens  who  saw  him  in 
his  invalid-chair,  enfeebled  and  dying,  saw 
him  still  as  the  wits  and  fine  ladies  and 
gentlemen  had  seen  him  in  his  gaiety  and 
youth,  when  he  sat  in  the  chair  of  Mr. 
Bickerstaff,  creating  pleasure  for  himself 
by  the  communication  of  pleasure  to 
others,  and  in  proportion  to  the  happiness 
he  distributed  increasing  his  own. — For¬ 
ster,  John,  1855,  Sir  Richard  Steele , 
Quarterly  Review,  vol.  96,  p.  568. 

Who  has  not  heard  of  Sir  Richard 
Steele?  Wordsworth  says  of  one  of  his 
characters — * 

“She  was  known  to  every  star, 

And  every  wind  that  blows.” 

Poor  Dick  was  known  to  every  sponging- 
house,  and  to  every  bailiff  that,  blowing 
in  pursuit,  walked  the  London  streets. 
A  fine-hearted,  warm-blooded  character, 
without  any  atom  of  prudence,  self- 
control,  reticence,  or  forethought ;  quite 
as  destitute  of  malice  or  envy ;  perpetu¬ 
ally  sinning  and  perpetually  repenting; 
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never  positively  irreligious,  even  when 
drunk;  and  often  excessively  pious  when 
recovering  sobriety, —Steele  reeled  his 
way  through  life,  and  died  with  the 
reputation  of  being  an  orthodox  Christian 
and  a  (nearly)  habitual  drunkard;  the 
most  affectionate  and  most  faithless  of 
husbands ;  a  brave  soldier,  and  in  many 
points  an  arrant  fool ;  a  violent  politician, 
and  the  best  natured  of  men,  a  writer 
extremely  lively,  for  this,  among  other 
reasons,  that  he  wrote  generally  on  his 
legs,  flying  or  meditating  flight  from  his 
creditors;  and  who  embodied  in  himself 
the  titles  of  his  three  principal  works — 
“The  Christian  Hero,”  “The  Tender 
Husband,"  and  the  “Tatler;" — being  a 
“Christian  Hero,"  in  intention,  one  of 
those  intentions  with  which  a  certain 
place  is  paved;  a  “Tender  Husband,"  if 
not  a  true  one,  to  his  two  ladies ;  and  a 
“Tatler"  to  all  persons,  in  all  circum¬ 
stances  and  at  all  times. — Gilfillan, 
George,  1859,  ed.,  Poetical  Works  of 
Joseph  Addison,  etc.,  Life,  p.  xiv. 

From  the  time  of  his  leaving  college 
without  a  degree,  to  the  day  of  his  death 
on  the  banks  of  the  Towy,  at  the  age  of 
58,  an  old  man  before  his  time,  he  was  the 
victim  of  his  own  temperament.  He  was 
completely  incapable  of  restraining  him¬ 
self.  He  was  genial,  good-natured  to  ex¬ 
cess,  fond  of  good  society,  and,  to  use  the 
words  of  Lady  Mary  W.  Montagu,  like 
Fielding,  so  made  for  happiness,  that  it 
is  a  pity  he  was  not  immortal.  But  hap¬ 
piness  never  came.  In  politics  and  in  the 
business  of  life  he  was  equally  unsuccess¬ 
ful.  Even  in  affairs  of  the  heart,  in  which, 
as  might  be  supposed,  he  had  his  share, 
he  does  not  seem  to  have  prospered.  The 
“perverse"  widow  (widows,  as  De  Cover- 
ley  and  more  of  us  have  experienced,  are 
too  often  “perverse")  left  a  wound  in  his 
heart  that,  we  suspect,  was  never  quite 
healed.  Indeed,  as  Charter-house  boy, 
collegian,  soldier,  lover,  pamphleteer, 
gazetteer.  Parliament  man,  patentee,  in¬ 
ventor  of  fish  machines,  and  father  of  a 
family,  poor  Sir  Richard  failed  to  reach 
the  personal  success  he  promised  himself. 
He  was  a  brave  adventurer,  but  he  never 
had  the  luck  to  secure  a  great  prize ;  or, 
having  secured  it,  he  was  unable  to  retain 
it.  And  the  reason  is  plain.  He  failed, 
as  all  others  have  failed  who  attempted 
to  eat  the  grape  and  drink  the  wine. 


—Purnell,  Thomas,  1867,  Literature  and 
Its  Professors ,  p.  202. 

Was  it  not  in  this  age  that  loose  Dick 
Steele  paid  his  wife  the  finest  compliment 
ever  paid  to  woman,  when  he  said  “that 
to  love  her  was  a  liberal  education?" — 
Lowell,  James  Russell,  1871-90,  Pope , 
Prose  Works,  Riverside  ed .,  vol.  IV,  p .  49. 

That  bundle  of  failings  and  weaknesses. 

It  was  surface  wickedness  with 
Steele  entirely:  His  heart  was  tender, 
and  his  character  simple  as  a  child’s.  - 
Smith,  George  Barnett,  1875,  Poets  and 
Novelists,  p.  43. 

He  had  two  wives,  whom  he  loved  dearly 
and  treated  badly.  He  hired  grand  houses, 
and  bought  fine  horses  for  which  he  could 
never  pay.  He  was  often  religious,  but 
more  often  drunk.  As  a  man  of  letters, 
other  men  of  letters  who  followed  him, 
such  as  Thackeray,  could  not  be  very 
proud  of  him.  But  everybody  loved  him; 
and  he  seems  to  have  been  the  inventor 
of  that  flying  literature  which,  with  many 
changes  in  form  and  manner,  has  done  so 
much  for  the  amusement  and  edification 
of  readers  ever  since  his  time. — Trol¬ 
lope,  Anthony,  1879,  Thackeray  ( English 
Men  of  Letters),  p.  162. 

Dick  Steele  may  have  had  many  weak¬ 
nesses  and  some  vices,  but  we  could  for¬ 
give  a  good  deal  of  both  to  a  man  who 
could  write  so  tenderly  to  a  woman  as  he 
writes  to  his  “dear  Prue."  .  .  .  After 
marriage  Steele’s  gayety,  his  conviviality, 
and  his  recklessness  about  getting  into 
debt,  must  often  have  made  trouble  for 
Mrs.  Steele,  and  she  must  have  had  much 
cause  to  reproach  him.  Yet  he  almost 
disarms  censure  by  his  penitent  acknowl¬ 
edgement  of  his  faults  and  by  his  constant 
affection.— Richardson,  AbbySage,  1882, 
ed.,  Old  Love-Letters,  p.  61. 

I  am  confident  that  the  result  of  the 
fuller  study  of  his  life,  which  is  now 
rendered  practicable,  will  be  the  convic¬ 
tion  that,  in  spite  of  weaknesses,  which 
are  among  the  most  apparent  of  all  those 
to  which  mortals  are  liable,  Steele’s  char¬ 
acter  is  more  attractive  and  essentially 
nobler  than,  perhaps  that  of  any  of  the 
greatest  of  his  contemporaries  in  the 
world  of  letters. — Aitken,  George  A., 
1889,  The  Life  of  Richard  Steele,  vol.  I, 
Preface. 

We  have  a  characteristic  glimpse  of 
him  in  his  later  years — for  he  lived  far 
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down  into  the  days  of  the  Georges  (one 
of  whom  gave  him  his  knighthood  and 
title) — whan  he  is  palsied,  at  his  charming 
country  home  in  Wales,  and  totters  out 
to  see  the  village  girls  dance  upon  the 
green,  and  insists  upon  sending  off  to  buy 
a  new  gown  for  the  best  dancer  ;  this  was 
so  like  him !  And  it  would  have  been  like 
him  to  carry  his  palsied  steps  straight 
thereafter  to  the  grave  where  his  True 
and  the  memory  of  all  his  married  joys 
and  hopes  lay  sleeping. — Mitchell,  Don¬ 
ald  G.,  1890,  English  Lands  Letters  and 
Kings,  From  Elizabeth  to  Anne,  p.  287. 

That  Steele  was  an  undetected  hypocrite 
and  a  sentimental  debauchee  is  now  no 
longer  maintained,  although  it  cannot  be 
denied  that  his  will  was  often  weaker  than 
his  purpose;  that  he  was  constitutionally 
improvident  and  impecunious;  and  that, 
like  many  of  his  contemporaries  in  that 
hard-drinking  century,  he  was  far  too 
easily  seduced  by  his  compliant  good- 
fellowship  into  excess  in  wine.  “I  shall 
not  carry  my  humility  so  far  as  to  call 
myself  a  vicious  man.”  he  wrote  in 
“Tatler”  No.  271,  “but  must  confess  my 
life  is  at  best  but  pardonable.”  When 
so  much  is  admitted,  it  is  needless  to 
charge  the  picture,  though  it  may  be 
added  that,  with  all  his  faults,  allowed 
and  imputed,  there  is  abundant  evidence 
to  prove  that  he  was  not  only  a  doting 
husband  and  an  affectionate  father,  but  also 
a  loyal  friend  and  an  earnest  and  unselfish 
patriot. — Dobson,  Austin,  1898,  Diction¬ 
ary  of  National  Biography ,  vol.  liv,  p.  136. 

Steele  was  not  cast  in  the  heroic  mould. 
He  was  a  man  of  many  weaknesses,  incon¬ 
sistencies — careless,  improvident,  fool¬ 
ishly  sanguine;  and  easy  prey  to  the 
temptations  of  conviviality ;  often  reckless 
in  word  and  deed.  But  his  personality  is 
none  the  less  a  singularly  attractive  one. 
He  was  full  of  the  milk  of  human  kindness. 
With  the  defects  of  his  Irish  blood,  he 
had  its  good  qualities  as  well — its  warmth, 
sympathy,  buoyant  courage.  Often  as  he 
fell  short  of  his  own  ideals,  he  honestly 
loved  what  was  true,  pure,  and  good.  He 
was  a  loyal  friend  and  a  devoted  husband 
and  father.  But  nowhere  is  his  thorough 
manliness  exhibited  more  fully  than  in  his 
chivalrous  treatment  of  women.  In  that 
age  of  coarseness  and  frivolity,  he  spoke 
of  them  always  with  genuine  admiration 
and  respect;  and  were  there  no  reason 


for  it  but  this,  we  ought  to  hold  his  name 
in  kindly  remembrance.  Other  men  of 
his  time  may  make  larger  claims  upon  our 
attention ;  for  none  do  we  conceive  so 
deep  an  affection.  Perhaps  our  feeling 
toward  him  is  best  illustrated  by  the  fact 
that,  despite  the  dignity  of  knighthood 
bestowed  upon  him  by  George  I.,  we  still 
find  ourselves  constantly  thinking  and 
speaking  of  him  as  “Dick”  Steele. — Hud¬ 
son,  William  Henry,  1899,  ed.,  The  Sir 
Roger  De  Coverley  Papers,  Introduction, 
p.  xi. 

Dick  Steele,  who  did  bo  love  his  wife  and 
friend, 

Who  gave  to  Addison  of  praise  no  end, 

And  wrote  his  Prue  snch  tender  letters 
daily 

I  like  and  love.  What  though  he  took  life 
gaily 

And  sometimes  did  strict  laws  of  right  offend? 
His  sins  are  free  from  guile.  His  deeds  por¬ 
tend 

No  serpent’s  craft:  he  orawls  not,  is  not 
scaly. 

No  faults  of  his  could  land  him  in  Old 
Bailey. 

High  spirits  and  warm  heart;  a  wit  as  sweet 
As  it  was  shining;  courage  as  high  os  any  ; 
And  civic  virtue,  giving  to  his  seat 
In  Parliament  a  fortress  for  the  many — 
Say,  are  not  these  a  character  complete, 

And  need  we  care  for  wasted  pound  or 
penny? 

— Hutson,  Charles  Woodward,  1899, 
The  Bookman,  August. 

Steele  himself  was  no  model  of  pro¬ 
priety  like  Addison.  Indeed,  he  resembled 
Hogarth's  “bad  apprentice”  in  compar¬ 
ison.  He  had  been  a  shuttlecock  on  the 
battledore  of  chance.  He  had  dabbled  in 
lotteries,  in  the  philosopher's  stone,  in 
political  intrigue,  in  what  you  will.  He 
was  fond  of  pleasure  and  display ;  he  was 
indiscreet ;  he  was  ever  falling,  and  always 
repenting.  Debt,  and  even  dissipation, 
were  his  concomitants.  But  nevertheless 
he  loved  his  home  and  humbly  adored  his 
God.  He  was  human  to  the  core,  in 
frailty  as  in  generous  aspiration.  Politics 
drummed  him  out  of  his  office,  as  his 
patron,  Mainwaring,  had  drummed  him  in. 
He  was  no  politician,  and  in  this  sphere 
merely  a  mouthpiece.  He  was  intemper¬ 
ate  in  his  quarrels,  especially  with  Swift. 
He  lacked  self-control.  But  he  was  irre¬ 
pressible  and  inexhaustible.  —  Sichel, 
Walter,  1901,  Bolingbroke  and  His  Timet, 

p.  118. 
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THE  CHRISTIAN  HERO 
1701 

Steele  began  his  career  as  a  writer,  with 
a  poem,  his  “Christian  Heroes,”  which 
justified  no  great  expectations.  This 
poem  could  have  little  of  soul  or  of  nature 
in  it,  because  the  contents  stood  in  a  most 
surprising  contradiction  with  Steele’s 
scandalous  and  dissolute  course  of  life. 
Schlosser,  Friedrich  Christoph,  1823- 
43,  History  of  the  Eighteenth  Century ,  vol.  I, 

p.  102. 

Breathes  the  very  spirit  of  piety. 
Morris,  Edward  E.,  1876,  The  Age  of 
Anne  ( Epochs  of  Modern  History ),  p.  239. 

One  would  hardly  have  looked  to  him 
for  any  early  talk  about  the  life  of  a  true 
Christian  Hero.  But  he  did  write  a 
book  so  entitled,  in  those  wild  young  days, 
as  a  sort  of  kedge  anchor,  he  says,  whereby 
he  might  haul  out  from  the  shoals  of  the 
wicked  town,  and  indulge  in  a  sort  of 
contemplative  piety.  It  was  and  is  a  very 
good  little  book,  but  it  did  not  hold  a  bit, 
as  an  anchor.— Mitchell,  Donald  G., 
1890,  English  Lands  Letters  and  Kings, 
From,  Elizabeth  to  Anne,  p.  281. 

A  manual  of  ethics:  pious,  but  dull. — 
Emery,  Fred  Parker,  1891,  Notes  on 
English  Literature ,  p.  62. 

It  differs  considerably  both  in  style  and 
teaching  from  the  ordinary  devotional 
manual,  and  without  muchstraining  maybe 
said  to  exhibit  definite  indications  of  that 
faculty  for  essay-writing  which  was  to 
be  so  signally  developed  in  the  “Spec¬ 
tator,”  in  which  indeed  certain  portions 
of  it  were  afterwards  embodied. — Dob¬ 
son,  Austin,  1898,  Dictionary  of  National 
Biography,  vol.  Liv,  p.  131. 

THE  FUNERAL 
1702 

Nothing  can  establish  a  better  proof  of 
the  admirable  merit  of  this  play  .  .  . 

than  the  diligence  with  which  the  critics 
have  attempted,  to  no  purpose,  to  discover 
that  it  is  not  genuine;  for  the  plot  and 
the  style  are  unquestionably  the  author’s 
own,  and  the  last  is  so  peculiar,  which  is 
indeed  the  characteristic  of  Steele’s  writ¬ 
ings,  that  nothing  can  be  more  difficult  to 
get  by  heart ;  but  when  attached  to  the 
memory,  nothing  can  be  more  easy  to  re¬ 
tain.  .  .  .  Every  thing  is  perfectly  in 

nature,  and  the  moral  is  complete. 
Dibdin,  Charles,  1795,  A  Complete  History 
of  the  Stage ,  vol.  iv,  pp.  307,  308. 


Very  sprightly  and  pleasant  throughout, 
it  was  full  of  telling  hits  at  lawyers  and 
undertakers,  and,  with  a  great  many 
laughable  incidents,  and  no  laugh  raised 
at  the  expense  of  virtue  or  decency,  it  had 
one  character  (the  widow  on  whom  the 
artifice  of  her  husband’s  supposed  death  is 
played  off)  which  is  a  masterpiece  of 
comedy. — Forster,  John,  1855,  Sir  Rich¬ 
ard  Steele,  Quarterly  Review,  vol.  96, 
p.  540. 

His  sense  of  humour  enlivens  some  of 
the  scenes,  and  is,  perhaps,  chiefly  visible 
in  “The  Funeral but  for  the  most  part 
dulness  is  in  the  ascendant,  and  the  senti¬ 
ment  is  frequently  mawkish.  -Dennis, 
John,  1894,  The  Age  of  Pope,  p.  137. 

THE  TENDER  HUSBAND 
1705 

In  the  “Tender  Husband”  he  seems  to 
have  contented  himself  with  the  more 
modest  aim  of  being  harmless,  instead  of 
didactic, — in  other  words,  he  tried  to  be 
simply  amusing. — Dobson,  Austin,  1886, 
Richard  Steele  ( English  Worthies),  p.  45. 

In  this  play  he  gave  unmistakable  evi¬ 
dence  of  his  happy  genius  for  conceiving 
and  embodying  humorous  types  of  charac¬ 
ter,  putting  on  the  stage  the  parents  or 
the  grandparents  of  Squire  Western,  Tony 
Lumpkin,  and  Lydia  Languish. — Minto, 
William,  1887,  Encyclopaedia  Britannica , 
Ninth  ed.,  vol.  22,  p.  555. 

The  “Tender  Husband,”  though  not  so 
good  as  the  “Funeral,”  contains  a  great 
deal  of  genuine  comedy.  The  weakness 
of  the  play  lies  in  the  “moral”  scenes  in 
which  Clerinvmt,  senior,  makes  trial  of 
his  wife  by  means  of  Fainlove.  This  part 
of  the  story,  together  with  Fainlove’s 
marriage  with  Humphery  Gubbin,  is  far¬ 
fetched  and  out  of  place. — Aitken, 
George  A.,  1889,  The  Life  of  Richard 
Steele,  vol.  I,  p.  109. 

The  appropriateness  of  the  title  is  a 
little  open  to  question.  The  pair  of  inno¬ 
cents,  the  romantic  heiress  Biddy  Tipkin 
and  the  clumsy  heir  Humphrey  Gubbin, 
are  really  diverting,  and  in  the  first  case 
to  no  small  extent  original;  while  they 
have  furnished  hints  to  no  less  successors 
than  Fielding,  Goldsmith,  Sheridan,  and 
Miss  Austen.  The  lawyer  and  the  gallant 
are  also  distinctly  good,  and  the  aunt  has 
again  furnished  hints  for  Mrs.  Malaprop, 
as  Biddy  has  for  Lydia.  Steele,  who 
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always  confessed,  and  probably  as  a 
rule  exaggerated,  his  debts  to  Addison, 
acknowledges  them  here ;  and  there  is  a 
certain  Addisonian  tone  about  some  of  the 
humours,  though  Steele,  was  quite  able 
to  have  supplied  them.—  Saintsuury, 
George,  1898,  A  Short  History  of  English 
Literature ,  p.  535. 

THE  TATLER 
1709-11 

But  hitherto  your  Miscellanies  have 
safely  run  the  gauntlet,  through  all  the 
coffee-houses ;  which  are  now  entertained 
with  a  whimsical  new  newspaper,  called 
the  “Tatler,”  which  I  suppose  you  have 
seen.  This  is  the  newest  thing  I  can  tell 
you  of.— Wycherley,  William,  1709, 
Letter  to  Pope,  May  19. 

I  really  have  acted  in  these  cases  with 
honesty,  and  am  concerned  it  should  be 
thought  otherwise :  For  wit,  if  a  man 
had  it,  unless  it  be  directed  to  some  use¬ 
ful  end,  is  but  a  wanton,  frivolous  quality ; 
all  that  one  should  value  himself  upon  in 
this  kind  is,  that  he  has  some  honourable 
intention  in  it. — Steele,  Richard,  1710, 
The  Tatler ,  Preface. 

It  must,  indeed,  be  confessed  that  never 
man  threw  up  his  pen  under  stronger 
temptations  to  have  employed  it  longer ; 
his  reputation  was  at  a  greater  height 
than,  I  believe,  ever  any  living  author’s 
was  before  him.  There  is  this 

noble  difference  between  him  and  all  the 
rest  of  our  polite  and  gallant  authors  :  the 
latter  have  endeavoured  to  please  the  age 
by  falling  in  with  them,  and  encouraging 
them  in  their  fashionable  vices  and  false 
notions  of  things.  It  would  have  been  a 
jest  some  time  since,  for  a  man  to  have 
asserted  that  anything  witty  could  be  said 
in  praise  of  a  married  state ;  or  that 
devotion  and  virtue  were  anyway  neces¬ 
sary  to  the  character  of  a  fine  gentleman. 

.  .  .  It  is  incredible  to  conceive  the 

effect  his  writings  have  had  on  the  town; 
how  many  thousand  follies  they  have  either 
quite  banished,  or  given  a  very  great  check 
to;  how  much  countenance  they  have 
added  to  virtue  and  religion;  how  many 
people  they  have  rendered  happy,  by  show¬ 
ing  them  it  was  their  own  fault  if  they 
were  not  so  ;  and,  lastly,  how  entirely  they 
have  convinced  our  fops  and  young  fellows 
of  the  value  and  advantages  of  learning. 
— Gay,  John,  1711,  Present  State  of  Wit. 

Steele  appears  to  have  begun  the  paper 


without  any  concert,  or  hope  of  other 
assistance  than  what  come  spontaneously. 
His  chief  dependence  was  on  his  intelli¬ 
gence,  which  gave  him  a  superiority  over 
his  contemporaries,  who  were  merely 
news-writers^  and  had  never  discovered 
that  a  periodical  paper  might  furnish 
instruction  of  a  better  and  more  lasting 
kind.  In  the  other  parts  of  the  “Tatler,” 
he  was  at  first  less  careful ;  his  style  had 
a  familiar  vulgarity  not  unlike  that  of  the 
journal  istsTof the  age,  which  he  adopted 
either  in  compliance  with  the  prevailing 
manner,  or  by  way  of  disguise.  In  one 
paper  he  acknowledges  “incorrectness  of 
style,”  and  writing  “in  an  air  of  common 
speech.”  All  this  however  became  a 
Tatler ,  and  for  some  time  he  aimed  at 
no  higher  character.  But  when  associated 
with  Addison,  he  assumed  a  tone  more 
natural  to  a  polished  and  elegant  mind, 
and  dispersed  his  coarser  familiarity 
among  his  characteristic  correspondents. 
If  he  did  not  introduce,  he  was  the  first 
who  successfully  employed  the  harmless 
fiction  of  writing  letters  to  himself,  and 
by  that  gave  a  variety  of  amusement  and 
information  to  his  paper,  which  would 
have  been  impracticable  had  he  always 
appeared  in  his  own  character.  All  suc¬ 
ceeding  Essayists  have  endeavoured  to 
avail  themselves  of  a  privilege  so  essential 
to  this  species  of  composition,  but  it 
requires  a  mimicry  of  style  and  sentiment 
which  few  have  been  able  to  combine. — 
Chalmers,  Alexander,  1803,  ed.,  The 
Tatler,  Biographical  Preface ,  p.  44. 

I  have  .  .  .  always  preferred  the 

“Tatler”  to  the  “Spectator.”  Whether 
it  is  owing  to  my  having  been  earlier  or 
better  acquainted  with  the  one  than  the 
other,  my  pleasure  in  reading  these  two 
admirable  works  is  not  at  all  in  proportion 
to  their  comparative  reputation.  The 
“Tatler”  contains  only  half  the  number 
of  volumes,  and,  I  will  venture  to  say,  at 
least  an  equal  quantity  of  sterling  wit  and 
sense.  “The  first  sprightly  runnings” 
are  there — it  has  more  of  the  original 
spirit,  more  of  the  freshness  and  stamp  of 
nature.  The  indications  of  character  and 
strokes  of  humour  are  more  true  and  fre¬ 
quent  ;  the  reflections  that  suggest  them¬ 
selves  arise  more  from  the  occasion,  and 
are  less  spun  out  into  regular  disserta¬ 
tions.  They  are  more  like  the  remarks 
which  occur  in  sensible  conversation,  and 


758 


SIR  RICHARD  STEELE 


less  like  a  lecture.  Something  is  left  to 
the  understanding  of  the  reader.  Steele 
seems  to  have  gone  into  his  closet  chiefly 
to  set  down  what  he  observed  out  of  doors. 
Addison  seems  to  have  spent  most  of  his 
time  in  his  study,  and  to  have  spun  out  and 
wire-drawn  the  hints,  which  he  borrowed 
from  Steele,  or  took  from  nature,  to  the 
utmost.  I  am  far  from  wishing  to  depre¬ 
ciate  Addison’s  talents,  but  I  am  anxious 
to  do  justice  to  Steele,  who  was,  I  think, 
upon  the  whole,  a  less  artificial  and  more 
original  writer.  The  humorous  descrip 
tions  of  Steele  resemble  loose  sketches,  or 
fragments  of  a  comedy  ;  those  of  Addison 
are  rather  comments,  or  ingenious  para¬ 
phrases,  on  the  genuine  text. — Hazlitt, 
William,  1818,  Lectures  on  the  English 
Comic  Writers,  Lecture  v. 

This  paper  was  written  for  ladies,  .  . 
no  flash  of  genius,  no  kindling  fire,  no 
kernel,  no  strength. — Scrlosser,  Freid- 
rich  Christoph,  1823-43,  History  of  the 
Eighteenth  Century,  vol.  I,  pp.  102,  103. 

Why,  as  we  turn  over  the  papers  pre¬ 
ceding  that  number  81  which  must  be  said 
to  have  begun  the  regular  contributions 
of  Addison,  there  is  hardly  a  trait  that 
does  not  flash  upon  us  of  the  bright  wit,  the 
cordial  humour,  the  sly  satire,  the  subtle 
yet  kindly  criticism,  the  good-nature  and 
humanity,  which  have  endeared  this  de¬ 
lightful  book  to  successive  generations  of 
readers.  There  is,  indeed,  not  less  prom¬ 
inent  at  the  outset  than  it  continued  to 
the  close,  the  love  of  theatrical  represen¬ 
tations,  and  no  doubt  actors  are  criticised 
and  preachers  too;  but  we  require  no 
better  proof  than  the  very  way  in  which 
this  is  done,  of  the  new  and  original  spirit 
that  entered  with  it  into  periodical  liter¬ 
ature.  ...  At  a  time  in  no  way 
remarkable  for  refinement,  Steele’s  gal¬ 
lantry  to  women,  thus  incessantly  ex¬ 
pressed  in  “The  Tatler”  to  the  last,  was 
that  of  a  Sir  Tristan  or  Sir  Calidore ;  and  in 
not  a  small  degree,  to  every  household 
into  which  it  carried  such  unaccustomed 
language,  this  was  a  ground  of  its  ex¬ 
traordinary  success.  Inseparable  always 
from  his  passion  is  the  exalted  admiration 
he  feels ;  and  his  love  is  the  very  flower 
of  his  respect. — Forster,  John,  1855- 
58,  Sir  Richard  Steele,  Quarterly  Review ; 
Biographical  Essdys,  vol.  n,  pp.  119,  122. 

It  is  fortunately  not  necessary  nowadays 
to  argue  as  to  the  comparative  merits  of 


the  papers  by  Steele  and  Addison,  and 
such  a  discussion  would  be  the  last  thing 
that  Steele  would  wish ;  but  this  may  be 
said,  that  Steele  was  the  originator  of 
nearly  every  new  departure  in  the  period¬ 
icals  which  the  two  friends  produced  ;  and 
if  Steele  had  not  furnished  Addison  with 
the  opportunity  for  displaying  his  special 
power,  Addison  would  in  all  probability 
have  been  known  to  us  only  as  an  accom¬ 
plished  scholar  and  poet  of  no  great  power. 
The  world  owes  Addison  to  Steele.  .  .  . 
It  is  just  because  the  “Tatler”  is  more 
thoroughly  imbued  with  Steele’s  spirit 
than  the  “Spectator,”  that  many  com¬ 
petent  judges  have  confessed  that  they 
found  greater  pleasure  in  the  earlier 
periodical  than  in  its  more  finished  and 
more  famous  successor.  Aitken,  George 
A.,  1889,  The  Life  of  Richard  Steele ,  vol.  I, 
pp.  248,  249. 

He  paints  as  a  social  humourist  the 
whole  age  of  Queen  Anne  the  political 
and  literary  disputes,  the  fine  gentlemen 
and  ladies,  the  characters  of  men,  the 
humours  of  society,  the  new  book,  the 
new  play;  we  live  in  the  very  streets  and 
drawing-rooms  of  old  London.  Brooke, 
Stopford  A.,  1896,  Enqlish  Literature, 
p.  191. 

Steele  has  the  merit  of  having  been  the 
first  to  feel  the  new  intellectual  cravings 
of  his  day  and  to  furnish  what  proved  to 
be  the  means  of  meeting  them.  His 
“Tatler”  was  a  periodical  of  pamphlet 
form,  in  which  news  was  to  be  varied  by 
short  essays  of  criticism  and  gossip.  But 
his  grasp  of  the  new  literature  was  a 
feeble  grasp.  His  sense  of  the  fitting 
form  for  it, ’of  its  fitting  tone,  of  the  range 
and  choice  of  its  subjects,  were  alike 
inadequate.  He  seized  indeed  by  a  happy 
instinct  on  letter-writing  and  conversation 
as  the  two  molds  to  which  the  essay  must 
adapt  itself;  he  seized  with  the  same 
happy  instinct  on  humour  as  the  pervading 
temper  of  his  work  and  on  “manners”  as 
its  destined  sphere.  But  his  notion  of 
“manners”  was  limited  not  only  to  the 
external  aspects  of  life  and  society,  but 
to  those  aspects  as  they  present  them¬ 
selves  in  towns ;  while  his  humor  remained 
pert  and  superficial.  The  “Tatler,”  how¬ 
ever,  had  hardly  been  started  when  it  was 
taken  in  hand  by  a  greater  than  Steele. — 
Hale,  Susan,  1898,  Men  and  Manners  of 
the  Eighteenth  Century,  p.  76. 
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The  “Tatler” — Swift’s  own  sugges¬ 
tion  to  Steele — is  full  of  happy  illustra¬ 
tion  and  communication  of  ideas.  Dated 
from  coffee-houses,  it  was  the  first  paper 
to  unite  the  record  of  news  with  the 
portrayal  of  manners,  to  disseminate  at 
once  fact!and  fiction,  to  publish  Whig  prin¬ 
ciples  and  puff  friendly  authors.  How 
good  is  his  description  of  the  “Club!” 
Sir  Geofrey  Notch,  who  appropriates  the 
“right-hand”  chair,  and  “calls  every 
thriving  man  a  pitiful  upstart;”  Major 
Matchlock,  who  “has  all  the  battles  by 
heart  .  .  .  and  brags  every  night  of 

his  having  been  knockt  off  his  horse  at  the 
rising  of  the  London  apprentices.”  Dick 
Reptile,  the  “good-natured  indolent  man, 
who  speaks  little  himself,  but  laughs  at 
our  jokes;”  the  Bencher,  who  is  “the 
greatest  wit  next  to  myself, ”  and  “shakes 
his  head  at  the  dullness  of  the  present 
age.”  They  meet  at  six  and  disperse  at 
ten.  The  maid  comes  with  a  lantern  “to 
light  me  homo.”  Literature  for  the  first 
time  descends  to  the  people.  Not  without 
reason  does  Swift,  under  the  nom  de  plume 
of  Humphry  Wagstaffe,  boast  that  the 
Staffian  style  is  ilto  describe  things  exactly 
as  they  happen .”  Realism  made  its  bow  to 
the  world  ;  and,  then,  too,  for  the  first 
time  women  claimed  tho  lion’s  share 
of  attention,  and  button-holed  mankind. 
Steele’s  letters  from  flirts  and  prudes, 
scolds  and  shrews,  languishers  and  rebels, 
are  the  lineal  precursors  of  the  “Specta¬ 
tor.”  Children,  too,  win  an  audience. 
That  really  wonderful  essay  (which  Thack¬ 
eray  has  mentioned),  where  Steele  records 
the  impressions  of  his  early  fatherlessness, 
abounds  in  pathetic  touches — the  same 
that  soften  us  in  his  “Spectator”  paper 
about  the  poor  Anonyma  in  the  Piazza  of 
Covent  Garden.  Does  not  the  sentence 
of  his  “delight  in  stealing  from  the 
crowd”  reveal  the  whole  nature  of  the 
sensitive  lad  ?  There  is  a  sob  in  the  style. 
To  Steele  and  Prior  belong  the  domain  of 
childhood. — Sichel,  Walter,  1901,  Bol- 
ingbroke  and  His  Times,  p.  1 16. 

THE  SPECTATOR 
1711-14 

Memorandum,  That  there  is  a  daily 
paper  comes  out,  called  “The  Spectator,  ” 
written,  as  is  supposed,  by  the  same  hand 
that  writ  the  “Tatler,”  viz.  Captain 
Steel.  In  one  of  the  last  of  these  papers 
is  a  letter  from  Oxon  at  four  o’clock  in 


the  morning,  and  subscribed  Abraham 
Froth.  It  ridicules  our  hebdomadal  meet¬ 
ings.  The  Abraham  Froth  is  designed 
for  Dr.  Arthur  Charlett,  an  empty,  frothy 
man,  and  indeed  the  letter  personates  him 
incomparably  well,  being  written,  as  he 
uses  to  do,  upon  great  variety  of  things, 
and  yet  about  nothing  of  moment.  It 
brings  in  his  cronys,  George  Clarke,  of 
All  Souls,  Dr.  William  Lancaster,  provost 
of  Queen’s,  and  Dr.  Gardiner,  warden  of 
All  Souls.  Dr.  Lancaster  is  called  in  it 
Sly-Boots,  and  Dr.  Gardiner  is  called  in  it 
Dominick.  Queen’s  people  are  angry  at 
it,  and  the  common-room  say  there,  ’tis 
silly,  dull  stuff,  and  they  are  seconded  by 
some  that  have  been  of  the  same  college. 
But  men  that  are  indifferent  commend  it 
highly,  as  it  deserves. — Hearne,  Thomas, 
1711,  Reliquiae  Hearniance,  ed.  Bliss, 
April  22,  vol.  i,  p.  218. 

The  “Guardian”  had  but  scant  success. 
Its  characters  were  ill-drawn  and  feebly 
supported,  and  the  decline  of  the  publica¬ 
tion  was  decided  ere  Addison’s  help 
arrived.  Only  by  party  aid  and  by  a 
larger  infusion  of  party  spirit  did  it  carry 
into  the  autumn  months  its  lingering 
existence.  It  was  seen  that  the  “Spec 
tator”  could  not  be  rivalled— not  even 
by  the  writers  of  the  “Spectator”  them¬ 
selves.  Still  less  was  it  rivalled 
in  the  ensuing  age,  even  although  the 
great  genius  of  Dr.  Johnson  produced 
“The  Rambler,”  and  a  whole  cluster  of 
wits  combined  to  illustrate  “the  World.” 
—Stanhope,  Earl,  1870,  History  of  Eng¬ 
land,  Comprising  the  Reign  of  Queen  Anne 
Until  the  Peace  of  Utrecht ,  p.  564. 

There  is  scarcely  a  department  of  essay- 
writing  developed  in  the  “Spectator”  which 
does  not  trace  its  origin  to  Steele.  It  is 
Steele  who  first  ventures  to  raise  his  voice 
against  the  prevailing  dramatic  taste  of 
the  age  on  behalf  of  the  superior  moral¬ 
ity  and  art  of  Shakespeare’s  plays.  .  .  . 
Steele,  too,  it  was  who  attacked,  with  all 
the  vigor  of  which  he  was  capable,  the 
fashionable  vice  of  gambling. 

The  practice  of  duelling,  also,  which  had 
hitherto  passed  unreproved,  was  censured 
by  Steele.  .  .  .  The  sketches  of 

character  studied  from  life,  and  the  let¬ 
ters  from  fictitious  correspondents,  .  .  . 
appear  roughly,  but  yet  distinctly,  drafted 
in  the  “Tatler.”  Even  the  papers  of 
literary  criticism,  afterward  so  fully 
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elaborated  by  Addison,  are  anticipated  by 
his  friend,  who  may  fairly  claim  the  honor  to 
have  been  the  first  to  speak  with  adequate 
respect  of  the  genius  of  Milton.  In  a 
word,  whatever  was  perfected  by  Addison 
was  begun  by  Steele. — Courthope,  W.  J., 
1884,  Addison  ( English  Men  of  Letters ), 
pp.  98,  99,  100. 

I  happen  to  be  the  owner  of  a  very  old 
edition  of  these  latter  essays,  in  whose 
“Table  of  Contents"  some  staid  critic  of 
the  last  generation  has  written  his  (or 
her)  comments  on  the  various  topics  dis¬ 
cussed  ;  and  I  find  against  the  papers  of 
Addison,  such  notes  as — “instructive, 
sound,  judicious;”  and  against  those  of 
Steele,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  such  words  as 
“flighty,  light,  witty,  graceful,  worthless 
and  I  am  inclined  to  think  the  criticisms 
are  pretty  well  borne  out  by  the  papers: 
but  if  flighty  and  light,  he  was  not  unwhole¬ 
some ;  and  he  did  not  always  carry  the 
rollicking  ways  of  the  tavern  into  the 
little  piquant  journalism,  where  the  grave 
and  excellent  Mr.  Addison  presided  with 
him.— Mitchell,  Donald  G.,  1890,  Eng¬ 
lish  Lands  Letters  and  Kings,  From  Eliza¬ 
beth  to  Anne,  p.  285. 

THE  GUARDIAN 
1713 

The  character  of  Guardian  was  too 
narrow  and  too  serious :  it  might  properly 
enough  admit  both  the  duties  and  the 
decencies  of  life,  but  seemed  not  to  include 
literary  speculations,  and  was  in  some 
degree  violated  by  merriment  and  bur¬ 
lesque.  What  had  the  Guardian  of  the 
Lizards  to  do  with  clubs  of  tall  or  of  little 
men,  with  nests  of  ants,  or  with  Strada’s 
prolusions?  Of  this  paper  nothing  is 
necessary  to  be  said,  but  that  it  found 
many  contributors,  and  that  it  was  a  con¬ 
tinuation  of  the  Spectator,  with  the  same 
elegance,  and  the  same  variety,  till  some 
unlucky  sparkle  from  a  Tory  paper  set 
Steele’s  politicks  on  fire,  and  wit  at  once 
blazed  into  faction.  He  was  soon  too  hot 
for  neutral  topicks,  and  quitted  the 
"Guardian"  to  write  the  "Englishman." 
—Johnson,  Samuel,  1779-81,  Addison, 
Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

CONSCIOUS  LOVERS 
1723 

Parson  Adams— (t  I  never  heard  of  any 
plays  fit  for  a  Christian  to  read  but  ‘Cato’ 
and  the  ‘Conscious  Lovers,’  and  I  must 
own  in  the  latter  there  are  some  things 


almost  solemn  enough  for  a  sermon.” — 
Fielding,  Henry,  1742,  Joseph  Andrews. 

In  the  year  1722,  he  brought  his  "Con¬ 
scious  Lovers”  on  the  stage,  with 
prodigious  success.  This  is  the  last  and 
most  finished  of  all  Sir  Richard’s  Comedies, 
and  ’tis  doubtful  if  there  is  upon  the  stage, 
any  more  instructing;  that  tends  to  con¬ 
vey  a  finer  moral,  or  is  better  conducted 
in  its  design.  We  have  already  observed, 
that  it  is  impossible  to  witness  the  tender 
scenes  of  this  Comedy  without  emotion; 
that  is,  no  man  of  feeling  and  humanity, 
who  has  experienced  the  delicate  solici¬ 
tudes  of  love  and  affection,  can  do  it. — 
Cibder,  Theopiiilus,  1753,  Lives  of  the 
Poets,  vol.  iv,  p.  119. 

Steele’s  "Conscious  Lovers"  is  the  first 
comedy  which  can  be  called  moral. — 
Hall  am,  Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction  to 
the  Literature  of  Europe,  pt.  iv.  ch.  vi,  par. 
53,  note, 

Steele  had  all  the  brilliancy,  and  many 
of  the  failings,  of  his  gifted  countrymen. 
That  his  mind  was  never  debased  by  the 
irregular  pursuits  and  dissolute  society  to 
which  he  gave  his  time,  is  apparent  from 
the  beautiful  sentiments  which  pervade 
that  exquisite  comedy,  the  "Conscious 
Lovers,"  one  of  the  most  elegant  delinea¬ 
tions  of  that  species  of  love  which  borders 
on  romance,  in  the  range  of  our  dramatic 
literature.  Thomson,  Katherine,  1838, 
Memoirs  of  Sarah  Jennings,  Duchess  of 
Marlborough,  vol.  II,  p.  433. 

Nor  can  it  be  doubted  that  it  was  with 
Steele  the  unlucky  notion  began,  of  setting 
comedy  to  reform  the  morals,  instead  of 
imitating  the  manners,  of  the  age.  Field¬ 
ing  slily  glances  at  this  when  he  makes 
Parson  Adams  declare  the  "Conscious 
Lovers"  to  be  the  only  play  fit  for  a 
Christian  to  see,  and  as  good  as  a  sermon; 
and  in  so  witty  and  fine  a  writer  as  Steele, 
so  great  a  mistake  is  only  to  be  explained 
by  the  intolerable  grossness  into  which 
the  theatre  had  fallen  in  his  day. — For¬ 
ster,  John,  1848-54,  The  Life  and  Times 
of  Oliver  Goldsmith,  vol.  n,  p .  93. 

LETTERS 

These  Letters  manifest  throughout,  with 
irresistible  conviction,  the  very  many 
excellent  and  amiable  qualities,  which 
greatly  endeared  this  public  Benefactor 
to  society;  and,  in  proof  of  their 
authenticity,  we  see  in  them  with  regret. 
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indubitable  marks  of  “that  imprudence  of 
generosity,  or  vanity  of  profusion,  which 
kept  Steele  always  incurably  necessitous,  ” 
and  shaded  his  fine  character.  Consider¬ 
ing  the  constant  vexation  and  serious 
inconveniences  of  which  it  was  the  cause 
or  the  occasion,  to  himself  and  his  family, 
nothing  can  be  said  to  excuse  Steele's 
inattention  to  (Economy;  it  was  however 
more  pardonable,  and  the  less  reproach- 
able,  as  in  the  end  ho  did  ample  justice  to 
his  creditors.  Our  regret  on  every  instance 
which  these  Letters  afford  of  this  indis¬ 
cretion,  is  very  greatly  augmented,  by 
our  admiration  and  love  of  that  extensive 
and  indefatigable  philanthropy,  to  which 
we  are  principally  indebted  for  a  long 
series  of  well-written  papers,  fraught  with 
valuable  lessons  of  morality  and  good¬ 
breeding,  which  have  doubtless  contributed 
very  much  to  the  intellectual  improve¬ 
ment,  and  moral  refinement,  of  both  sexes, 
in  this  country.  Excepting  however  what 
refers  in  these  Letters  to  the  lamentable 
failure  of  conduct  above  mentioned,  too 
well  ascertained  before;  no  publication  of 
Steele  redounds  more  to  his  honour  as  a 
man,  than  the  present.  It  shews  him  to 
have  been  a  firm  and  conscientious  patriot ; 
a  faithful  affectionate  husband  ;  a  fond, 
indulgent  parent ;  and,  even  at  this  period, 
if  it  does  not  illustrate,  it  very  much 
enhances  the  value  of  his  writings,  both 
moral  and  political,  to  know  with  cer¬ 
tainty,  that  the  salutary  instructions  and 
sublime  preceps,  so  much  admired,  and  so 
well  received,  from  the  fictitious  Isaac 
Bickerstaff,  esq.,  were  no  other  than  the 
genuine  sentiments,  and  habitual  practice, 
of  the  real  Sir  Richard  Steele. — Nichols, 
John,  1787-1809,  ed..  The  Epistolary  Cor¬ 
respondence  of  Sir  Richard  Steele,  Preface, 
p.  vi. 

The  earliest  letters  we  have  from  Steele 
to  Miss  Scurlock  are  supposed  to  have  been 
written  in  August  1707,  and  the  marriage 
seems  to  have  taken  place  on  the  9th 
September  following.  Steele’s  wife  treas¬ 
ured  up  the  letters  and  notes  she  received 
from  her  husband,  and  for  the  next  eleven 
years  we  have  a  record  of  events,  passing 
troubles,  successes,  hopes  and  fears,  such 
as  cannot  be  paralleled  in  all  literature. 
Swift’s  “Journal”  is  to  some  extent  a 
similar  unfolding  of  private  thoughts  and 
feelings,  but  Steele  was  entirely  exempt 
from  the  limitations  imposed  upon  Swift 


by  his  relations  towards  his  correspon¬ 
dents.  In  judging  of  these  letters  it  must 
be  remembered  that  they  were  meant  only 
for  a  wife’s  eye.  In  one  of  the  earliest 
in  the  series  Steele  said  expressly:  “I 
beg  of  you  to  show  my  letters  to  no  one 
living,  but  let  us  be  contented  with  one 
another’s  thoughts  upon  our  words  and 
actions  without  the  intervention  of  other 
people,  who  cannot  judge  of  so  delicate  a 
circumstance  as  the  commerce  between 
man  and  wife.”  But,  notwithstanding 
this,  the  whole  series  of  400  notes  was 
published  in  1787,  without  any  suppres¬ 
sions,  by  John  Nichols,  who  purchased 
the  originals  from  Mr.  Scurlock,  next  of 
kin  to  Steele’s  daughter,  Lady  Trevor, 
who  had  received  them  from  her  mother. 
Steele  himself,  it  should  be  remembered, 
published  some  of  these  letters  in  the 
“Tatler”  (No.  35)  and  “Spectator”  (No. 
142).  Few  men’s  character  and  inner¬ 
most  life  have  been  exposed  to  anything 
approaching  such  a  searching  scrutiny, 
and  very  few  could  have  passed  through 
the  ordeal  with  the  honour  that  attaches 
to  Steele.  The  marriage  was  one  of 
affection,  and  it  remained  so  on  both  sides 
until  the  end.  There  were,  of  course, 
defects  of  charcter  in  each ;  it  would  be 
absurd  to  contend  that  Steele  was  nc 
faulty  in  many  ways,  and  the  faults  we 
such  as  are  seen  most  easily,  especia 
by  those  who  read  to  prove  to  their  o 
satisfaction  that  the  noblest  of  men  f 
short  even  as  they ;  but  the  great  fact 
remains  that  during  all  the  years  of  mar¬ 
ried  life  Steele  retained  the  affection  of 
his  wife  unimpaired.  At  the  end  she  was 
still  his  “dear  Prue”  and  “dear  Wife.” 
— Aitken,  George  A.,  18S9,  The  Life  qf 
Richard  Steele,  vol.  I,  p.  172. 

The  “fond  fool  of  a  husband,”  writing 
while  his  ragged  boy  tumbles  on  tho  floor, 
or  the  “brats  his  girls”  stand  on  either 
side  of  the  table,  presents  a  picture  which 
one  would  not  exchange  for  all  the 
immaculate  primness  of  Joseph  Addison. 
The  letters  to  “Prue”  should  be  road  side 
by  side  with  the  “Journal  to  Stella.” 
Both  have  the  supreme  merit  of  perfeot 
sincerity,  simplicity  and  devotion.  The 
difference  between  them  is  the  difference 
between  the  strongly  contrasted  natures 
of  the  two  writers.  No  one  can  doubt 
which  was  the  more  lovable,  any  more 
than  which  was  the  greater,  man. — Poole, 
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Stanley  Lane-1898,  Eighteenth  Century 
Letters,  ed.  Johnson,  Introduction,  p.  xxvii. 

GENERAL 

He’s  a  poet  too,  and  was  very  favour¬ 
ably  received  by  the  Town  especially  in 
his  first  performance,  where,  if  you’ll 
take  my  opinion,  he  exhausted  most  of 
his  stock  ;  for  what  he  has  since  produced 
seem  but  faint  copies  of  that  agreeable 
original.  Tho'  he’s  a  most  incorrect 
writer,  he  pleases  in  spite  of  the  faults 
we  see  and  own.  Whether  application 
might  not  burnish  the  defect,  or  if  those 
very  defects  were  brightened,  whether 
the  genuine  spirit  would  fly  off?  are 
queries  not  so  easily  resolved. — Manley, 
Mary  de  la  Riviere,  1709,  New  Ata- 
lantis,  vol.  I,  p.  187. 

To  take  the  height  of  his  Learning,  you 
are  to  suppose  a  Lad  just  fit  for  the 
University,  and  sent  early  from  thence 
into  the  wide  World,  where  he  followed 
every  way  of  Life  that  might  least  im¬ 
prove,  or  preserve  the  Rudiments  he  had 
got.  He  hath  no  Invention,  nor  is  Master 
of  a  tolerable  Style;  his  chief  Talent  is 
Humor,  which  he  sometimes  discovers 
both  in  Writing  and  Discourse.— Swift, 
Jonathan,  1713,  The  Importance  of  the 
Guardian  Considered. 

Steele,  who  in  his  comedies  successfully 
engrafted  modern  characters  on  the 
ancient  dramas.  —  Smollett,  Tobias 
George,  1757-58,  History  of  England, 
George  /.,  notes. 

Though  Sir  Richard  Steele’s  reputation 
as  a  public  writer  was  owing  to  his  con¬ 
nexions  with  Mr.  Addison,  yet,  after  their 
intimacy  was  formed,  Steele  sunk  in  his 
merit  as  an  author.  This  was  not  owing 
so  much  to  the  evident  superiority  on  the 
part  of  Addison,  as  to  the  unnatural 
efforts  which  Steele  made  to  equal  or 
eclipse  him.  This  emulation  destroyed 
that  genuine  flow  of  diction  which  is  dis¬ 
coverable  in  all  his  former  compositions. 
— Goldsmith,  Oliver,  1759,  The  Bee,  No. 
8,  Nov.  24. 

There  is  great  regularity  in  the  fable 
of  all  his  plays,  and  the  characters  are 
well  sketched  and  preserved ;  but  in  the 
dialogue  he  is  sometimes  tedious.  He 
wants  the  quick  repartee  of  Congreve; 
and  though  possessed  of  humour,  falls 
into  the  style  rather  of  an  essay  than  a 
drama.  Much  of  that  point  which  appears 


in  his  Tatlers  may  be  discovered  in  his. 
Comedies.  —Chalmers,  Alexander,  1803, 
ed..  The  Taller,  vol.  I,  p.  37. 

Steele  will  be  found  in  purity  and 
simplicity  inferior  to  Tillotson  ;  to  Temple 
in  elegance  and  harmony ;  to  Dryden  in 
richness,  mellowness,  and  variety.  To 
the  two  former,  however,  lie  is  equal  in 
correctness ;  to  the  latter  in  vivacity ; 
and  with  all  he  is  nearly  on  a  level  as  to 
ease  and  perspicuity.  Steele's  great 
misfortune  has  ever  been  the  comparison, 
so  perpetually  drawn  with  regard  to  style, 
between  himself  and  Addison.  The  prox¬ 
imity  of  their  productions  have  naturally 
led  to  the  consideration  of  their  respective 
merits  in  point  of  composition  ;  and  though 
it  must  be  allowed  that  from  the  best 
manner  of  Addison  Steele  stands  widely 
apart,  yet  are  there  several  papers  which, 
having  been  written  by  Sir  Richard  with 
more  than  usual  care,  and  with  evident 
marks  of  emulation,  appear  to  have 
imbibed  a  portion  of  Addisonian  grace. — 
Drake,  Nathan,  1804,  Essays  Illustrative 
of  the  Tatter,  Spectator  and  Guardian ,  vol. 
i,  p.  201. 

I  question  if  his  works,  detached  from 
those  of  his  illustrious  coadjutor,  would 
find  many  purchasers.  His  "Christian 
Hero”  is  more  talked  of  than  read.— 
Dibdin,  Thomas  Frognall,  1824,  The 
Library  Companion,  p.  606,  note. 

The  utmost  sweetness  and  love  breathe 
through  his  moral  speculations.  How 
tender  his  remembrance  of  affecting 
scenes  and  incidents  in  his  childhood. 
How  lively  his  sense  of  the  beauty  of  a 
sound,  honest  heart;  of  the  dignity  and 
benign  power  of  woman,  in  her  several 
relations  and  proper  sphere ;  of  the 
claims,  confidence,  and  rewards  of  friend¬ 
ship  ;  of  the  deference  we  owe  to  others 
in  the  smallest  things.  We  are  drawn 
near  to  him,  and  breathe  the  ai-r  of 
benevolence  and  courtesy,  and  love  him 
the  more  that  he  is  not  perfect,  if  only 
for  sympathy.  .  .  .  Steele  never  writes 
as  if  he  had  a  literary  character  to  sup¬ 
port,  or  indeed  any  character  but  that  of 
the  good  old  gentleman  who  has  taken 
our  morals  into  keeping.  .  .  .  If  we 

have  read  Steele  much,  and  turn  to  him 
yet  again,  every  new  reading  seems  more 
like  an  act  of  meditation  or  memory  than 
receiving  another’??  thoughts.  We  have 
no  surprises,  no  admiration.  We  do  not 
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need  them.  We  do  not  feel  that  we  are 
engaged  with  a  memorable  work  of  litera¬ 
ture,  which  we  are  to  compare  with 
others.  We  do  not  say  a  word  to  our¬ 
selves  about  its  merit.  All  that  we  are 
conscious  of  is,  a  succession  of  familiar, 
agreeable  images  which  we  begin  to  value 
as  part  of  ourselves;  an  easy,  natural 
humor  which  never  quite  runs  over  and 
never  loses  its  charm,  and  an  early  com¬ 
panion,  who  is  so  visible  and  intelligible 
in  every  word,  that  he  is  at  our  side  and 
talking  with  us.—  Channixg,  William 
ELLERY,  1838,  Periodical  Essays  of  the 
Age  of  Anne,  North  American  Review,  vol. 
46,  pp.  353,  357,  358. 

He  knew  the  town,  and  had  paid  dear 
for  his  knowledge.  He  had  read  much 
more  than  the  dissipated  men  of  that  time 
were  in  the  habit  of  reading.  He  was  a 
rake  among  scholars,  and  a  scholar  among 
rakes.  His  style  was  easy  and  not  incor¬ 
rect  ;  and  though  his  wit  and  humour  were 
of  no  higher  order,  his  gay  animal  spirits 
imparted  to  his  compositions  an  air  of 
vivacity  which  ordinary  readers  could 
hardly  distinguish  from  comic  genius. 
His  writings  have  been  well  compared  to 
those  light  wines,  which,  though  deficient 
in  body  and  flavour,  are  yet  a  pleasant 
small  drink,  if  not  kept  too  long,  or 
carried  too  far. — Macaulay,  Thomas 
Babington,  1843,  Life  and  Writings  of 
Addison,  Edinburgh  Review. 

For,  though  a  man  of  greater  intellectual 
activity  than  Addison,  he  had  immeasur¬ 
ably  less  of  genius. — De  Quincey, 
Thomas,  1847-58,  Schlosser’s  Literary 
History,  Works,  ed.  Masson ,  vol.  xi,  p.  19. 

I  must  own  that  I  prefer  open-hearted 
Steele  with  all  his  faults,  to  Addison  with 
all  his  essays.— Hunt,  Leigh,  1850,  Auto¬ 
biography,  ch.  ii. 

The  great  charm  of  Steele's  writing  is 
its  naturalness.  He  wrote  so  quickly  and 
carelessly,  that  he  was  forced  to  make 
the  reader  his  confidant,  and  had  not  the 
time  to  deceive  him.  He  had  a  small 
share  of  book-learning,  but  a  vast 
acquaintance  with  the  world.  He  had 
known  men  and  taverns.  He  had  lived 
with  gownsmen,  with  troopers,  with 
gentlemen  ushers  of  the  Court,  with  men 
and  women  of  fashion ;  with  authors  and 
wits,  with  the  inmates  of  the  spunging 
houses,  and  with  the  frequenters  of  all 
the  clubs  and  coffee  houses  in  the  town. 


He  was  liked  in  al!  company  because  he 
liked  it ;  and  you  like  to  see  his  enjoyment 
as  you  like  to  see  the  glee  of  a  box  full 
of  children  at  the  pantomime.  He  was 
not  one  of  those  lonely  ones  of  the  earth 
whose  greatness  obliged  them  to  be  soli¬ 
tary  ;  on  the  contrary,  he  admired,  I 
think,  more  than  any  man  who  ever  wrote ; 
and  full  of  hearty  applause  and  sympathy, 
wins  upon  you  by  calling  you  to  share  his 
delight  and  good  humour.  His  laugh  rings 
through  the  whole  house.  He  must  have 
been  invaluable  at  a  tragedy,  and  have 
cried  as  much  as  the  most  tender  young 
lady  in  the  boxes.  He  has  a  relish  for 
beauty  and  goodness  wherever  he  meets  it. 
—  Thackeray,  William  Makepeace, 
1853,  The  English  Humourists  of  the 
Eighteenth  Century. 

I  would  rather  have  written  what  is 
here  quoted  from  Steele  than  all  the 
criticisms  and  philosophy  of  all  the  Edin¬ 
burgh  Reviewers.  What  a  good  critic  he 
was!  I  doubt  if  he  has  ever  been  sur¬ 
passed.  Somehow  I  cannot  but  connect 
Steele  and  Goldsmith,  as  I  do  Cowper  and 
Southey.  Of  all  our  literary  men,  they 
interest  me  the  most.  .  .  .  Dear 

good  faulty  Steele! — Landor,  Walter 
Savage,  1855,  Silent  Companions,  Works 
by  Forster,  vol.  I,  p.  500. 

We  have  already  called  Steele’s  wit 
fresh  and  natural.  It  came  with  no 
stinted  flow.  He  wrote  as  he  lived,  freely 
and  carelessly,  scattering  the  coinage  of 
his  brain,  as  he  did  his  guineas,  with  an 
unsparing  hand.  All  who  read  his  papers, 
or  his  letters  to  Prue,  cannot  help  seeing 
the  good  heart  of  the  rattle-brain  shining 
out  in  every  line.  We  can  forgive,  or  at 
least  forget,  his  tippling  in  taverns  and 
his  unthinking  extravagance,  bad  as  these 
were,  in  consideration  of  the  loving  touch 
with  which  he  handles  the  foibles  of  his 
neighbours,  and  the  mirth  without  bitter¬ 
ness  that  flows  from  his  gentle  pen. — 
Collier,  William  Francis,  1861,  A  His¬ 
tory  of  English  Literature,  p.  271. 

To  him  perhaps  much  can  be  traced 
that  we  find  in  Sterne,  Fielding,  Richard¬ 
son,  Thackeray,  Dickens,  and  many  of  our 
humorous  novelists. — FlUSWELL,  James 
Hain,  1869,  Essays  on  English  Writers, 
p.  114. 

In  opposition  to  his  imprudences  and 
irregularities,  a  noble  catalogue  of  virtues 
can  be  recorded  to  Steele’s  honour. 
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Through  all  his  writings  he  appears  always 
to  have  entertained  the  purest  and  most 
transparent  principles  of  religion  and 
morals.  .  .  .  Steele  possessed  a  high 

sense  of  propriety  in  language,  too,  as 
well  as  in  conduct,  and  he  appears  to  have 
had  an  absolute  aversion  to  gross  vices, 
as  compromising  the  temporal  if  not  the 
eternal  welfare  of  man.  He  strenuously 
opposed — and,  it  is  said,  not  without  per¬ 
sonal  risk — the  insane  and  wicked  practice 
of  duelling,  that  was  so  prevalent  in  his 
day.  Upon  this  topic  he  wrote  with  bit¬ 
terness,  because  he  himself,  in  endeavour¬ 
ing  to  disarm  an  opponent  who  had  forced 
him  into  a  contest,  wounded  his  adversary 
to  death.  .  .  .  Steele  was  also  con¬ 

stantly  and  uniformly  vehement  in  his 
denunciations  of  gambling,  and  of  women 
gamesters  in  particular.  His  sentiments, 
also,  upon  the  passion  of  love  are  pure, 
generous,  ardent,  and  graceful,  and  few 
writers  have  given  vent  to  more  cordial 
thoughts  upon  the  blessings  of  a  real  love- 
marriage.  There  is  a  plainness,  a  sort 
of  brotherly  confidence,  in  his  manner  upon 
this  question — particularly  towards  the 
women — that  never  can  be  mistaken  for 
the  lip-deep  mouthing  of  the  mere  essayist. 
— Clarke,  Charles  Cowden,  1871,  On 
the  Comic  Writers  of  England,  The  Gen¬ 
tleman's  Magazine,  n.  s.,  vol.  7,  pp.  338, 
339. 

He  was  a  genial  critic.  His  exuberant 
wit  and  humor  reproved  without  wounding ; 
he  was  not  severe  enough  to  be  a  public 
censor,  nor  pedantic  enough  to  be  the 
pedagogue  of  an  age  which  often  needed 
the  lash  rather  than  the  gentle  reproof, 
and  upon  which  a  merciful  clemency  lost 
its  end  if  not  its  praises.  He  deserves 
credit  for  an  attempt,  however  feeble,  to 
reward  virtue  upon  the  stage,  after  the 
wholesale  rewards  which  vice  had  reaped 
in  the  age  of  Charles  II.  Steele  has  been 
overshadowed,  in  hie  connection  with  Ad¬ 
dison,  by  the  more  dignified  and  consistent 
career,  the  greater  social  respectability, 
and  the  more  elegant  and  scholarly  style 
of  his  friend ;  and  yet  in  much  that  they 
jointly  accomplished,  the  merit  of  Steele 
is  really  as  great,  and  conduces  much  to 
the  reputation  of  Addison.  The  one  hus¬ 
banded  and  cherished  his  fame;  the  other 
flung  it  away  or  lavished  it  upon  his  col¬ 
leagues.  As  contributors  to  history,  they 
claim  an  equal  share  of  our  gratitude  and 


praise. — CorrfiE,  Henry,  1872,  English 
Literature,  p.  267. 

His  intellect  was  of  a  rougher  cast  than 
his  friend’s.  It  is  the  emotional  character 
of  the  man  that  renders  him  interesting, 
and  entitles  him  to  a  good  secondary 
place  among  our  great  writers  of  prose. 
Probably  a  large  fraction  of  his  energy  was 
spent  in  the  rollicking  enjoyment  of  exist¬ 
ence  ;  otherwise  his  rank  would  have  been 
higher  than  it  is.  His  contributions  to 
the  “Spectator  ’  ’  and  allied  periodicals  take 
their  distinction  from  his  prevailing  ten¬ 
derness  of  heart  and  wide  acquaintance 
with  human  life.  To  him  these  papers 
owe  their  pathos,  their  humour,  and  their 
extraordinary  variety  of  characters. 

In  command  of  words  he  is  not 
equal  to  Addison;  his  choice  is  much  less 
felicitous.  His  sentence  composition  is 
irregular  and  careless,  often  ungrammat¬ 
ical  :  writing  in  the  character  of  a  Tatler, 
he  thought  it  incumbent  to  assume  “incor¬ 
rectness  of  style,  and  an  air  of  common 
speech’5 — a  style  very  agreeable  to  his 
own  inclinations.  He  has  not  the  polished 
and  felicitous  melody  of  Addison.  His 
language  and  sentiments  are  much  more 
glowing  and  extravagant ;  his  papers  may 
be  distinguished  by  this  feature  alone.  . 

.  .  Steele  is  one  of  the  most  touching 

of  our  writers.  Himself  of  a  nature 
the  reverse  of  melancholy,  he  yet  at  certain 
seasons  “resolved  to  be  sorrowful;”  and 
when  the  sorrowful  mood  was  upon  him, 
the  incidents  that  he  recalled  or  imagined 
were  of  the  most  heartrending  character. 
The  kind  of  pathos  that  we  find  in  him 
would  not  be  pathetic  at  all,  in  a  poetic 
sense,  to  the  more  delicate  order  of 
sensibilities:  it  would  be  a  pain,  and  not 
an  aesthetic  pleasure. — Minto,  William, 
1872-80,  A  Manual  of  English  Prose 
Literature ,  pp.  389,  390. 

The  cardinal  quality  of  these  papers  is 
their  good  sense ;  this  never  forsakes  them. 
Their  philosophy  presents  it  in  a  penetra¬ 
tive,  their  humor  in  a  pungent,  form. 
Their  criticisms  on  society  are  as  just  as 
they  are  amiable.  Their  analysis  is  correct 
and  practical,  their  moral  reflections,  im¬ 
pressive  and  natural.  This  good  sense  was 
most  effective  in  securing  uniform  success. 
It  gave  a  restraint  and  proportion  to 
what  was  said  that  made  it  difficult  to  be 
resisted,  and  impossible  to  be  contro¬ 
verted.  Whatever  the  object  of  satire, 
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the  pedantry  of  learning,  the  conceit  of 
rank,  the  foppishness  of  dress,  the  frivol¬ 
ity  of  etiquette,  the  prejudice  of  partisan¬ 
ship,  the  same  sober,  sound  opinion 
underlay  and  sustained  the  attack. 
Moderation  was  even  more  worthy  of 
commendation  then  than  now.  The  art 
of  achieving  a  true  success  is  found  very 
much  in  tempering  zeal  to  a  just  modera¬ 
tion.  Steel  that  is  too  hard  is  fractured 
at  every  blow  ;  draw  the  temper  too  much 
and  it  becomes  iron.  The  Damascus 
blade,  with  its  tough  and  steady  edge 
clings  to  that  nice  line  that  divides  excess 
and  deficiency.  From  this  middle  region, 
Steele  seems  to  have  been  inclined  to 
range  upward,  and  Addison  downward. 
He  complains  of  Addison,  that  “he  blew 
a  lute  when  he  should  sound  a  trumpet;” 
yet  the  lute  notes  of  the  one  went  farther 
than  the  trumpet  tones  of  the  other. — 
Bascom,  John,  1874,  Philosophy  of  English 
Literature,  p.  174. 

In  pursuing  the  moral  and  social  aims 
of  which,  to  his  enduring  honour,  he  never 
allowed  himself  to  lose  sight,  Steele  as  a 
dramatist  came  to  mistake  the  true  means 
and  methods  of  the  comic  drama.  His 
own  comic  genius  lacked  the  sustained 
vigour  which  is  required  by  the  stage; 
and  his  artistic  sense  was  too  keen 
altogether  to  have  left  him  unconscious 
of  his  inability  to  satisfy  his  moral  pur¬ 
pose  by  holding  up  to  ridicule  with  un¬ 
flagging  persistence  those  human  Vices 
and  follies  which  are  the  proper  subjects 
of  comedy.  He  therefore  called  in  senti¬ 
ment  to  the  aid  of  humour.  Availing 
himself  of  the  reaction  against  the  grosser 
methods  of  provoking  laughter  and  amuse¬ 
ment  which  had  set  in  as  part  of  the 
general  reaction  against  the  licence  of  the 
Restoration  age,  he  took  a  hint  from 
Colley  Cibber,  who  so  carefully  watched 
the  currents  of  the  public  taste,  and 
became  the  real  founder  of  that  Senti¬ 
mental  Comedy  which  during  a  period 
lying  beyond  the  range  of  these  volumes 
exercised  so  strong  and,  on  the  whole,  so 
far  from  salutary  an  influence  upon  the 
progress  of  our  dramatic  literature. 
There  is  no  reason  for  attributing  Steele’s 
innovation  to  any  foreign  literary  in¬ 
fluence;  on  the  other  hand  it  would  be 
unjust  to  hold  his  tentative  beginnings 
responsible  for  the  futility  of  successors 
who,  being  altogether  deficient  in  any 


kind  of  comic  power,  in  the  end  came  to 
abandon  even  the  semblance  of  true  comic 
intention.  In  so  far  however  as  their 
aberrations  followed  the  lines  into  which 
he  was  the  first  to  cause  English  comedy 
consciously  to  deviate,  Steele  must  be  held 
to  have  contributed  to  the  decline  of  the 
English  drama,  and  in  particular  to  the 
sinking  of  the  sap  in  that  branch  of  it  to 
which  his  plays  both  nominally  and  in 
their  general  design  belong. — Ward, 
Adolphus  William,  1875-99,  A  History 
of  English  Dramatic  Literature ,  vol.  Ill,  p. 
493. 

For  the  sake  of  his  reputation,  Steele 
is  unfortunate  in  having  constantly  to  be 
contrasted  with  Addison.  His  motives  in 
writing  for  the  “Tatler”  and  “Spectator” 
were  identical  with  Addison’s  ;  both  wished 
to  improve  the  manners  and  morals  of  the 
day ;  and  though  Steele’s  papers  do  not 
always  compare  favorably  with  those  of 
Addison,  there  are  some  of  them  which 
Addison  could  scarcely  excel.  Unlike  his 
partner,  he  was  without  a  settled  literary 
style;  but  in  whatever  manner  he  wrote, 
he  never  neglected  to  display  a  great 
amount  of  spirit  and  excellent  taste. — 
Habberton,  John,  1876,  ed..  The  Spectator, 
Selected  Papers ,  p.  xix. 

Steele’s  hearty  interest  in  men  and 
women  gave  life  to  his  essays.  He’ ap¬ 
proached  even  literature  on  the  side  of 
human  fellowship;  talked  of  plays  with 
strong  personal  regard  for  the  players; 
and  had,  like  Addison,  depths  of  religious 
earnestness  that  gave  a  high  aim  to  his 
work.  He  sought  to  turn  the  current  of 
opinion  against  duelling.  Some  of  his 
lightest  papers  were  in  accordance  with 
his  constant  endeavor  to  correct  the  false 
tone  of  society  that  made  it  fashionable 
to  speak  with  contempt  of  marriage.  No 
man  laboured  more  seriously  to  establish 
the  true  influence  of  woman  in  society. — 
Morley,  Henry,  1879,  A  Manual  of  Eng¬ 
lish  Literature ,  ed.  Tyler ,  p.  525. 

What  ruled  writer  and  reader  alike  was 
the  new-found  pleasure  of  talk.  The  use 
of  coffee  had  only  come  in  at  the  close  of 
the  civil  wars;  but  already  London  and 
the  bigger  towns  were  crowded  with 
coffee-houses.  The  popularity  of  the 
coffee-house  sprang  not  from  its  coffee, 
but  from  the  new  pleasure  which  men 
found  in  their  chat  over  the  coffee-cup. 
And  from  the  coffee-house  sprang  the 
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Essay.  The  talk  of  Addison  and  Steele  is 
the  brightest  and  easiest  talk  that  was 
ever  put  in  print:  but  its  literary  charm 
lies  in  this,  that  it  is  strictly  talk.  The 
essayist  is  a  gentleman  who  chats  to  a 
world  of  gentlemen,  and  whose  chat  is 
shaped  and  coloured  by  a  sense  of  what 
he  owes  to  his  company.  He  must  interest 
and  entertain,  he  may  not  bore  them ;  and 
so  his  form  must  be  short ;  essay  or  sketch, 
or  tale  or  letter.  So  too  his  style  must 
be  simple,  the  sentences  clear  and  quot¬ 
able,  good  sense  ready  packed  for  carriage. 
Strength  of  phrase,  intricacy  of  structure, 
height  of  tone  were  all  necessarily 
banished  from  such  prose  as  we  banish  them 
from  ord  inary  conversation.  There  was  no 
room  for  pedantry,  for  the  ostentatious 
display  of  learning,  for  pompousness, 
for  affectation.  The  essayist  had  to 
think,  as  a  talker  should  think,  more  of 
good  taste  than  of  imaginative  excellence, 
of  propriety  of  expression  than  of 
grandeur  of  phrase.  The  deeper  themes 
of  the  world  or  man  were  denied  to  him; 
if  he  touches  them  it  is  superficially,  with 
a  decorous  dulness,  or  on  their  more 
humorous  side  with  a  gentle  irony  that 
shows  how  faint  their  hold  is  on  him. — 
Green,  John  Richard,  1880,  History  of 
the  English  People ,  vol.  IV,  p.  113. 

However  wild  his  conduct  may  have 
occasionally  been,  in  his  writings  he  never 
swerved  from  upholding  the  cause  of  purity 
and  goodness ;  and  in  many  respects  his 
moral  precepts  were  of  a  less  conventional 
kind,  and  reached  a  higher  spiritual  level 
than  Addison's. — Nicoll,  Henry  J.,  1882, 
Landmarks  of  English  Literature,  p.  183. 

He  excelled  as  a  satirist,  a  humorist, 
and  a  storyteller,  who  must,  like  the  poet, 
be  born.  He  had  a  knowledge  of  the 
world,  and  a  dramatic  skill  by  which  the 
serials  profited  largely.  Some  of  his 
papers  equal  anything  Addison  ever  wrote. 
Occupying  a  more  elevated  plane  than 
many  of  his  contemporaries,  he  is  paled 
in  his  powers  by  the  overshadowing 
presence  of  his  illustrious  friend.  His 
writings  have  been  compared  to  those 
light  wines  which,  though  deficient  in 
body  and  flavor,  are  yet  a  pleasant  small 
drink,  if  not  kept  too  long  or  carried  too 
far.  .  .  .  While  his  purpose  (more 

or  less  vaguely  realized)  was  reformatory 
and  corrective,  his  service  was  chiefly  in¬ 
direct,  in  calling  to  the  support  and 


development  of  his  enterprises  Addison,  to 
whom  it  was  reserved  to  make  the 
periodical  a  true  revolutionary  power  in 
literature  and  society.  What  shall  we 
expect  of  a  man  who  forever  gathers  the 
pleasures  that  lie  on  the  border-land  of 
evil,  tearfully  casts  them  away,  then 
recklessly  gathers  them  again? — Welsh, 
Alfred  H.,  1883,  Development  of  English 
Literature  and  Language ,  vol.  II,  p.  79. 

Steele’s  humour  is  that  of  a  full  and 
impulsive  nature,  careless  and  frank,  and 
too  warm-hearted  to  be  very  satirical.  It 
comes  with  the  extemporaneous  freshness 
of  the  man’s  character.  It  seems  even 
sincerer  from  its  want  of  polish ;  and 
though  the  writer  touches  off  human  weak- 
nessess,  he  never  forgets  that  he  is  only 
human  himself.  -Dow,  John  G.,  1885, 
The  Academy ,  vol.  28,  p.  233. 

He  ranks  first  among  English  humour¬ 
ists  for  geniality  without  boisterousness, 
and  sentiment  without  gush.— Saints- 
bury,  George,  1886,  Specimens  of  English 
Prose  Style,  p.  144. 

What  strikes  us  first  in  his  writing  is 
its  spontaneity.  He  wrote  because  he 
had  something  to  say,  and  could  not  help 
saying  it.  He  had  seen  much,  and  re¬ 
flected  much,  though  he  had  read  little; 
and  there  were  few  subjects  to  the  discus¬ 
sion  of  which  he  could  not  contribute 
something  valuable  from  his  stores  of 
thought  or  observation.  His  exceeding 
naturalness  is  a  characteristic  remark  by 
Thackeray;  but  at  least  as  conspicuous  is 
his  sympathetic  temper.  He  does  not 
look  upon  his  fellow-creatures  with  the 
austere  gaze  of  the  philosopher;  but  with 
the  kindly  eyes  of  a  friendly  onlooker, 
who  knows  that  he  is  one  of  themselves, 
and  not  wholly  free  from  the  failings  and 
foibles  which  he  so  good-naturedly 
chastises.  It  is  no  whip  of  scorpions 
that  “Sir  Richard”  handles;  the  lash  is 
of  silk,  and  the  touch  light  though  smart. 
— Adams,  W.  H.  Davenport,  1886,  Good 
Queen  Anne ,  vol .  II,  p.  117. 

His  style  presents  less  material  for  study 
than  that  of  Addison,  because  it  is  itself 
unstudied.  When  Addison  was  so 
delicately  weighing  and  polishing  his 
sentences,  Steele  was  pouring  out  what 
he  saw  or  what  he  felt.  He  is  very 
incorrect,  sometimes  downright  ungram¬ 
matical.  When  he  preaches,  as  he  is  very 
apt  to  do,  we  fall  to  nodding  in  his  face. 
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But  we  wake  again  when  he  returns  to  the 
subject  he  knows  best,  the  shifting 
pictures  of  human  life,  with  its  hopes  and 
disappointments,  its  laughter  and  its 
tears.  When  he  talks  to  us  about  the 
beauty  of  virtuous  women,  the  loneliness 
of  orphan  children,  the  innocent  con¬ 
versation  of  old  men,  any  of  the  single 
human  topics  which  literature  had  so  long 
time  thought  below  her  dignity,  we  are 
fascinated  and  bewitched;  his  style  takes 
fire,  “the  motion  doth  dilate  the  flame,” 
and  Steele  becomes  a  great  writer. — 
Gosse,  Edmund,  1888,  History  of  Eight¬ 
eenth  Century  Literature,  p.  195. 

The  writings  of  Steele  have  never  lost 
their  interest  for  students  of  English 
literature.  During  the  eighteenth  century 
his  works  were  constantly  passing  through 
new  editions.  One  marked  difference 
between  the  periodicals  of  the  present  day 
and  those  of  the  early  eighteenth  century 
is,  that  whereas  the  former  are  readily 
consigned  to  dealers  in  waste  paper,  the 
latter  were  carefully  treasured  and  so  con¬ 
tinually  sought  after  that  new  editions 
were  a  profitable  investment  for  pub¬ 
lishers.  The  "Tatler”and  the  "Spectator” 
appeared  again  and  again  in  new  dress. 
During  the  present  century  it  may  be  that 
the  writings  of  Steele  have  gone  a  little 
out  of  fashion  ;  but  it  cannot  for  a  moment 
be  said  with  any  truth  that  their  author 
has  been  forgotten. — -Picton,  J.  Allan- 
son,  1889,  Good  Words,  vol.  30.  p.  736. 

The  best  work  of  Steele  is  in  his 
“Essays,”  and  his  chief  praise  is  in  the 
elevating  tone  of  his  teaching.  He 
brought  back  decency  to  the  comic  drama, 
and  in  his  periodicals  he  set  himself  the 
task  of  improving  the  morals  and  manners 
of  society.  His  style  is  natural  and  lively, 
less  graceful  than  Addison’s,  and  his  taste 
is  less  refined ;  but  he  is  his  equal  in  in¬ 
ventiveness  and  in  knowledge  of  the  world. 
— Robertson,  J.  Logie,  1894,  A  History 
of  English  Literature,  p.  213. 

Sir  Richard’s  pathetic  touches  and 
artless  turns  of  expression  come  from  the 
heart.  He  is  the  most  natural  of  writers, 
but  does  not  seem  to  be  aware  that  nature, 
in  order  to  be  converted  into  good  litera¬ 
ture,  needs  a  little  clothing.  His  essays 
have  often  a  looseness  or  negligence  of 
aim  unpardonable  in  a  man  who  can  write 
so  well.— Dennis,  John,  1894,  The  Age  of 
Pope,  p.  147. 


Yet  when  everything  is  allowed  to 
Addison  that  can  reasonably  be  conceded 
to  him,  and  when  everything  has  been 
said,  that  can  be  said,  of  Steele’s  slap¬ 
dash  method,  impulsive  judgment,  and 
careless  style,  it  must  be  admitted  that 
Steele  brought  some  gifts  to  his  work  for 
which  one  may  seek  in  vain  in  the  work 
of  his  coadjutor.  If  he  was  less  liter¬ 
ary,  h«  was  more  earnest ;  if  he  was  more 
hasty,  he  was  sometimes  more  happy. 
The  very  energy  of  his  indignation,  pity, 
or  enthusiasm  frequently  taught  him 
those  short  cuts  to  his  reader’s  sympathy, 
which  neither  art  nor  artifice  can  teach; 
and  he  often  becomes  eloquent  by  the 
sheer  force  and  sincerity  of  his  emotion. 
Like  Addison,  he  is  occasionally  hortatory 
and  didactic;  but  his  sermons,  though  at 
times  excellent,  are  not  his  best  work. 
His  true  school  is  human  nature.  As  a 
genial  and  kindly  commentator  upon  the 
men  and  women  about  him ;  as  a  humane 
and  an  indulgent  interpreter  of  their 
frailties;  as  a  generous  and  an  ungrudg¬ 
ing  sympathiser  with  their  feeblest  better 
impulse — he  belongs  to  the  great  race  of 
English  humourists.— Dobson,  Austin. 
1894,  English  Prose ,  ed.  Craik,  vol.  in,  j 
472. 

Phrases  such  as  "Addison’s  Spectator ”  or 
“Addison’s  Sir  Roger”  are  entirely  ques¬ 
tion-begging  phrases,  and  do  a  manifest  in¬ 
justice  to  the  originality  of  Steele.  If 
Addison  be  allowed  to  have  been  the  more 
brilliant  contributor,  yet  to  Steele  must 
be  given  all  the  credit  of  having  been  the 
projector  and  editor;  and,  whatever  his 
literary  deficiencies,  it  is  his  name  that 
must  rank  the  higher,  if  regard  be  had 
merely  to  the  development  of  the  English 
essay.  In  Steele  there  was  a  strange 
blending  of  a  cute  enterprise  and  boyish 
thoughtlessness,  and  it  is  the  fate  of  all 
authors  who  have  a  special  place  in  their 
readers’  affections  that  the  latter  side  of 
their  character  should  be  unduly  empha¬ 
sized.  A  claim  to  pity,  even  if  it  be  a 
loving  pity,  is  a  dangerous  attribute  for 
an  author  to  possess,  and  it  has  militated 
against  Steele’s  purely  literary  reputation 
that  he  is  thought  of  as  being,  like  his 
friend  Gay,  “in  wit  a  man,  simplicity  a 
child.”  So  enamoured  of  Addison’s 
“elegance”  were  his  earlier  editors  that 
they  rather  grudged  Steele  any  share  of 
his  fame,  and  it  is  unfortunate  that  some 
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of  the  absurdities  of  Hurd  should  have 
been  endorsed  by  the  eloquence  of  Mac¬ 
aulay.  Nor  are  some  of  Steele’  sincerest 
admirers  free  from  blame.  Perhaps 
there  is  no  more  stimulating  introduction 
to  the  literature  of  last  century  than 
Thackeray's  lectures— or  “Esmond;”  but 
it  is  well  in  approaching  Steele’s  writings 
to  recognize  that  Thackeray’s  lovable 
Dick  Steele  is  not  altogether  the  same 
man  as  the  founder  of  the  English  Essay. 
— Lobban,  J.  H.,  1896,  English  Essays, 
ed.  Herford ,  Introduction ,  p.  xxiii. 

The  manly  tenderness  of  Steele. — 
Bates,  Arlo,  1897,  Talks  on  the  Study  of 
Literature,  p.  66. 

The  so-called  Essay  which  Steele 
launched  in  the  “Tatler,”  which  was  taken 
up  and  perfected  in  the  “Spectator,” 
which  had  numerous  immediate  followers, 
and  a  succession  of  the  greatest  import¬ 
ance  at  intervals  throughout  the  century, 
and  which  at  once  expressed  and  influenced 
the  tone  and  thought  of  that  century  after 
a  fashion  rarely  paralleled,  was  not  origin¬ 
ally  started  in  quite  the  form  which  it 
soon  assumed,  and  never,  for  the  greater 
part  of  a  hundred  years,  wholly  lost. 
.  .  .  Steele,  always  zealous  and  always 
generous,  but  a  little  wanting  in  criticism, 
not  infrequently  diverged  into  sentimen¬ 
tality.  Addison’s  tendency,  though  he, 
too,  was  unflinchingly  on  virtue’s  side, 
was  rather  towards  a  very  mellow  and  not 
unindulgent  but  still  distinctly  cynical 
cynicism — a  smile  too  demure  ever  to  be  a 
grin,  but  sometimes,  except  on  religious 
subjects,  faintly  and  distantly  approaching 
a  sneer.  This  appears  even  in  the  most 
elaborate  and  kindly  of  the  imaginative 
creations  of  the  double  series,  Sir  Roger 
de  Coverley,  whom  Steele  indeed  seems  to 
have  invented,  but  whom  Addison  adopted, 
perfected,  and  (some,  perhaps  without 
reason,  say)  even  killed  out  of  kindness, 
lest  a  less  delicate  touch  should  take  the 
bloom  off  him.  This  great  creation, 
which  comes  nearer  than  anything  out  of 
prose  fiction  or  drama  to  the  masterpieces 
of  the  novelists  and  dramatists,  ib  accom¬ 
panied  by  others  hardly  less  masterly; 
while  Addison  constantly,  and  Steele  not 
seldom,  has  sketches  or  touches  as  perfect 
in  their  way,  though  less  elaborate.  It 
is  scarcely  too  much  to  say  that  these 
papers,  and  especially  the  “Spectator,” 
taught  the  eighteenth  century  how  it 


should,  and  especially  how  it  should  not, 
behave  in  public  places,  from  churches  to 
theatres;  what  books  it  should  like,  and 
how  it  should  like  them ;  how  it  should 
treat  its  lovers,  mistresses,  husbands, 
wives,  parents,  and  friends;  that  it  might 
politely  sneer  at  operas,  and  must  not 
take  any  art  except  literature  too 
seriously;  that  a  moderate  and  refined 
devotion  to  the  Protestant  religion  and 
the  Hanoverian  succession  was  the  duty, 
though  not  tho  whole  duty,  of  a  gentle¬ 
man.  It  is  still  a  little  astonishing  to 
find  with  what  docility  the  century  obeyed 
and  learnt  its  lesson.  .  .  .  Steele, 

though  he  has  somo  rarer  flights  than  his 
friend,  is  much  less  correct,  and  much 
less  polished  ;  while,  though  he  had  started 
with  equal  chances,  his  rambling  life  had 
stored  him  with  far  less  learning 
than  Addison  possessed.—  Saintsbury, 
George,  1898,  A  Short.  History  of  English 
Literature,  pp.  537,  538,  539. 

In  this  [“The  Conscious  Lovers”],  as  in 
his  former  plays,  ho  broke  entirely  away 
from  tho  profligate  traditions  of  tho  res¬ 
toration  drama,  and  kept  close  to  what  he 
conceived  to  be  the  high  moral  purpose  of 
the  stage.  But  in  his  earnestness  he  too 
often  forgot  that  the  first  object  of  comedy 
is  to  amuse  and  not  to  preach ;  and  his 
plays,  though  occasionally  enlivened  with 
humour,  are  on  the  wholodull  and  insipid. 
— Hudson,  W.  H.,  1899,  ed.  The  Sir  Roger 
de  Coverley  Papers ,  Introduction,  p.  x. 

Everybody  liked  him,  and  even  to  this 
day  it  is  natural  to  speak  of  him  as 
“Dick”  Steele.  Without  him  it  is  doubt¬ 
ful  if  Addison  would  have  developed  his 
talent  in  the  society  essay.  Like  Addison 
he  earned  political  preferment  by  his  pen 
though  the  offices  he  held  were  of  inferior 
dignity. — Johnson,  Charles  F.,  1900, 
Outline  History  of  English  and  American 
Literature ,  p.  256. 

Steele’ b  writings  have  not  the  polish  or 
delicate  humor  of  Addison's,  but  they 
have  more  strength  and  pathos.  From 
the  neglect  of  Steele  and  the  enduring 
interest  in  Addison,  the  student  should 
learn  the  valuable  lesson  that  artistic 
finish,  as  well  as  excellence  of  sub¬ 
ject  matter,  has  become  almost  a  neces¬ 
sity  for  a  prose  writer  who  would  not 
be  soon  neglected. — Halleck,  Reuben 
Post,  1900,  History  of  English  Literature, 
p.  249. 
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